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PETERSON’S MAGAZINE 


Vol. LXXX I . 


PHILADELPHIA, JANUARY, 1882. 


No. 1. 


PARIS AND THE PARISIANS. 


BY EMILY J. MACKINTOSH. 



AT TUB BARRICADES. 

MARVEL is Paris. The old Romans 
loved it, and. called it their “ dear Lutetiaand 
ever since—that is, for eighteen hundred years— 
it has exercised an influence, political, social, and 
intellectual, equalled by no other city in the 
civilized world. All through the Middle Ages, 
Paris was to Europe what Athens had been to 
Greece, what Rome had been to Italy. To-day, 
French art stands foremost, French fashions rule, 
and greater than all, French ideas pervade the 
world. And when we speak of France, we mean, 
to a great degree, Paris: for Paris, after all, is 
the soul of France. 

The contrast between London and Paris, even 
in outward appearance, is very striking. With 
all its wealth, and it is the wealthiest city in the 
world, with all its aristocracy, and its aristocracy 


is the proudest on earth, London has 
a climate that makes residence in it 
almost impossible, except to the cock¬ 
ney-born, who has never known a 
better one. Its fogs would drive any¬ 
one to suicide. “ I came here, last 
night,” a staid, middle-aged, church¬ 
going American once wrote. “The 
fog is so thick, I cannot see a yard 
before me. I am chilled to the bone,. 
and oh ! so homesick: not for all the 
Bank of England would I stay here 
for another day.” The next morning, 
he was off for Paris. “Ah, this is 
the city/’ his next letter said. “ There 
is sunshine, and movement, and 
gaiety, everywhere: the very attri¬ 
tion raises one’s spirits. I drove out 
to St. Cloud, yesterday; and as we 
came down the hill, on our return, we 
saw Paris, in the distance, lying be¬ 
low us, a mass of white buildings, lit 
up by the afternoon sun, the great 
dome of the Pantheon soaring over 
all; and it seemed, after smoke- 
) encircled London, almost like a New Jerusalem.” 

Paris is not, however, a New Jerusalem. But 
it has its attractive features, nevertheless; even 
for the most serious minded. Nor is it as bad as 
it is often painted. Unfortunately for it, the 
worst features have been exaggerated, until it 
has come to be regarded as a modern Babylon. 
Yet it is doubtful if vice is really more prevalent 
in Paris than in London, Berlin, Vienna, or St. 
Petersburg; and it is certain that it is more 
decent outwardly, at the least. You never see, I 
am told, even in the worst quarters of the French 
metropolis r the sights that you see near Waterloo 
Place, in London, within a quarter of a mile of 
Westminster Abbey. 

Paris was an oppidan , or fortified town, of the 
ancient Gauls, and was subsequently a principal 

(29) 
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stronghold with the Romans. Travellers arc still j 
shown, near the Hotel Cluny, £ome striking i 
Roman ruins. As a border t;%n, after the j 
break-up of the great empire of Charlemagne, it 
became of the first importance. Gradually, mod- j 
cm France grew up around it. The Counts of 
Paris became, by gradual additions of territory, 
kings of the French ; and their descendants held j 
the crown, in unbroken succession,.from the time j 
of Hugh Capet, who first assumed it in 905, to i 
that of Louis Capet, who died by the guillotine, j 
in 1793. 

During all this interval, Paris was the centre, > 
more or less, of modern civilization. Rome had ! 
lost its ascendancy; Constantinople was too far j 
off; Vienna and Berlin were, as yet, unknown ; i 
London was only a great trading town. But, at j 
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the very time when England was torn by intes¬ 
tine conflicts, Abelard was lecturing at Paris; 
and French—Parisian French—was the polite 
language of Europe. This intellectual influence 
has been maintained to the present day. The 
French may not be great original thinkers: in 
that region, perhaps, they yield to others; but 
no people equal them in popularizing and dis¬ 
seminating the thoughts of others. They are, if 
we may so express, the interpreters of England 
and Germany to the world at large. This, too. 
is as true in the political world, as in the literary 
and scientific. The French were the solvent that 
disintegrated feudalism in Europe. Serfdom 
vanished, not only in France, but in Europe, 
with the Revolution of ’98. 

The kings of Paris always took pride in adorn¬ 
ing their capital with stately buildings. Most of 
these edifices, At least those built before the 
Renaissance, have disappeared. . Only a few 
survive, and these are ecclesiastical, principally. 
But those that are left have no superiors. The 
Saint Chapelle, the chapel attached to the royal 
palace, built by St. Louis, at the close of the 
twelfth cent my; is the most exquisite gem, ar^ 
chitecturally, of its kind, in the world. The 
great cathedral of Notre Dame also remains, 
substantially unaltered, solemn and massive, 
a type invaluable to the student, because it 
shows the earliest development of French Gothic. 
St. Germain l’Auxerre, the tower of St, Jacques, 
the Hotel Cluny, and other mediaeval edifices are 
of unrivalled beauty. Here and there, in odd 
by-wavs, the traveller comes upon remains of 
domestic architecture: an oriel window, a round 
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tower, a pointed arch; bu^ they are compara¬ 
tively few, the whole of Paris nearly having been 
rebuilt since the fifteenth century. 

The oldest of the more sumptuous edifices is 
the palace of the Louvre; and the oldest portion 
of this is the southern end, opposite St. Germain 
T Auxerre. It was at one of the windows, looking 
across to that church, that Charles IX. stood, and 


witnessed the massacre of St. Bartholomew. The 
Louvre, as it now exists, is much larger than the 
original palace. It stretches along the Seine, 
northwardly, for more than a mile, and finally 
joins the Tuileries. On one side, it is bounded 
by the river; on the other, by the Rue RivolL 
The Louvre is really a series of palaces, con¬ 
structed around successive courtyards. A large 
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portion of it is devoted to a picture-gallery. ^ 
Different sovereigns, from Francis I. down, have > 
contributed to its erection; the last having been j 
Napoleon III., who built the pavilions at the \ 
northern end. The Tuileries palace, begun by ! 
Catharine de Medici, runs at a right angle from \ 
the Seine, and forms, so to speak, the northern j 
end of the mass of building.* popularly called the j 
Louvre. 

In front of the Tuileries, looking north, is a 
garden, open to the public, and famous for its 
fine chestnut trees. Crowds resprt here, doily. 

A band of music plays, at the public expense. ; 
A stranger, alone, in Paris, has only to go there, j 
to feel that he is not a solitary waif. Everybody 
is gay; and though no one may speak to him, 
there is a certain freemasonry of sympathy ; 
in the very air, which puts him at his ease, and ; 
makes him feel, at once, at home. Beyond tho ; 
Tuileries gardens, lies the Place de la Concorde, a ; 
wide, open, paved space, adorned with fountains, ; 
and with colossal statues of the great cities of 
France. It is surrounded by splendid public 
buildings. In various directions, from this, open ! 
magnificent avenues. But the finest view is in j 
the direction of the Champs Elysees. The eyo 
follows the broad avenuo, known by that name, 
and lined, on either side, with superb private 


residences, until it rests on the Arc de Triomphe, 
crowning the top of the slope, a mile, or more, 
away. Across the square, dart countless car¬ 
riages, while the broad streets, in every direction, 
are thronged with pedestrians. Movement and 
life, indeed, are the distinguishing features of 
Paris. The people spend most of their time out 
of doors. In this, they resemble the ancient 
Greeks and Romans. Nor is this singular. The 
Parisians are really a Latin race. They have its 
exuberant vitality, love of display, its eagerness 
to hear the news, and its sensuous enjoyment of 
outward life. 

One sees this, at its highest, on the boulevards. 
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CHAMPS ELY8EE8. 

These are wide streets, lined with handsome 
shops and residences. The boulevards were 
originally laid out when the walls of Paris were 
dismantled, on the ground where the walls had 
stood; and hence their name. The sidewalks 
are quite broad. Here, especially in the evening, 
crowds of people saunter to and fro, stopping to 
chat with friends, or to take a cup of coffee, at 
one of the little tables, in front of the caf£s. 
The throng is often so dense, that promenading, 
for a time, is impossible; but nobody gets out of 
humor: people jostle each other, with a smile. 


and an apology : then the blockade, after 
awhile, is broken, and the- living stream 
moves on. The street itself, meantime, is 
crowded with carriages, cabs, and other 
pleasure vehicles. All this animating scene 
is brilliantly lit up, not only by the public 
lamps, but by tens of thousands of gas-jets, 
darning from every window. 

* The Rue Rivoli, which, as we have said, 
runs along one side of the Louvre, is only 
less thronged 'than the boulevards. It is a 
street of shops. In front of these shops,' 
runs a covered stone arcade—an excellent 
protection for pedestrians in wet weather. 
Near its centre, a wide space opens; and 
you see, at a distance of a hundred feet, or 
so, an ornamental iron railing, protecting a 
courtyard; and at the end of this, and on 
either side, you notice a row of uniform 
buildings. This is the Palais Royal, erected 
by Richelieu, and subsequently, until the 
Revolution of ’93, the palace of the Duke9 
of Orleans. The lower story, all round the 
quadrangle, is devoted to shops, many of them 
those of jewellers. Here, also, is a covered 
arcade. At whatever time of the day you visit 
the Palais Royal, you are sure to see these arcades 
crowded, be the weather fair or foul. A band of 
music plays in the quadrangle, on pleasant days; 
and in this quadrangle are trees and fountains: 
it is called the garden of the Palais Royal. Some 
of the most celebrated cafgs of Paris, notably the 
Trots Freru , used to be here. 

The attractions of Paris draw to it thousands 
of the wealthiest families of Europe and America, 
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some of whom resider there permanently, and all} London to England, what Vienna to Austria, what 
of whom contribute to its wealth. In this way, \ Berlin to Germany, that Paris is to the whole 
the great French capital levies a tribute of mil- l civilized world. In the same sense, it is a scien- 
lions annually. What Dublin is to Ireland, what ] tific, literary, and artistic centre. It is a magnet 
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that attracts all. The ordinary Parisian, as a con- j ever leaves it, it is in hopes of making a fortune 
sequence, is extremely self-satisfied. He fancies ; elsewhere; and his ambition is to return to it, 
himself, not unnaturally, the “centre of all observ- j before he dies. The boulevards are, to him, what 
ers.” To him, Paris is really the heaven that San- j the forum was to the ancient Roman, 
derson said it was to “good Americans/’ If he S The Parisians excel in most matters of taste. 



PALAIS BOYAL AT NIGHT. 


This is shown, not only by the empire they hold ; portion of it is devoted, at present, to a gallery for 
over fashion, but by their supremacy in art, and ; French art, where the pictures of deceased artists 
elsewhere. A Parisian woman has that natural \ —of course, the masterpieces—are placed. It is 
sense, not only of the beautiful in the abstract, ; ; on this side of the Seine, also, that the Pantheon is 
but of its fitness as applied to the individual, that \ located. Originally built, in the reign of Louis 
enables her to dress becomingly, even out of the j XV., for a church, it was, at the Revolution, 
cheapest materials. This places her, in that j* dedicated to the memory of illustrious French- 
respect, head and shoulders above her sex, the S men. Hence its name. Here, likewise, is the 
world over. The Parisian artists have no rivals < Invalides, a hospital for army veterans. It was 
in technical execution ; and though, in this gene- founded by Louis XIV.; but has been greatly 
ration, they are deficient in ideality, it was not enlarged since, the first Napoleon holding it in 
so in the past, and may not be so in generations especial favor. Under its gilded dome, which is 
which are to follow. Paris—if we call the porce- a landmark for all Paris, the great soldier lies, 
lain of Sevres Parisian, which it really is—is the in a vault of the richest marbles. On this side 
only place, in Europe, where a distinct style in' of the river, is the celebrated Latin quarter, 
ceramic art has been developed; for Dres¬ 
den has never been more than a copyist, and 
principally of Oriental methods; while 
Sevres, whatever we may think of it as 
compared with China and Japan, has, at 
least, the merit of being original. This 
supremacy extends through the whole region 
of the beautiful. Has the Celtic blood any¬ 
thing to do with it ? Is the question partly 
one of race ? 

Let us now cross the Seine; for, besides 
the Tuileries and the Louvre, Paris has the 
palace of the Luxembourg. The bridges, 
which span the river, are quite numerous, 
and are all more or less beautiftil. The 
views, firom these bridges, up and down the 
Seine, are as varied as they are picturesque. 

To stand on the Quai de Louvre, and look 
towards Notre Dame, is to realize what a 
place Paris really is. To come back to the 
Luxembourg, however. It stands in the 
midst of large and extensive gardens. A 

Vol. LXXXI.—2. 
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as Charlemagne, and with its magnificent palace, 
full of reminiscences of Francis I., and Diana of 
Poictiers, and, later, of Napoledn I., is, itself, 
hardly more distant than an hours ride by rail. 

Parisians reside, principally, in what are 
called flats. The houses are peculiar. The 
lower story is frequently a shop : above this, is 
a range of low-ceiled apartments, called the 
entresol, generally occupied by tenants of mod¬ 
erate means: then comes what is denominated the 
first floor, which people of wealth occupy: per¬ 
sons less rich take the floor above ; and so on, in 
a diminished scale for rent, till the attics are 
reached, which are the homes of the very poor. 
Of course, there are fashionable quarters in 
Paris, as in every other city; and houses occu¬ 
pied by a single family onty; and very many 
stately mansions: the latter called hotels. The 
streets that lie nearest to the Champs Elysees, 
and in the vicinity of the Parc Monceau, are, 
socially, the most in request. The old Faubourg 
St. Germain, where the French nobles lived, 
before the Revolution, still contains many of 
their stately mansions, built in the sixteenth and 
St. Sulpice among them. > seventeenth centuries, with wide courtyards, 

The Bois de Boulogne, or Park of Paris, lies } and carved gateways, behind which the Montmo- 
beyond the Arc de Triomphe, outside the gate of J rencies, Richelieus, and Lauzans lived in haughty 
Neuilly. During the siege, in 1870, most of its ) seclusion. A few of these mansions, indeed, are 
trees were cut down; but others have since been ; still inhabited by the descendants of the original 
planted ; and now the place has recovered nearly - owners ; but the ancient noblesse, as a body, are 
all of its original beauty. It is more artificial ; too poor, since the Revolution, to keep up much 
in character than Hyde Park, in London; and, ’ state; and the “ places that knew them, know 
in this respect, resembles the Central Park, of them no more.” Intermarriage with rich heir- 
New York. In a different direction from Paris, ; esses, however, has restored the prosperity of 
is the Park of Vincennes, where was the old ; some of the old houses, that had fallen into 
forest, that environed the fortress of that name. ; decay. All the old nobility arc excessively 
Versailles, with its even more stately park, is ! exclusive. 

only six miles distant; and St. Cloud is not so \ At the foot of one of the principal boulevards, is 
far; while St. Germain is also close at hand. No J the beautiful church of the Madeleine, built in 
city in Europe has so many beautiful bits of ] the first years of this century, after the model of 
woodland, especially those with historical associ- j a Greek temple, of the Corinthian order. Here, 
ations, so near to it, as Paris. Fontainbleau, ? most of the fashionable weddings take place, 
with its superb forests, in which are trees as old \ By the laws of France, marriage is a civil con- 
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where the students live; and here, also, is the ] 
Institute; and more than one fine, old church, j 


tract only. But, with all persons of condition, 
the civil marriage is followed by a marriage in 
churoh, after which there is generally a reception 


at the house of the bride’s parents, or elsewhere. 
The wedding usually occurs in the morning; but 
the gentlemen all go in dress-coats, which is the 
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reverse of the practice in England, where \t\%de\ bride's parents. But among the well-to-do, 
riqeur to appear in morning costume. People of * middle class, it is the custom to hire a suite of 
fashion hold these receptions at the house of the S rooms at some public hotel. The less wealthy 
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have a curious fashion of driving out to the Bois make the thousand beautiful things we buy in 
de Boulogne, after the ceremony. There they Paris, it is different. They have no such aspira- 
alight, and form a procession, which is composed tions ; for they are without hope. Their wages 
of the principal relatives of both families, the ; are low: to save is almost impossible. They 
bride and groom leading off, the bride still wear- \ form, therefore, an inflammable mass of discon- 
ing her wedding-dress and veil. This is generally J tent, underlying society in Paris, which a spark, 
all the honeymoon taken. The wife, if her hus- ; at any time, may explode. It was from the ranks 
band is a shop-keeper, appearo at the counter the ; of this class that the Jacobins of ’93 were prin- 
next day. It is the ambition of this class to ; cipally recruited. They furnished the fiery 
amass a small competence by middle age; and, as ; spirits who fought at the barricades in ’80, and 
the Parisian shop-keepers are not extravagant, 5 again in ’48; it was they who held Cavaignac at 
and never live for display, they usually succeed. < bay, for three days, during the terrible July of 
With the artisans, those whose defl fingers the latter year: and to them, in great measure, 
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was due the Commune of *71. The working man, > crusade, in favor of reorganizing society, should 
all over Europe, shares, to a great extent, the really begin, as so many predict, it will begin in 
discontent of his brother at Paris. If ever a j Paris, and spread from there, as from a centre. 
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In view of these facts, many statesmen look with ’ leon I. was kept with the greatest display. The 
dismay on the future. “We stand here,” said ; fireworks were especially magnificent, being often 
one, recently, “ on the crust of a volcano.” ■ really works of art. Nor has the new republic 

The pageants, reviews, and public celebrations > been behind in this respect; for it knows well 
of Paris, are always splendid. The Latin races \ that the true Parisian, no matter how much of a 
seem to have a special faculty in this direction* \ radical he may be, always likes a crowd, a pa- 
Undcr the second empire, the birthday of Napo- geant, and a public festival. 



FIREWORKS AT PARIS. 


SLEEP. 


BY FANNY DRISCOLL. 


Clothe me in dreams, oh sweet, sad wraith of sleep! 
Wrap me from head to feet in garments white, 

Of mystic dreams; with stars of radiant light. 

Gemmed here and there, in these pale clouds that weep! 
For tired heart and weary brain doth leap, 

With one great throb toward the dim unknown, 

That holds long rest for earth-born sigh and moan. 


< Shroud me in pallid dreams, oh ghost of sleep! 
r Lay your wan Angers on my aching eyes, 

And hid life's other phantoms flee aw*ay 
Into the solemn shades that have no day, 
Whore, broodingly, eternal silence lies! 

Then whisper, soft as moon on frost-wreaths hoar, 
“ Dream, worn-out one, dream here, forevermore f 
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The afternoon was very warm, and poor little 
Milly was very tired and sleepy. She had been 
out in the fields, playing truant, with no other 
companion but her pet rabbit. With her shoes 
off, for she had been wading in the water; with 
a great leaf on top of her hat, which, in her 
childish imagination, she regarded as a parasol; 
and with a posy of daisies and other wildflowers, 
which she had plucked, in her hand, she looked, 
as she sat there, singing, 44 as happy as a queen.” 

But the avenging Fates overtake even the best 
of us. All at once, Milly remembered her gov¬ 
erness, and the lessons from which she had stolen 
away; and remorse, not to say apprehension of 
a dire kind, seized on her. She rose, and hurried 
back to the house. But when she reached it, her 
heart gave way ; and not daring, as yet, to meet 
her irate preceptor, she stole into her uncle’s 
library, coiled herself up on the sofa, and began 
to think what she should do. 

Now, Miss Honeyman, this preceptor, was no 
ordinary governess; and it was little wonder, 
therefore, that Milly dreaded to encounter her. 
Others, besides Milly, stood in awe of this dread¬ 
ful female. For, hod she not graduated at both 
a German and American university ; held a dis¬ 
putation in Greek; and finished off any number 
of pupils, male and female, sometimes for college, 
but more often for the grave? She was, indeed, 
a marvel and a miracle. Nor would Milly have 
ever had the high fortune of possessing her for 
governess, had not Miss Honeyman finally broken 
down in health, and been ordered, by the physi¬ 
cians, complete repose for at least two years. The 
result was that she descended on her brother-in- 
law’s household, and undertook, as a mild sort of 
rest, to educate poor little Milly, his niece. 

Mr. Stamford's house, though in the country, 
was within easy distance of New York, and was 
generally full of company; for he had another 
niece, a grown-up one; and both she and he were 
fond of society. But Miss Honeyman eschewed 
all such folly ; shut herself up in her apartments; 
and resolutely kept Milly there, also. For a year 
and a-half, she had now been forcing, and urging, 
and tempting, and driving Milly, on the educa¬ 
tional path, at a pace that was perfectly appalling. 
Yet it had never occurred to the uncle, nor even 
to the elder sister, that this was all wrong. 

Fortunately, the child was healthy and strong; 


EE BEN EDICT. 


j so that, for a long t ime, she bore the forcing process 
i without much harm. But, of late, she had begun 
to grow morbid and nervous. Her appetite be- 
| came as capricious as her spirits. She would often 
| lie awake half the night. Or, if she slept, she 
j would be troubled by strange dreams, from which 
{ she would wake moiw languid and tired than ever. 
| But, with the singular reticence imaginative 
j children often show, Milly never spoke of all this, 
j To-day, in consequence of having shown un- 

I usual inattention at her lessons, Milly had been 
shut up in the school-room, and given a long list 
of Egyptian kings to learn by rote. But, for 
once, the child hod rebelled. As soon as Miss 
| Honeyman was fairly out of sight, Milly had 
j played truant, as we have seen. 

S The library was the prettiest and most com- 

I fortable nook in the whole house. It possessed, 
among its many treasures, a collection of images 
in marble and bronze, representing the vanished 
deities of Egypt, Greece, and Rome. Uncle 
Henry, indifferent as to critical accuracy, laugh¬ 
ingly called them his Penates. They had always 
1 had a weird fascination for Milly; and now, os 
| she sat there, and -tried to recall the lesson she 
| had been told to learn, they began to mingle with 
i the memory of it, especially the Egyptian ones. 

! The air, meantime, was drowsy with the scent of 
flowers. The half-darkened room began to widen, 
and then shrink, in a curiously capricious man- 
i ner. Milly rubbed her eyes ; but every minute 
< she grew more sleepy; and her thoughts got into 
j an odd jumble, she hardly knew of what. The 
| gods and goddesses seemed to stare down at her, 

| but in a kindly, eve^ friendly, fashion. At lost, 
j a dancing Faun, who Btood at the foot of the couch, 
seemed about to Bpeak; but changed his mind, 
| and laughed at her, instead. 

44 You are a very nice fellow,” said Milly. 44 1 
suppose you are an old jester that Sekhet, and 
Minerva, and the rest of them, keep. Dear me, 

! you needn’t all stare at nie so. I don’t care 
| a straw for all the Egyptian kings that ever built 
| pyramids; and I won’t learn their names. That’s 
settled.” 

As she spoke, her eyes chanced to rest upon 
Sekhet, the Egyptian goddess, with the face of a 
cat; and that deity observed, sharply : 

44 This is a very obstinate child. She ought to 
\ be sent out of the room.” 
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“ I wasn’t speaking to you. You are as ugly 
as Miss Honey man,” muttered Milly. 

“What did you say?” asked the cat-faced 
lady, angrily. 

“ Well, see here,” said Milly, angry in turn, 
“This is my uncle Henry’s room, and I shall 
say here just what I please.” 

“You shan’t,” said Cat-face. 

“ What a goose I am,” murmured Milly, 
pinching herself, to be sure that she was awake. 
“ I actually thought that statuette spoke.” She 
looked at the Faun, and he laughed aloud. Milly 
heard him, as plainly as £ossible; but she felt 
too lazy to be surprised. She glanced back at 
the Egyptian, who was glaring at her. 

“ I can talk better than you, anyhow,” said 
Milly. “You’re only marble, and china, and 
bronze, the whole lot of you.” 

“ Look at us,” said Cat-face, waving a scroll 
she held in her hand; and then the images began 
to grow and grow, and the Faun danced, and 
Hercules waved his club, and Venus took the 
apple, that Paris had been offering her so long, 
and the Faun and Cupid looked so smiling, that 
Milly observed, approvingly: 

“ I like you better than the others.” 

“ How ignorant she is,” said Cat^faoe. 

“ I ain’t,” said Milly. “ I mean, I am not. I 
can read four languages; and I don’t believe 
you can.” 

“ Do you understand Egyptian ?” 

“ No,” Milly said, hesitatingly. 

“ Then be quiet; for that is the language I am 
speaking.” 

By this time, Milly was so interested, that she 
forgot to wonder it was strange she understood ; 
then vanity asserted itself, and she murmured : 

“ I study algebra.” 

“I am algebra, and all other mathematics,” 
said Cat-face, proudly. 

“Does she never mean to stop boasting?” 
asked Venus, in scorn. ‘^The child is a good 
enough child. Let her alone.” 

“She would be pretty, if she wasn’t so thin, 
and her eyes bo big,” remarked Cupid, who was 
playing with his bow and arrows. 

“You heard old Mrs. Thomas say that,” said 
i Milly, “ and very rude of her it was, too.” 

“ If you were older, I’d give you a taste of one 
of my arrows,” said Cupid. 

“Wait,” observed his mother, nodding at 
Milly. “ She will belong to us, one day. Have 
patience.” 

Minerva had been whispering to her owl. 
She looked up, now, regarded Venus severely, 
and said, in a low, deep voice: 

“Except that it is not possible for you to say 


I or do anything that could surprise me, I should 
wonder at such talk. Be kind enough not to in¬ 
terfere with the little girl. She is being well 
\ trained, on principles which please me. I have 
| great confidence in'Miss Honeyman.” 

| “A horrid old frump,” cried Venus. “She 
\ looks as if she were cut out of wood, and I am 
j morally certain she wears a gridiron for stays. I 
; wish she was buried under a pyramid of algebras 
l —I hate old maids.” 

\ “ So do I,” murmured Milly; and Venus nod- 

i ded at her, and smiled. 

\ “ Your conduct—” began Minerva. 

| But Venus interrupted her. 

[ “ I wish,” she said, “ that you’d leave the 

• house, Minerva: you and old Sekhet, and take 
< your Honeyman with you; for we shall never 
\ have any peace, as long as you stop.” 
j “ Don’t presume to Bpeak to me, you minx,” 
j said Cat-face. 

| “ Mew—mew,” tittered Cupid. What a cross 

} old grimalkin you are, Catty.” 

| “ You little unmathematical wretch,” cried the 

j Egyptian goddess. 

j “ How you do all quarrel,” sighed Milly. 

| “ Answer me this, you human atom,” said Cat- 

< face. “ If X plus—” 

5 “I won’t listen,” interrupted Milly. “I’m 
\ obliged to answer Miss Honeyman, but I shan’t 

I answer you.” 

“ That’s right,” said Venus. “ My dear, I’ll 
tell you a story—” 

“Be silent!” interposed Minerva. “My 
j child, in the days when the ancient Greeks—” 

| “I don’t want to hear about them.” 
j “ Listen to me,” said Sekhet. “ Before the 
j first pyramid was built—” 

| “ You’re worse than the other,” groaned Milly. 

j “ Let me alone, both of you. I’d rather hear 
| Venus tell a story.” 

j “ Frivolous creature,” exclaimed Minerva, in a 
) voice so like Miss Honeyman’s, that Milly fairly 
| jumped, almost fancying that her task-mistress 
< had discovered her. 

| “Of course, I will tell you a story, you poor, 
\ little, tired mite,” said Venus, good-naturedly. 
> “ Once, when the youth Adonis—” 
j She was interrupted by a groan from Minefrva; 
l Cat-face gave a prolonged mew; Cupid tittered 
j again ; and the Faun turned a summerset. 

; “ Little girl, I’ll tell you a story,” said the 

Faun, when he had finished his exploit, speaking 
| in a soft, mellow voice, that sounded exactly like 
j a summer wind laughing among the flowers; “ a 
• pretty, pretty story, about the great god Pan.” 

> “ Ah, do,” said Milly. 

- So the Faun commenced. But Milly could 
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never afterwards recall the story. Presently, she \ so you sneer at her, because you think it will 
saw Apollo and Diana come in from the great draw- ] hurt me,” said Philip. 

ing-room, where they lived; and they listened, j “I know that she tries to prejudice you against 
too; and then the Faun’s voice appeared to carry 5 me, in every possible way,” said Fanny. “ You 
Milly away off into some unknown region, which 5 tAke her word for law and gospel—” 
looked like a glimpse of Olympus; and she was > “ You are very unjust,” he broke in. “ Elinor 

dazzled by the sunshine, and had only a vague \ loves you dearly.” 

sense of rest and happiness; and then she was | “ She has aU odd way of showing it,” retorted 

back in the study again, and the Faun had > Fanny. “ She does nothing but misconstrue my 
eeased his tale, and was singing a low, wordless j actions, and make malicious suggestions.” 
melody; and Milly became conscious of human j “She does nothing of the sort,” said Philip, 
voices in the room, just beyond the curtained £ “ She always speaks gently and kindly of you—” 
recess where she lay. \ “Yes, I know her deceitful fashion,” inter- 

She tried to move; but the moment she did, a / rupted Fanny, again, 
strange pain seized her; her whole body felt as l “ She thinks you are wrong, in keeping our 
her foot did, sometimes, when it went to sleep; \ engagement a secret. She has told you so, as 
and her head was so heavy that she could not \ well as me.” 

lift it. Then she tried to call out; but she could j “ She tried to,” replied Fanny. “ But I don’t 
not: all the gods and goddesses were looking at j think she will attempt it again. I informed her 
her, and compelling her to silence. j that I was not prepared to imitate you, and place 

The voices she heard were her sister’s and myself under her dictatorship; and that I con- 
Philip Edgerton’s; and Milly would have liked sidered her interference a gross impertinence.” 
to get up, and speak to Philip, for she loved him j “ She meant it all for our good, Fanny—she 
veiy dearly; but she could not move. 8he j wants us to be happy.” 

managed to turn her head a little, however, so j “Well,” said Fanny, with a haughty laugh, 
as to look out through the parted draperies, j “ she was not successful enough, in managing 
There was Fanny, seated in a low, easy chair, her own affairs, to give me much confidence in 
in the middle of the library, and Philip standing j her ability to settle those of other people.” 
beside her, talking eagerly. His handsome face “ It is just because she did wreck her own life 
was agitated by some strong emotion, and his j —lose the man she loved, by her coquetry—marry 
splendid dark eyes were fastened upon Fanny, j another, out of pique, and suffer the consequences 
with an expression of tenderness and reproach, for years—that Bhe trembles when she sees you 
which made Milly feel as if she wanted to cry. S endanger our future,” cried Philip. “ Oh, Fanny, 
Fanny was leaning back in her chair, looking \ if you would only believe in her—if you would 
very lovely in her flowing white draperies; but j only take warning by her sad experience.” 
there was an expression in her face which showed j “ And be ruled by her ? Thanks! It is quite 
that she was angry and hurt. i enough to see you setting her up as infallible. 

“ You sit there, as cold and hard as one of the j After all, I don’t know why you should call her 
statues yonder,” cried Philip. “ Do you want to j experience so very sad. That disagreeable hus- 
drive me quite mad, Fanny ? Do you want to \ band of hers good-naturedly died, and now she 
convince me that you have no heart whatever?” j has got what she married for—plenty of money.” 

“You let your own temper drive you mad,” \ “For shame, Fanny I” 
returned Fanny, in an icy voice. “You have ] “Pray, excuse me,” said Fanny, with elabo- 
been raving at me for the last half hour. What- i rate courtesy. “ I don’t wish to be rude, but I 
ever I say is wrong, so I have kept silence.” \ am rather tired of Mrs. Crosby’s perfections.” 

“You don’t know what to answer. You feel j “It was you, who spoke of her,” said Philip, 
that I am in the right, and your conscience re- l “ Oh, of course, I am the one in the wrong— 
preaches you; that is the truth,” said Philip. \that is always the case,” returned Fanny. 

“ Indeed, you are entirely mistaken,” replied j “ Hadn’t you better go and solace yourself by her 
Fanny, loftily. S sympathy ? Tell her I am without conscience 

“ Then your conscience is as hard as your j and without heart, and receive her pity. She’ll 
heart,” cried he. j have plenty to offer.” 

“ I wish you would leave heroics, and come “ Fanny, Fanny 1” 
down to common sense,” said Fanny. “I am J But Fanny only laughed more bitterly, exas- 
not poetical, Hke Mrs. Crosby; and I never un- j perated afresh by his voice, that was as ftill of 
derstaad conversation, when in blank verse.” j anger as of pain. 

“ Ah, you know I am fond of my cousin, and { “ She has taught you, and modelled you, 
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according to her system; and you have been an } 
apt pupil,” cried Fanny. “Really, I only see* 
one tiling more for her to do—marry you.” \ 
“ Now, Fanny, that is absurd. It is really \ 
insulting, too, both to her and to me. You make \ 
me laugh. Elinor is like a second mother to j 
me.” ! 

“I am glad you feel like laughing. I assure j 
you I do not,” said Fanny. j 

“ And heaven knows I don’t,” moaned Philip, j 
“ You had no right to tell her we were i 
engaged,” cried Fanny. “You broke your j 
promise—your solemn promise.” j 

“ You are accusing me of falsehood.” I 

“Well, you have accused me of nearly every 
sin in the calendar,” she retorted, “ so you need j 
not be surprised.” j 

“1 have explained to you how it happened,” j 
said Philip. “ I was nearly wild with neuralgia, 
and I put the note, I had written you, in the en- j 
velope for her.” < 

“ Very well; admitting that it was a blunder, < 
the consequences have been very disastrous; for 
she has made trouble, ever since.” 

“She only wishes us openly to acknowledge; 
our engagement—” 5 

“ Which was a piece of mad folly.” < 

“ Great heavens 1 Do you know what you are \ 
saying? Fanny, Fanny, for pity’s sake, take! 
that back.” j 

“ Well,! don’t think I did mean that. But? 

we can’t be married for two years. What money | 
I have, I can’t touch till then; and your profes- ; 
sion wouldn’t warrant you in taking such a step,; 
before. And as for going about, all that time,: 
being known as engaged, I can’t, and I won’t.” ; 

“ I really think you are the hardest-hearted: 
girl alive.” 

So they went on, from one bitter, passionate: 
speech to another; and Milly lay there, crying, 
and wanted to call out, but could not. Then she j 
lost the thread of their talk. Vulcan began to ; 
beat on his anvil, close to her ear, and the noise ; 
caused her head to ache and throb so, that she 
pleaded for him to stop. Then Sekhet put one 
cold hand over her mouth, and*she seemed to 
grow deaf and blind, and to be drifting away off 
into a dark, cold place, so gloomy that it frights 
ened her; and when the goddess removed her; 
icy fingers, Milly heard her own voice, pleading 
with the deity, not to force her to go; and then a ; 
long interval passed—oh, it seemed years. 

When she quite knew where she was, again, 
she was surprised to hear Fanny and Philip still; 
talking; she had fancied days had gone, and she 
studying Greek verbs, and wearying over her 
algebra; and, after all, it had been mere fancy: 


there she was, still, lying on the sofa; and the 
statues were watching her, seeming only hall* 
alive now ; and Fanny and Philip were quar¬ 
relling still—oh, worse than ever. 

“You are right,’ ’ Fanny was saying. ‘ 4 1 never 
did love you—never. I have been a fool—an 
idiot. Promise that? No—a dozen times, no.” 

“ Then I will go away, far enough, so that you 
and I don’t meet again.” | 

“ Go,” she said, “ go!” 

“That is what you wanted. You have done 
this deliberately. It was not that you merely 
liked to flirt and tease me. You want wealth 
and a title. You mean to sell yourself to that 
Russian.” 

“ If he asks me to marry him, I’ll do it. 
Now, go. I will never speak to you again. Go.” 

“I will go, and it will be forever,” Philip 
answered. 

Milly thought she shrieked aloud, ealling 
piteously upon Philip not to go; but neither he 
nor Fanny paid any attention to her cries. Then 
she heard the door close: he was gone. She saw 
her sister rushing up and down the room, like a 
mad thing, weeping, smiting her breast with her 
two hands, and moaning: 

“I’ll do it. I’ll punish him for his wicked 
accusations. I’ll marry Vanisky. I’ll not be 
left here, a laughing-stock. Elinor Crosby will 
tell everybody we were engaged, and that Philip 
deserted me. But nobody shall have the chance 
to sneer or pity—nobody. And I love him—that 
is the worst. How can I be so weak, after the 
way he has treated me ? But I do, I do. Oh, if 
he had stopped a minute longer, I should have 
fallen on my knees, and begged him to forgive 
me; and it would have been a useless humilia¬ 
tion. He would not have believed me, if I had 
told him that Elinor Crosby was mistaken, in 
thinking I went out, that evening, in her grounds, 
to meet Vanisky. I went to find Kitty Ransom, 
and he met me. But it is no matter. I don’t 
care—I don’t care. I hate him now—oh, that’s 
a falsehood—I love him—oh, Philip, Philip. Hut 
I’ll never give in—never. He may go—the ftir- 
ther the better, and he shall hear news of me, 
soon, that will wring his heart, if he has one.” 

Then Fanny disappeared from the room, quite 
deaf to the wild cries Milly thought herself 
uttering, though in r&lity her voice was not 
audible. There she lay, struggling to rise, while 
the Egyptian goddess held her fast, and the Faun 
snapped his fingers at her; and all the deities 
laughed, when she begged them piteously to 
make Cat-face release her, so that she might 
run after Philip, and tell him what Fanny had 
said—tell him that he must come back, for Fanny 
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loved him dearly, in spite of her temper and her 
pride. And poor Milly could not Btir; and the 
louder she shrieked, the higher the Faun danoed, 
and the more heartily the gods laughed; and 
Cat-faoe turned into Mias Honcyman, and asked 
her awful problems, which she was forced to try 
and solve: and just when she thought she had 
got the right answer, she would hear herself 
calling for Philip, and the problem was all to 
begin over again. 

At length, 8ekhet set her free; but, as Milly 
bounded up, she heard Minerva say: 

11 You little fool, Philip has been gone for 
weeks. It is too late—too late 1” 

Then she screamed, and tried to run. Then 
she found she was standing on a steep mountain, 
made of dictionaries, and they were alive, and l 
calling out dreadful words in unknown tongues. \ 
Then Sekhet, or Miss Honeyman, was dragging j 
her into a horrible place, where algebraic signs \ 
were wriggling about, like snakes. Then, sud-! 
denly, Vulcan beat furiously on her head with his ! 
hammer; and down she fell—down—down; and j 
then she knew nothing more. j 

It was twilight. Uncle Henry had come home, 
and Miss Honeyman met him in the hall, to say 
that she thought Milly ought to be severely pun¬ 
ished. She had ordered the child to study, and 
Milly had run off, nobody knew where; and 
Fanny was shut up in her room, and refosed to 
come out: and, altogether, the insubordination 
and wickedness of his nieces was intolerable. 

Unele Henry was ready to promise anything 
she liked, just to get rid of her; and opened his 
study-door, with a hurried apology about letters 
to write. Miss Honeyman followed him in. 

Uncle Henry stumbled over something lying on 
the floor; started back; looked closer; and, in the 
dim light, saw Milly at his feet, cold and white. 
He thought Bhe was dead; and went quits mad, 
for a little. Miss Honeyman, in spite of being a 
marvel and a miracle, lost her head more utterly 
than he, and was of no earthly use, even to find a 
Greek quotation to suit the exigency; for she 
went straight into hysterics, tumbled against the 
mantel, and beat her boot-heels on the fender, ! 
jnst as an ordinary woman might have dAie. 

Two hours later, the doctor and Milly* s rela- j: 
tires were gathered about the child’s bed, where 
Milly was moaning and babbling, in an awful 
fever. When uncle Henry and Miss Honeyman : 
followed the physician out of the room, and asked 
him what could be the matter, and what was the 
possible cause of this sudden and terrible illness, 
the blunt old man, who loved Milly as he hodj 
loved her mother before her, turned on them, and ; 
fairly shook his fist in their faces, crying: 

Vol. LXXXI 8. 


“Sudden? Why, it’s been coming on for 
weeks and weeks! Were you both blind ? What 
ails her? Why, you’ve urged her, and forced 
her, and driven her, with study, till Bhe’s got 
brain fever; and now, nothing Bhort of a miracle 
con cure her: and if she gets well, she will 
probably have softening of the brain: and may 
the Lord forgive you, for I never will 1” 

The outburst restored the old gentleman to his 
senses. The pair looked so frightened, that he 
said a few soothing, hopeful words. 

But uncle Henry turned to Miss Honeyman. 

“ You have murdered her, and I have stood by 
and let you. God help us both,” he Baid. 

Three dismal days and nights followed. Milly 
raved in foreign languages, and struggled with 
impossible problems, and was tormented by the 
cat-faced goddess, who would not let her call out 
and tell them to send for Philip. Through all 
this delirium, she partly recognized the people 
about her, and mistook Miss Honeyman for Sek¬ 
het, so that the spinster had to keep away from 
her chamber, and bear her remorse in solitude. 

At last, the doctor, perceiving that something 
weighed upon the child’s mind, and haunted her 
with its urgency, even in the most disconnected 
of her ravings, bent his energies to discovering 
what it was ; and as Milly had transformed him, 
in her fancies, into the Faun, and considered him 
her one friend, he succeeded, finally, in helping 
her to pronounce the name she wanted to speak; 
and, after that, she moaned, constantly: 

“ Philip—call Philip!” 

Then Fanny comprehended that Milly must 
have been in the study, and overheard their 
quarrel; but she offered no explanation. One 
thing was certain, the doctor declared: the 
child would never get better until Mr. Edger- 
ton come. 

At this, they tried to find Philip; but even Mrs. 
Crosby did not know his whereabouts: she only 
knew that he had gone to California, meaning to 
sail thence for Australia. So they telegraphed 
to San Francisco; and, at last, he was found. 
A despatch arrived, to say that he wafi bn his way 
home. He could not, in fact, have refused ; for 
the doctor had sent him word that his presence 
alone could give a hope of saving Milly’s life. 

His first sight of Fanny was by Milly’s bed. 
Poor Fanny, she was so worn and changed, that 
it might have been a year, instead of two weeks, 
since they parted. Cousin Elinor was there, too; 
for she was an excellent nurse, and the physician 
hod given Milly into her hands; and, during 
those agonising days and nights, Fanny and 
Mrs. Crosby had been brought so close to¬ 
gether, by their mutual anxiety and distress, 
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that neither remembered she had ever indulged 
a harsh thought of the other. 

But, alas, Milly did not recognize Philip, and 
would not believe that he was present, and ; 
thought herself alone with the Faun, as she still ; 
called the doctor, and upbraided him, piteously, ; 
for not having kept his word. In the intervals 
of struggling with her Latin exercises and her ; 
equations, she cried out, frantically: j 

“I can’t—I can’t—and there comes Cat-face. \ 
Oh, how cruel you are. Philip—Philip! Oh, s 
Fanny will go crazy. She said she should. She \ 
loved him, and she wouldn’t speak—and he’s j 
gone—he’s gone!” > 

And there Fanny and Philip had to sit and j 
listen, and to feel that their foolish, wicked j 
quarrel had been the last trial, which was j 
needed to bring poor, little Milly to this dark j 
pass. They were too fall of remorse, themselves, | 
to be very severe on Miss Honeyman. j 

Weeks passed; and, at last, little Milly lay, \ 
white and wasted, on her pillows, but recovering, j 
One day, she took Philip’s hand, and placed it 
in Fanny’s. \ 

“And you’ll never quarrel again—you are j 
sure?” urged Milly. j 

“ Never,” said both, with choking voices. < 

Just then, uncle Henry stole in, followed by j 
the doctor, and told Milly how anxious poor Miss S 
Honeyman was to see her, and hear her say that i 
she was forgiven; and Milly consented, readily ! 
enough; but, somehow, when the spinster en¬ 
tered, on tiptoe, Milly confused her again, for an 
instant, with the cat-faced goddess, and said: j 

“ X minus a gridiron—how do you do, Sekhet ? ] 
Oh, I didn’t mean that, you know, Miss Honey- / 
man—of course, I’ll kiss you. And oh, doctor, \ 
I know it’s all nonsense, but I wish you’d go \ 


down to the study, and tell the Faun everything 
has turned out right. I think my head would 
get quite straight, then.”' 

“ Well, my dear, I would,” said the doctor, 
“ only, as I saw Fanny tfnd Philip go in there, by 
themselves, this morning, I fancy the Faun 
knows all about it.” 

The two lovers blushed, hotly: but they joined 
in the laughter at their expense, with a very 
good grace, and Milly said: 

“ I don’t care, doctor, I always mean to believe 
the statues talked.” 

“ So do I,” said the doctor. 

“ My dear, dear sir,” sighed Miss Honeyman. 

“Did you speak, ma’am?” quoth he, turning 
quite fiercely upon her. 

“N—no,” faltered the virgin. 

“ Make her say she believes it, too, doctor,” 
said Milly, maliciously. 

And the doctor forced her to say she did; and 
that was all the revenge Milly wanted. Indeed, 
she and Miss Honeyman became fast friends, 
and used to play dominoes together by the hour; 
and when the spinster committed blunders, as 
she often did, Milly would hold up her finger, 
threateningly, and cry: 

“Take care, or I’ll send you to school to 
Sekhet.” 

Then they would both laugh; though, some¬ 
times, Miss Honeyman hod to struggle hard to 
keep from weeping, even in the midst of her 
merriment; and I think she will never forget 
the lessons taught by her weeks of anxiety. 

Milly was never again overtasked. Everybody 
petted her. And many and many a day, she 
was allowed to go out into the fields, and pluck 
wildflowers; and even wade, barefoot, in the 
water; and be as Happy as a Queen. 
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Ring the funeral chimes, and drape 
All the bells with sable crape ; 

For the friend of England’s queen, 
On the earth no more is seen. 

Walking, on a summer’s day, 
Through the Abbey cloisters gray, 
lie was reading, page by page, 

All his life, from youth to age. 

Even while he mused and read, 
From a cloud, above his head, 

Lo! a spirit Issued forth, 

Like a snow-wreath of the North. 

With a melancholy look, 

From his hand she took the book; 


Scanned the golden leaves of youth, 
And the stainless ones of truth: 

% Rainbow dreams, and fancies fine, 
Holy thoughts on things divine, 
Mighty names of Church and State, 
Till she found the leaf of Fate. 

On its blank, white space, she wrought 
What that day to England brought; 
Writing with an iron pen, 

Used to trace the doom of men. 


In the Abbey of his fame, 

O’er his pure and noble name— 
Weeping all the while—she penned 
Words of deepest woe, “ Tub End.” 
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CHAPTER I. 

A WILD NIGHTS WORK. 

A pitiless northeasterly storm of rain and 
sleet was raging through the mountains, sur¬ 
rounding the village of Crosnest, in the northern 
part of New Hampshire, and all its fury seemed 
concentrated upon the lonely farmhouse of Jabez 
Shillaber. The fire, on the wide-throated kitchen 
hearth, spat and sputtered angrily, in the rain 
that was constantly dashed down the chimney; 
and the doors and shutters had, more than once, 
been blown violently open. Jabez had finally 
fastened both, by means of heavy wooden bars, 
slipped into iron staples on the casings. Having 
thus fortified himself, and thrown plenty of dry 
logs upon the fire, he looked up at the great 
eight-day clock, standing in the corner of the 
room. It was half-past eleven, he saw; and it 
was All-Hallows’ Eve. 

The two facts were presented together to Jabez 
Shillaber’s mind; the one, in the usual way, by 
the dial of the clock; the other, by a sprig of 
witch-hazel, fastened above it. Mrs. Shillaber 
had provided it, some weeks beforehand, and 
placed it there early in the day, to protect the 
house from the malicious evil spirits, who have 
especial powers of mischief, as she firmly 
believed, on that particular evening. Jabez, like 
a good husband, was tinged, in some degree, with 
his wife’8 beliefs. So, as he turned to glance out 
of the window, he half expected to see some 
grotesque and grinning face looking in at' him. 

Nothing but a blank square of blackness 
appeared, however; for the window, reversing 
the usual purpose of a window, transmitted 
nothing from the world without, to the room 
within; but shed forth, on the contrary, a broad 
stream of ruddy light, which, battling gallantly 
with the darknes&, reached as far as the county 
road, that passed by the farmhouse gate. There, 
it found itself reflected back from two bright 
points, about six leet above the bed of the road. 
These bright points were the eyes of a man, sitting 
in a light, covered wagon, and holding the reins 
of a very tired, white horse. 

“That might do,’] said he. 

His companion, a colored woman, buried from 
crown to sole in wraps of defence against the 
weather, made no reply, if she heard; and the 
man, driving the horse under the comparative 


shelter of the high bank, with its overhanging 
hazel hedge, jumped out, and made off down the 
lane of ruddy light, in the direction of the house. 
The woman, seeing herself thus deserted, cowered 
down in the bottom of the carriage, cuddled 
something in her arms closer to her breast, and 
muttered a few words in a foreign patois. Per¬ 
haps they were a prayer, perhaps a curse, per¬ 
haps a compound of the two. 

Meantime, Jabez Shillaber had left the window, 
and passed into an adjoining bedroom, where his 
wife was seated in a low chair, upon the hearth, 
rocking drearily back and forward, and holding 
a baby close to her bosom. 

“Is he asleep?” asked the father, softly. 

“ Oh, I don’t know ; he’s dreadful queer, and 
seems more as if he was possessed than anything. 
Oh, I wish it was any night in the year but 
Hallow Eve.” 

“ Let’s see him,” said the father, kneeling 
beside his wife’s chair, and stirring the fire until 
it sent a great river of flame up the chimney, 
and a flood of light out into the room. 

The ghastly pallor of the little face, the livid 
blue of the tiny, clenched hands, the glaze of the 
sightless eyes, made Jabez start. 

“ Why, Hannah,” exclaimed her husband, 
“ he’s dead.” 

“ Dead ! No. no! Not dead! He couldn’t 
be dead,” shrieked the poor mother. “ It’s only 
a fit. Bring a tub of hot water, Jabez.” She 
tore off the little garments, in frantic haste, as 
she spoke, and began to chafe the limbs, whose 
inelastic coldness silently and sternly rebuked 
her delusion. 

“No—you needn’t fetch it,” cried the poor 
mother, at last. “He’s gone. Baby’s gone,” and 
suddenly relapsing into stolid calm, she placed 
the little body reverently in the cradle beside the 
hearth. 

A sharp rap, upon the window, at this moment, 
made both parents start, and look at each other, 
in terrified questioning. 

“ It’s Hallow Eve,” whispered Hannah. “ And 
they want baby.” 

•“ Nonsense, woman. You’re enough to scare 
the boldest man that ever trod,” exclaimed Jabez, 
angrily. 

But, with a faint shriek, his wife pointed 
toward the window, through which a white face 
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was dimly seen, with dark, piercing eyes, and ) terror, as she watched and listened to the inter- 
a long moustache, more like Hannah’s idea, of J view. 

Mephistopheles than anything she had ever posi- < Shillaber’s brown face grew pale, 
tively beheld. \ “ How do you know that?” asked he, in a low 

Jabez seized a thick stick, and sprang toward \ voice, forgetting the face he had seen at the 
the window, shouting, angrily: s window. 

“Clear out! What do you want?” > “How do I know?” repeated the stranger, 

The moustache moved, revealing a set of sharp, j catching and humoring the other’s superstitious 
white teeth beneath: but no sound was audible; ^ bewilderment. “ There’s very little I don’t know 
and, with a significant gesture toward the door, * —or cannot do. What should you say, for in- 
the face disappeared. < stance, if 1 should show you a live baby, in that 

“Oh, what can it mean?” moaned Hannah, { cradle, instead of a dead one?” 
clasping her hands in terror. \ “ Man !” cried a shrill voice, from the bedroom, 

“ There! He’s knocking on the door,” ex- \ as Hannah rushed out, at these words, and threw 
claimed Jabez.' “ Man or devil, I ain’t afraid of J herself on her knees, at the stranger’s feet, “ what 
him. I’ll let him in. You stop here.” I is it you say ? Can you give me back my baby ?” 

“ Wait! Put this Bible in your pocket, and j “ Aye. It’s Hallow Eve, you know. But it’s 
fetch a bit of that hazel, to lay on baby. There! : not quite midnight, yet. Wait till the stroke of 
He’ll knock the door in, if you don’t open. It’s j twelve. Be ready, then, at the door; and I’ll 
no use to wait.” j be here.” 

The Bible in his pocket, an ash club under his < Without another word, he turned, and dis¬ 
arm, and his ‘heart in his mouth, Jabez Shillaber < appeared, as suddenly as he had come. 

unbarred and unlatched the door, which was \ _ 

immediately torn from his grasp by the wind, 
and dashed violently back. 

Upon the threshold, stood a tall figure, wrapped 
closely in a cloak; the white face, with its \ Left aldhe, the husband and wife stared at 
gleaming eyes and teeth, showing like a mask s each other, for some moments, in dazed astonish- 
upon the darkness. > ment; and then Hannah, drawing a long breath, 

As Shillaber instinctively made a grasp at the { exclaimed : 
slamming door, the stranger stepped in, and \ “Well, there’s one thing sure: If so be, he 
stood shaking the water from his drenched cloak. \ says it’s to be at twelve o’clock, it’s time you was 
W’hen the master of the house turned to face him, \ getting ready. Tie down your hat, and wind this 
he pulled off his broad-leaved hat, and smiled \ shawl around your neck, and button your coat 
more cynically than ever. \ all the way down ; and be ready at the door, as 

“ A bad night, friend,” said he, in the clear- \ he said.” 
cut, and somewhat supercilious tones of a supe- \ “ But it’s all nonsense about the baby coming 

rior, conscious of addressing an inferior. Jabez < alive again,” said Jabez, irresolutely, 
resented the tone, without knowing why. \ “Well, but go and see,” said Hannah, im- 

“ Bad for them that’s out in it. It don’t hurt } patiently, as the clock began to strike twelve, 
them that stops in their own housen,” said he, < in its grating, melancholy voice. Without re- 
sullenly. s ply, Jabez turned, and opened the door. 

“Iam one of those that have no house to stop s There, straight and motionless upon the 
in,” replied the stranger, smiling more than < threshold, stood the stranger, muffled closely 
ever, as if he savored a joke known only to {in his great cloak; his fhce paler, his eyes 
himself. > gleaming more brightly, his moustache writh- 

“ Well, there’s a tavern for such, three mile ; ing more sardonically above the sharp, white 
further up the road,” suggested the farmer. ^ teeth, than when he first had appeared. 

“ Really ? I am delighed to hear it. Mean- \ “ You see I am punctual, and I see that you 

time, I have a word for you, my friend.” \ are. It is well. Now, stay here, close to the 

“ Shillaber’s my name,” suggested Jabez. J door, both of you, and watch that no evil spirit 
“ Shillaber ? Yes, thank you. Well, Mr. ' throws it open and enters. I am going to the 
Shillaber, you have had a misfortune, to-night.” ^ child. Be faithful and obedient, and I promise 
The stranger, with a backward motion of the ^ that you shall find life, and not death, in yonder 
head, indicated the next room, where Hannah \ room, when next you enter it.” 
was to be seen sitting, one hand upon the baby’s < “I wish he’d been christened,” moaned 
cradle, the other half raised in suspense and \ Hannah. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE DEAD ALIVE. 
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44 Have him christened, at the first opportunity, 
and call him Raphael,” said the man. 

So speaking, the stranger, leaving poor Hannah 
quite bewildered by these strange words, passed 
hurriedly into the bedroom, and closed the door 
behind him. 

Two minutes ticked solemnly away, upon the 
face of the old clock, when Hannah fdt'a hand 
laid on her shoulder; and, as she started back, 
with a little cry, she met the piercing eyes of the 
stranger. 

44 He is alive, and will live,” he said* 44 Have 
him christened, as I told you; and name him 
Raphael—for me.” 

With the last word, he plunged into the black¬ 
ness without, which swallowed him utterly, and 
at once. 

Without waiting fbr her husband, Hannah flew 
into the bedroom, where the flame of the re¬ 
plenished fire rose and fell, in fitful gleams, now 
brilliantly illuminating the whole room, now leav¬ 
ing it almost in darkness. 

Darting to the cradle, she threw herself upon 
her knees beside it, only seeing, in the momentary 
obscurity, the form of the baby, just as she had 
hud him there, in his solemn sleep of death, so lit¬ 
tle while before. Shrinkingly, yet longingly, she 
placed a finger upon the little cheek. The cheek 
was warm and soft. 

44 Oh! he’s alive,’ he’s alive,” she cried* 

44 Come, Jabez, and see.” 

The mother-love, with one great bound, over¬ 
threw doubt, superstition, and terror. Snatching 
the child from his cradle, Hannah pressed him to 
her heart, smothering him with kisses, and sob¬ 
bing and murmuring over him all sorts of in¬ 
coherent, loving, foolish mother-talk. 

Jabez, hastening into the room, at her call, 
found her thus occupied. 

44 Why, what is it? What has happened?” he 
cried. 44 What—” 

44 The baby! See, see !” she answered, inter¬ 
rupting him. 44 Oh, Jabez, he’s alive 1 See!” 

She held the child out in her arms, and as the $ 
father, astonished and terrified, drew near, the 
fire burst out in a great sheet of flame, roaring j: 
up the chimney, and fl6oding the room with 
light. 

The baby, awakened from his profound sleep, 
opened two great, solemn, black eyes; and, look- ; 
ing from one to the -other face bending above 
him, broke into a pretty, cooing laugh, and raised 
his little hand to Jabez’s face. 

44 Well, I don’t know,” said Jabez, doubtingly. 

44 It’s clean impossible. And yet, he’s got the 
same black eyes—-just like yourin, I always said, 
you know.” 


| 44 It’s a miracle,” answered the wife, in an 

| awed voice. 44 He said he could fetch him back 
! to life. I don’t know—I’m clean beat.” And 
suddenly dropping into her low chair, Bhe sat, 

| with her eyes fixed upon the child., who, feeling 
• and seeing the fire close beside, lay kicking and 
crowing, talking to it in the sweet, soft babble 
- of infancy. 

Suddenly, the child lifted up its little arms, 
as if asking for something. 

A bright color flashed all over the woman’s 
face. She Bnatehed the infant to her bosom, and 
kissed him, passionately, murmuring, 44 You 
precious! You know me, don’t you, darling? 
No stranger child would know me,” turning to 
her husband. 44 It is our own boy, Jabez.” 


CHAPTER III. 

THE STAGE-COACH. 

Two-akd-twxntt years have passed, and Han¬ 
nah Shillaber, now a buxom matron of forty and 
more, is standing at the door of the farmhouse, 
and sheltering her eyes from the setting sun, as she 
looks up the road, to catch sight of the Btage- 
coach, coming down the long hill. 

The valley and village of Crosnest ore also two- 
and-twenty years older than when we saw them 
last. But the hills and valleys; the lovely, 
little mountain tarn, known as Goose Pond; the 
bright brook flowing into it; the clump of 
witch-hazel; the rustling wood behind it; 
the skies; and all the daisy-strewn meadows, 
remain, much the same. The Shillaber farm¬ 
house, however, is greatly improved. There 
are clumps of lilacs and seringas around it, and 
climbing roses, and massive woodbine. There is 
a change, too: a momentous, a direful change, in 
the village itself; the world has found it out, 
and is spoiling it; as the world does spoil inno¬ 
cent and unsophisticated beauties, when once it 
gets its sullying grasp upon them. 

Some wandering artist, some wretched news¬ 
paper correspondent, some fine lady panting to 
set a new fashion, some Peeping Tom, I know 
not which; but Bomebody had discovered that 
the scenery about Crosnest was as fine as any in 
Franconia; that the brook was crowded with 
trout, begging to be caught; that there was 
any quantity of ozone in the air, and ever so 
much old china and old furniture in the sleepy, 
old fhrmhouses. This was the slogan, and before 
the Crosnesters themselves had any idea of their 
danger, the Philistines were upon them. Long¬ 
haired artists, with sketching easels, portfolios, 
and white umbrellas, sat down at every pictur¬ 
esque corner, and were taken, by the natives, for 
wild lunatics, especially when they discovered. 
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by good, honest questioning, that the works of 
art, produced by these gentlemen, were in no 
wise connected with agriculture, railway engi¬ 
neering, coal, or “ ile;” in fact, were of no possi¬ 
ble practical value to anybody, and by no means 
certain of obtaining money-value when completed. 
A photographic travelling van appeared next, and 
was more intelligible; then came various per¬ 
sonages, singly, or in families, demanding board 
at the farmhouses, and when the farm-wives 
modestly inquired, if three dollars per week 
would be out of the way as a price, bursting iuto 
incredulous laughter, not knowing that a dollar 
and a-half, or “nine shillings” per week, was 
the value of such accommodations in Crosnest. 

The next thing, was the purchase, by a com¬ 
pany of speculators, of ten acres of wild pasture 
land, bordering on Goose Pond, and commanding 
a really magnificent view of mountain and valley, 
woodland and water, and the erection thereon of 
a great lath-and-plaster palace, named, in its 
first conception, the Silver Lake Hotel, Silver 
Lake being the»new name of Goose Pond. 

“Quiet country folks is none the better for 
falling in with the doings, that’ll be going on up 
there pretty soon,” said Jabez. “ I’ll take care 
Ray and Jabez don’t go, too often. Drinking, and 
dancing, and card-playing—no, no—my boys is 
best to home, and to home they’ll stop.” 

So the stage-coach, plunging into the valley of 
Crosnest, over the shoulder of Green Mountain, 
dashed post the Shillaber farm, twice a week, 
with all the impetus of its long descent, and bore 
its gay load of passengers, in stylish city dresses, 
with their incredible mass of trunks, boxes, and 
bags, on through the lovely valley, to its opposite 
side, where, at the foot of Eaglesnest, lay Goose 
Pond, with the mushroom hotel on its banks. 
The lay of the land, and the Shillaber woodlot of 
seventy acres of solid timber, hid the hotel, and 
all its surroundings, from the farm; and when 
once the coach had whirled past, and the dust 
subsided, and the rattle of wheels, tramp of 
horses, and gay tinkle of merry voices and 
laughter had died away, the old quiet, and dreamy 
rest, which had clung about the place for half a 
century, calmly reasserted itself. 

Thus it came about, that the stage-coach 
became a sort of link between the Shillaber farm 
and the great world, and was looked out for with 
interest, open and confessed, on Hannah’s part; 
suppressed and disguised, on that of the two 
boys, Ray and Jabez; and very slight, yet 
existant, on that of Shillaber himself. Now, on 
this especial June evening, all four were more or 
less on the watch ; and as the echo from Eagles- 
nest faintly threw bock the rattle of wheels from 


the shoulder of Green, all suspended their em¬ 
ployments, and turned to gaze at the hard, white 
strip of road, lying, like a ribbon, down the 
green slope, of the mountain spur. At last, the 
four horses appeared, and behind them, the 
swaying coach. But no sooner was the equipage 
fairly in sight, than it became obvious that some¬ 
thing was wrong with it. The horses, instead of 
their accustomed even trot, and .harmonious 
action, were plunging wildly, and struggling in 
ns many opposing directions, as there were legs 
to carry them. As the heavy vehicle took the 
descent, and the weight pressed upon the already 
frantic horses, they became altogether unmanage¬ 
able, and dashed down the Bteep road at a fall 
gallop, the coach lurching and rocking from side 
to side, in a really frightful fashion. 

“The turn, down in the holler, ’ll fetch ’em 
up,” exclaimed Jabez. “Come, boys 1 There’ll 
be work for us.” 

As he spoke, he set off, running down the 
green lane, and along the main road, toward the 
hollow, where the witch-hazel grew; and where, 
two-and-twenty years before, the mysterious 
stranger hod appeared, with his carriage. 

The two young men followed, or rather out¬ 
stripped their father; and Hannah came after, 
more slowly. For a moment, a little curve of the 
road, at its foot, hid the runaway coach. But, as 
Hannah drew a second breath, after her run, it 
came swaying round the corner, with only the two 
nigh wheels touching the ground; for the off 
ones were revolving in the air, with a strange, 
helpless motion. Another lurch ; a mad plunge 
of the horses into the bushes beside the road; a 
swirl and clatter of hoofs, of wheels, of human 
bodies flying through the air; the mad scream 
of a horse in agony; the less terrific shrieks of 
women’s voices; a heavy crash, shaking the 
earth beneath Hannah’s feet; and the worst was 
over, for suspense was ended. 

A moment more, and the three Shillabers were 
on the scene, the father and Jabez cutting the 
harness from the plunging horses, and allowing 
the three sound ones to gallop down the road, 
carrying the news of the accident to their 
accustomed stable; while one poor injured 
creature lay moaning away'his life. 


CHAPTER IY. 

“ OH ! YOU ^LNGEL.” 

But Ray, as the coach went over, had noticed 
two figures clinging together. He had seen, 
also, that, together, they were flung from the 
topmost seat, and in Buch a tremendous curve, 
that they fell high up upon the bank, behind the 
clump of hazel-bushes. Springing up the bank. 
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he rushed to the spot, reaching it almost as soon 
as the flying bodies he pursued. At first, he 
feared he was too lAte. Both the passengers— 
and they were women—lay before him, appar¬ 
ently dead. 

“ Oh, you angel,” murmured Ray, as he knelt, 
and reverently raised the head of the younger of 
the two. 44 Oh, you angel.” 

Nor was the epithet inappropriate, as applied 
to Alice Vivian. She was as nearly of the angelic 
order of beauty, as a mortal may hope to be; 
with profuse soft hair, of true and unshadowed 
gold; with large, loving eyes, of tender blue; a 
mouth sweet and innocent as a little child’s; and 
a complexion of purest white and rose. Even 
her figure was so airy, so slight, and so lissome, 
that one would hardly have wondered to see a 
pair of wings suddenly develop, and waft the 
delicate body upward to the clouds, whence it 
might have dropped to earth. 

44 And you’re pretty, too—more than pretty,” 
said Ray, as he turned to raise the other head. 
Yes, she was pretty, and more than pretty. But 
how Magdalene Vivian could have been sister to 
the angelic Alice, was a puzzle to all the world; 
for not one feature, not one trait, not one taste, 
did they possess in common. There was no bond 
of union that could be seen; and yet there was 
one, the strongest, the most intangible, and yet 
most real and abiding of all bonds: for it was 
love; that deep, inborn love, that asks no ques¬ 
tions of how and why, depends upon no outward 
circumstances, is neither increased nor diminished 
by time and space: a love planted by God, in the 
soul He has created, and there abiding, until that 
soul returns to its Maker. 

Magdalene and Alice Vivian did not say much 
about it to themselves, or each other, least of all 
to their mother, and the world; but they both 
knew, full well, that each was to each the dear¬ 
est object earth held, or could hold; and each 
turned, contentedly, from all other friends, all 
admirers, and lovers, and courtiers, to seek the 
eyes and the smile that never failed to respond, 
with fresh delight, to the beloved presence. 
Magdalene, really a year younger, looked con¬ 
siderably the elder; and so Ray Shillaber now con¬ 
sidered her; probably, her brunette complexion, 
and dark hair, were partly responsible for this; 
but a stronger cause was to be found in the ex¬ 
pression of serene indifference to all created 
objects, not unfrequefttly mingled with a certain 
amount of contempt and pity for poor human 
nature, which was the habitual expression of 
this twenty-year-old face. 

Moot men admired her. Indeed, it was hardly 
possible to avoid doing so. But when those firm « 


;> and classically severe lips opened, especially if 
\ the hazel eyes turned upon their victim with a 
l certain smile of irony in their depths, it was a 
j brave man, indeed, who did not wince at what 
might be coming. Magdalene’s adorers gen¬ 
erally swore, after a little while, that she was 
heartless and satirical; and so turned to Alice, 
who smiled sweetly upon all, and spake sooth- 
l ing and gentle words; and so successfully healed 
| and obliterated the wounds Magdalene had in- 
| dieted, that, after a little while, the patient, 
quite restored, turned back to his enemy, with 
renewed hopes of victory, to be again defeated. 

But while we describe our heroines thus at 
length, they lie at length—Magdalene’s length 
being two inches more than Alice’s—upon the 
turf behind the hazel-bushes; and Ray Shillaber 
has sprung down the Bteep bank, and summoned 
his,mother from her questioning of a very dilapi¬ 
dated fine lady, who is sitting beside the road, 
leaning against a rock, and feebly murmuring 
complaints, which Hannah is trying to under¬ 
stand. But, as the stronger part of her returning 
energies are directed to ascertaining if the false 
hair is all in its right place, and the teeth quite 
secure, and to extracting a pocket-mirror from 
the courier’s bag at her side, the remarks are so 
incoherent, that Mrs. Shillaber does not make 
much of them, and is quite willing to follow her 
son’s impetuous summons to come at once to the 
assistance of the two sisters. 

44 You run and g&t some water out of the brook. 
Bay,” suggested she, painfully scrambling up the 
bank. 

Ray, before she had finished, was already 
gone. In five minutes, he was back; a tin 
dipper, full of water, in his hand. 

Both now applied themselves to resuscitating 
the insensible forms; and bo successfully, that, in 
a short time, Magdalene, the first to revive, was 
able to speak. 

4 ‘What is it? Where are we?” she whis¬ 
pered, in a half-dazed way. 

“ Dear heart, you’re right here, and all safe, 
now,” replied Hannah, kindly, if not very lucidly., 
44 You see, the stage upset, and you was flung out 
o’ the winder, I expect, though how—” 

44 They were on top, mother,” interposed Ray, 
a little impatiently. 

But Magdalene listened no longer. For, all 
at once, she remembered her sister. 

44 Alice! Where’s Alice?” she cried, ex¬ 
citedly. 

A faint voice whispered : 

44 I’m here, Maddie; but, oh—” • 

A sharp gasp of pain followed the slight motion 
of head and hand; the blue eyes swam vaguely, 
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ahd half closed; the tinge of color fled from the 
lips, and Alice was in a dead feint. 

Probably, nothing could so effectually have 
revived Magdalene as this. She was really not <> 
injured; only stunned, for a moment. She rose, \ 
gulped down some water, knit her black brow, j 
and, by the force of an iron will, so fer conquered 
her weakness, that it was she who chiefly directed 
Hannah’s willing, but clumsy, attempts to undo 
the choking neck-gear of Alice, bathe her temples, 
and chafe her hands. 

Again, the blue eyes, misty with pain and 
terror, were opened; but now they rested upon 
the strong, eager fece above them: and a 
smile struggled up from their clear depths. 

“ I’m hurt, soihehow, Maddie. But I’m glad 
you’re all right,” whispered she. 

“ You’re all right, too, darling,” said Magda¬ 
lene ; “ only a little shaken up. Put your arms 
around my neck, and let me lift you.” 

Alice tried to obey; but the arms hardly stir¬ 
red, and the effort brought a piteous moan. 

“Oh, I can’t, I can’t!” Bhe moaned. “My 
back is broken!” 

Magdalene, almost as pale as her sister, turned 
sharply upon Ray. 

“ Why in the world don’t you go and fetch a 
doctor of some sort ?” demanded she. “ I should 
think you would have known—” 

She controlled herself, with an effort. Ray, 
retorting her glance, with one of angry astonish¬ 
ment, sprang to the edge of the bonk, looked 
over, and ealled: 

“ Doctor Williams, please step up here, sir.” 

“ Up there ?” exclaimed a voice; and presently a 
gaunt, weather-beaten, but kindly, fece appeared 
above the edge. The physician, kneeling beside 
the motionless figure, rapidly ran his fingers over 
it. A sudden frown contracted his brows; and 


as he gently manipulated the shoulder, a moan 
from the white lips told of the pain he caused. 

“ Serious fracture of the scapula, with possible 
injury to the vertebral process,” he muttered. 

“What?” demanded Magdalene, sharply. 
“What is the matter, in plain English?” 

The doctor looked up, keenly. 

“ Broken shoulder blade, and perhaps injury 
to the spine,” said he, curtly. “ You don’t seem 
to be hurt, yourself, miss?” 

“ I’d rather be lying dead, than what yon say 
of her should be true,” replied Magdalene, quiet¬ 
ly ; and both the doctor and Ray, at seeing her 
look of agony, forgave the imperious tones, that 
had just stirred their tempers. 

“ We must take her to your house, Mrs. Shillar 
her,” said the doctor, rising and looking at Han¬ 
nah ; who, in turn, looked at Ray; who, glancing 
at Magdalene, replied, promptly: 

“ Of course. We will go and bring a bed, to 
carry her on.” 

“ Yes. Unhinge a door, and lay a mattress on 
it,” replied the doctor. 

Magdalene, nodding assent, asked: 

“ Where is your house ? That ? Oh, yes, that 
will do. But where is mamma?” It was the 
first time she had thought of her mother. 

“ 1 wonder if it’s the—the—ah—kind o’ dressy 
lady, setting down there, with a looking-glass,” 
ventured Hannah, pointing; and Magdalene, 
looking over the brink, saw her mother applying 
pearl-powder to her nose. 

“ We’re up here, mamma,” she called, “ and 
Alice is perhaps dead; ait any rate, fatally in¬ 
jured.” 

“ You dreadful girl,” exclaimed Mrs. Vivian ; 
and having put up her powder-box, she feinted 
away. 

[TO BB CONTINUED,] 


THE DAISIES. 


BY 8. MINERVA BOYCE. 


What do the sleeping daisies know, 
Down underneath the cold, white enow, 
Of how the days all come and go. 

This chill, bleak, winter weather? 
How quivoring pines sway to the blast. 
With mournful High for summers past,. 
Of joyous days that could uot last, 

Of song and bloom together? 

What do the quiet daisies know, 

Of all the anguish and the woe, 

That strike so deep the fatal blow, 

In cruel, mock derision ? 


Of sad and lonely hearts In thrall. 

Who bow beneath grief's sable poll. 
Who fain would leave life's burdens all. 
For flowery fields Hyman? 

What do the sleeping daisies know, 

Of life again beneath the snow, 

Of coming spring and rhythmic flow. 

Of song and bloom together ? 

Of skies that wear a deeper bine. 

And blooming fields of gorgeous hue— 
How buried life comes fbrth anew, 
Through all tho summer weather? 
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The rain was falling in torrents. 

44 1 shall have one day of quiet,’* said Mrs. 
Lloyd. 44 Bren the Centennial Exhibition will not 
draw people oat, in such a down-pour os this.” 

Mrs. Lloyd was a Philadelphian: the Exposition 
of 1876 was at its height. One battalion of guests, 
with a wagonfull of trunks and satchels, had left 
the house, the night before: another was coming, 
to-morrow. “But, to-day,” she said, “I shall 
have rest.” 

Scarcely had she spoken, however, when the 
bell rang; and, the next moment, a card and a 
letter were brought up. 

Now, Mrs. Lloyd had once written a book—a 
book of poems. She also contributed, weekly, a 
column on the fashions, to two newspapers. She 
was known, therefore, in the distant little Dela¬ 
ware village, where she had been born, as a 
burning and shining light of literature. The 
Women’s Banner always spoke of her as 44 the 
gifted daughter of our own fair landher legion 
of cousins estimated the annual income, from her 
pen, at from eight to ten thousand dollars: all of 
them, who had literary tastes, had sent poems, 
essays, and novels, to her, with the expectation 
that she would have them published, without 
delay; and insure them, also, incomes of from 
eight to ten, etc. Her cousins, who had • not 
Kterary tastes, spoke of her as our 44 strong- 
minded relative;” wondered, when they saw 
her, 44 when she would lecture, or go on the 
stage, or do something of that kind ?” Or they 
innocently asked: 44 Who does take care of the 
house, and the children, poor little things ?” 

There were times when Mrs. Lloyd found her 
laurels a crown of thorns. They threatened to 
be uncomfortable, now. When she had descended 
to the parlor, card in hand, she found there a 
fragile, very pale girl, about twenty years old, a 
satchel in her hand, attired in a brown merino, 
which, as Mrs. Lloyd’s practiced eye at once de¬ 
tected, had lately been turned wrong side out. 

44 My cousin, Amy Pollok?” she said, civilly. 

“No, nothing of the kind,” sharply trans¬ 
fixing Mrs. Lloyd with a pair of pale-blue eyes, 
which she fancied were washed out with many 
tears. 44 A cousin fifty times removed, may be. 
Kinship as thin as that is no ground for beggars 
to stand on.” 

44 We are both women, then, let us say,” said 


the lady, gently. 44 That is kinship enough, if 
I can do anything for you.” 

44 Oh, I did not come to trouble you. I’ve 
started out in the world to be independent, and 
I’ll carry out my purpose. I only want advice 
from you. People usually are ready enough to 
give advice. It don’t come out of their pockets,” 
with a short, disagreeable laugh. 

4 4 Very well. Advioe,’ ’ good-humoredly. 4 4 Sit 
down.” 

44 It’s hardly worth while,” seating herself, 
however, with a quick, indignant glance about 
the room, at the costly furniture and bric-a-brac . 
44 It’s not likely you’ll take much interest in me. 
Successful people dor’t often trouble themselves 
about those who are at the bottom of the hill.” 

44 If you came to quarrel with me, it was hardly 
worth while. Besides, I am not in an ill-humor, 
to-day,” laughed Mrs. Lloyd. 

Her visitor stared at her, and then laughed, 
also; growing red, as a very young girl would 
do. 44 1 beg your pardon. I did not mean to be 
rude. I have had so much to try me.” The 
ready tears coming. # 

44 1 see that,” quietly. 44 Take time, and tell 
me what 1 can do for you. You are cousin Job’s 
daughter; and, though I have never seen you 
before, he was very kind to me when I was a 
child.” 

44 1 don’t want to appeal to your gratitude, or 
your sentiment; but your plain common sense,” 
falling back into the rasping voice, and setting 
her head again defiantly. 44 You’ve been down 
on our farm. You know what chance there is 
there for a woman with brains. Lazy men and 
lazier helps. Canning, pickling, all summer; 
sewing and sausage-making all winter: every 
penny the farm yields going into their stomachs. 
The same dreary talk the year round: gabble and 
gossip. 4 Who has the ague ?’ and 4 is the brown 
cow off her teed ?’ It is two years since I had a 
new dress; it is four Bince 1 could buy a new 
book or paper. I have felt so starved in mind, 
that, sometimes, I thought 1 should, go mad,” 
turning the thin face, and pale-blue eyes, sud¬ 
denly, on Mrs. Lloyd, who felt a oold chill pass 
over her. 

44 Well?” she said, feebly. 

44 Well? I’m tired of it. I’ve cut loose. I 
left mother and the girls at work, in the kitchen. 

(49j 
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They’ve been there since they were born, and 
they’ll be there until they die. But Pve cut 
loose!” 

“ What do you propose to do?” 

“ Oh, I’m not a fool. I know I can’t earn my 
living, without some sort of capital—of skill or 
knowledge. I—I—” She hesitated, now, blush¬ 
ing hotly. “ I may as well be plain spoken. I’m 
a poet.” 

“Oh!” 

“ Yes. I’ve written a great deal. The county 
papers have published all my poems.” 

Did they pay you?” 

“ No. But if I were in New York, I know I 
could earn a comfortable living. I have enough 
manuscript here,” nodding towards her satchel, 
“ to keep me going for a year.” 

“You are going to New York? You have secured 
a position on some paper, or magazine, then?” 

“N—no. Not precisely that. I mean to 
write for the best, of course. But they do not 
know me—yet.” 

“In the meantime, you are amply provided 
with means. Living in New York is expensive, 
as you know.” 

She fumbled with her papers, and then looked 
up, boldly. “ I have my passage paid to New 
York, and two dollars over.” 

“Good gracious!” cried Mrs. Lloyd. “Are 
you mad?” 

“ No. I suppose it does seem like a desperate 
venture, to you. But you have never read my 
poems. It is brains, not blood, that tells,” 
quietly replacing the manuscripts in her satchel, 
and locking it. 

Mrs. Lloyd observed how thin her hands were, 
and that they trembled with the nervous tension 
which she had put upon herself. She did not 
argue with her. She would as soon have placed 
herself on the track, in front of an engine, under 
full steam, as have tried to thwart the little, wiry 
woman, just now. 

“ She is wound up as far as she will bear,” 
she thought, “and an imprudent touch will 
make her break down altogether. I wish she 
were safe at home, in the kitchen, again.” 

“ Now, my dear Amy,” she said, aloud, “ this 
much you must yield to me. Stay with me until 
to-morrow. Take a peep at the Exposition. It 
wiil give you some new ideas for poems, perhaps. 
Then have one good night’s rest, and if you still 
persist, you shall go, in the morning.” 

“ It is against my resolution,” hesitating. “ I 
determined not to be indebted to anybody for 
even a meal’s victuals. I set out to be indepen¬ 
dent. I only wanted the names of publishers 
from you, and how to find them—” 


“ Nonsense! Take off your hat,” untying the 
strings. “ We will have lunch, and then you 
shall go out to the Exposition, alone, and be as 
independent as you choose.” 

Miss Pollok was persuaded to go up to the 
dainty, little chamber, bathe her face, and 
arrange her hair, which was fair and soft. Mrs. 
Lloyd’s admiring little touch on the heavy braids 
seemed to wake the real woman in her disagree¬ 
able guest. The girl blushed and smiled. 

“She is weak, and worn out just now,” 
judged the shrewd lady. “ Not a bad type of 
woman, for a wife and mother; but the last to 
make a successful fight against the world.” 

The lunch-table, with its quaint china, pot of 
trailing vines in the centre, and colored damask, 
touched the stranger’s eye as a picture would 
have done. If home and home life could take 
this heartsome, poetic aspect, she thought, she 
never would have wanted to brave the world, 
and be independent. Just as they were sitting 
down to the delicate, little meal, a card was 
brought to Mrs. Lloyd. 

“ I must leave you, for a moment,” she said. 
.“ But you are at home, now,” and poor, tired 
Miss Pollok, sipping her strong tea, and looking 
drowsily about the quiet room, felt as if she 
had reached a haven of rest, far better than any 
home she had known. 

In a few moments, Mrs. Lloyd came back, her 
eyes twinkling with amusement. 

“ My guest is another cousin, whom I have never 
seen before: a six-foot, apple-cheeked Michigan¬ 
der. Did you hear his voice ? It is like the great 
winds, in Ossian, that lift the rocks. He has come 
to see the wonders of the Centennial, and called on 
me, thinking a woman who writes, the greatest 
wonder of all. I know he was disappointed, not 
to find me with my hair down, and a man’s jacket 
on, and my stockings out at the heels.” 

“ Yes. They all think of you in that way. It 
is too absurd,” said Miss Pollok, angrily. “ I 
shall let him know that you are one of the dain¬ 
tiest of housekeepers. Oh, I can tell good house¬ 
keeping, when I see it.” 

“ I am going to bring him out. Susy, let us 
have something more substantial £han chicken. 
Cold beef, ham and eggs; but plenty of it.” 

Miss Pollok acknowledged her introduction to 
cousin Ralph Bristow, with a cool, little nod, and 
a sharp, instantaneous inspection of him, from 
the curly head, down to the No. 9 brogans. How 
much beef and ham had gone to the making of 
those tremendous thews, she wondered, curiously. 

But Ralph, in his relief at finding his literary 
cousin so “jolly,” and in his quick compassion 
for her pale little companion, was so hearty and 
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genuine, and showed such an odd courtesy and 
tenderness through his big Yoice and cumbersome 
gestures, that both ladies were thoroughly awak¬ 
ened. They grew absolutely garrulous, and 
laughed, and became cheery, and brilliant, and 
appreciative, as they could not possibly have 
been, if the man had not come into the seene. 

Before the lunch was over, they knew very 
clearly the extent and condition of Mr. Bristow’s 
lumber trade; and could have sketched his house j 
and farm, if not from memory, at least from the 
most vivid of descriptions. j 

“ Yes, it’s the old homestead. Seems odd to 
talk of old homesteads in Michigan, eh? We 
call ours a pretty old building—forty years, I 
reckon. Father left it to me. * You stay in the 
old place, Ralph,’ he says. 4 Don’t go West.’ ” 
“And you live there, you say, quite alone?” 
said Mrs. Lloyd. 

“ Well, I’ve got the farm-hands, and a woman 
to look to things. It’s six years since—mother— 
left me. It’s lonesome, since she has gone, I tell 
you. But there’s no women around Pottsville. j 
None of any especial account, that is,” blushing, ; 
hotly. 

“ You reminded me of one of Ossian’s heroes,; 
when I first saw you,” said Mrs. Lloyd, laughing.: 
“ Now, I know why. You are in search of 1 a 
white-armed maid of Strina-dona.* ” 

The young giant laughed, also. 44 I don’t 
know what the qualities of the Strina-dona: 
women may be; but if they are as independent: 
and energetic as the women of Pottsville, I’ll j 
have none of them.” \ 

“You prefer the domestic, kittenish type?” j 
said Miss Pollok, shooting a defiant glance at ! 
him, from under her light lashes. j 

“ Certainly. I mean to do the thinking and j 
the working for my wife.” j 

44 And what share is she to have in life ?” j 
“ Oh, she shall coddle ms,” with a quizzical j 
twinkle in his black eyes, at the irate face on the j 
other side of the table. 

After they had returned to the parlor, the 
young Westerner invited Miss Pollok to go with 
him, out to the Exposition. He had engaged the j 
most showy “ team ” which money could procure, J 
and it was now drawn up in state at the door. 

“I consented to go with him,” said Miss Pol¬ 
lok, as Mrs. Lloyd left the room with her, 44 be- \ 
cause 1 could not refuse, without rudeness to you. \ 
The man is well enough, as to looks. But, if j 
there is anything, for which I have a contempt, | 
it is a great, masculine animal, who thinks wo- ! 
men were born to serve him.” \ 

“ But, dear Amy, consider. ' He knows noth- \ 
ing of our class of women. Try and give him a J 


J glimpse of whAt a cultured, self-reliant girl is; if 
j only to make him wretched, hereafter, with the 
remembrance.” 

When Mrs. Lloyd went back to this Western 
Gog, as she called him, she found him pacing up 
and down, his head threatening to break through 
the ceiling of the little parlor. 

“ Now, cousin Rhoda,” he began, eagerly, 44 1 
invited Miss Pollok to go with me out of courtesy 
to you. She’s a nice-looking little thing. But 
I’m horribly afraid of her. These strong-minded, 
go-ahead women, actually give me the dumb ague. 
I can’t keep my ground with them, at all.” 

“ Poor Amy!” sighed Mrs. Lloyd. “ You will 
have no trouble in pushing her out of your way, 
if you are so minded. She’s used to it.” 

44 Eh? How ? You don’t say so!” anxiously. 
14 Why, I thought she was one of your driving 
reformers: women that go through the world 
like a darning-needle through a ball.” 

44 How strange a mistake 1” with another sigh. 
“ Now, I do suppose that Amy has never had her 
own way, in all her life. She was born to hard 
work, poverty, snubs, and neglect. Kindness, I 
am sure, is something she has yet to experience.” 

44 Tut, tut I Is it possible ? Poor little thing! 
Very remarkable, the mistake I made. Well, 
she shall have one jolly afternoon, at any rate.. 
I wish I had brought a bouquet, cousin Rhoda. 
I saw a stunner, at a corner; and had a mind 
to bring it to you: but I supposed literary ladies 
would look upon flowers as trifling. But, I 
could have given it to her, eh ? Poor child! 
So, she’s had a rough time of it?” 

The door opened, at this moment; and he hur¬ 
ried to meet Amy, with a profound bow, which 
would not have done discredit to a French mar¬ 
quis. She, in turn* was very grave, but gentle; 
feeling the responsibility of supporting the char¬ 
acter of all the literary sisterhood. 

“You will remember to come home, in time 
for dinner, at six?” said Mrs. Lloyd, as they 
bade her good-by. 

44 Oh, I hear there are famous foreign restau¬ 
rants, and we must try these, anyhow, to-day. 
That is part of the show.” And he telegraphed, 
dumbly, 44 She looks hungry,” standing back of 
his charge. 

The carriage drove off, with a clatter and dash, 
which wakened the quiet street. 

The carriage was softly cushioned. Miss 
Pollok found it easier than the broken-springed 
old family one, in which she had been used to 
jolt to church. Never before had she reclined 
in such luxurious state, to say nothing of the gal¬ 
lant cavalier, bending over her. Amy had been 
ugly, as a child, and sarcastic, as a woman ; and 
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had never before, therefore, in a single instance, 
received that peculiar homage, which men pay to 
every attractive girl. 

“How very absurd,” she thought, ae Mr. 
Bristow stooped to adjust the rug over her dress. 
“ 1 could do it iQuch better, myself. Makes me 
ridiculous.” But she smiled, and thanked him, 
with a queer, little glow of comfort at heart. 

She was so tired, too. Worn out in body, with 
downright hard work, and rasped in brain. 
The way was long. The carnage moved slowly, 
through the crowded streets. Mr. Bristow, 
finding Amy did not respond, at the end of one 
of his longest-winded stories, looked down, and 
saw that her eyes were shut. 

“ Poor thing,” he muttered. “ It goes against 
my grain, to see a woman so beaten out.” 

Amy started up, wide awake, at the eastern 
gate, declaring she had never had a pleasanter 
ride. “ Your stories of Western life are so very 
odd,” she said, with a patronising nod. She 
was all alert , and quite prepared to play ctccrons, to 
this great ignoramus from the backwoods. There 
was no book, at the farm, which she had not 
read a dozen times; and where would the ideas 
gained from the Spectator, Milton, the British 
Dramatists, and Elegant Extracts, be of use, if 
not here, in this exposition of the world’s knowl¬ 
edge and intelligence ? 

As they entered the Main Building, she 
glanced quickly around, to discover where to 
begin her lecture. There really was nothing, at 
the first glance, which the literature of Eliza¬ 
beth’s time would serve to illustrate. While she 
was hesitating how to plant the first seed, in the 
fallow field of this giant’s brain, he drew her 
gently to one side. 

“ This red silver is worth looking at.” 

“ I really know nothing about stones,” sharply. 

“ And I very little. But I have looked into 
the mining business a little, and one picks up—” 

It appeared that he had looked into mines, as 
well: lead mines in Galena, gold in Peru, salt in 
Poland. Before she could utter a word of protes¬ 
tation, she was enthroned in a rolling chair, and 
Gog was pushing her here and there, explaining 
“stones,” from Russian malachite and jasper, 
to the great aerolite from Iceland. In feet, he 
would suffer her to look at nothing but stones. 

“ Keep your mind on one subject, and you will 
not tire it,” he said. 

“ But this is opening a new world to me,” 
she cried, presently. “ These hard creatures 
have not only their history and work, but are 
frill of real beauty.” 

“And they have their loves and hatreds, like 
human beings; and can cure or kill, by subtle 


\ means; and are magicians, beside. Pshaw! talk 
| of poetry. There’s more poetry, in the hard 

1 facts about the real things around us, than in all 
of Tennyson’s twaddle and Browning’s smoke. 
At least, so I think, Miss Pollok,” coloring; for 
the Westerner was occasionally visited by an un¬ 
provoked attack of diffidence. 

Miss Pollok looked at him, doubtfully; but 
said nothing. 

“ Would you like to look at woods, now ?” he 
asked, direetly. 

Off went the chair to the piled lumber from 
Canada, the farmer giving a running lecture on 
pines, and oaks, and beeches: their habits and 
history; then to the Mississippi house, with it* 
walls of rough-hewn logs without, and exquisite 
grain inside; and then to the marvellous woods 
| of New Zealand and Victoria: blood-red, purple, 

| and gold. 

s “ Did you ever see a picture, with finer dyes, 

| or lines, than that?” he said, stopping, trium- 
1 phantly. 

Miss Pollok was silent. Was it possible, that 
this world of beauty and wonder had lain all 
around her, under the ground, and hidden in the 
dull bark, unseen and unknown, while she had 
marched blindly through the fields, year after 
year, stringing mawkish verses together? 

He took her into Machinery Hall. The great 
machines produced upon her the effect of which 
so many women complained: a stunning sense of 

! ignorance, and of discomfort, from close oontact 
with a great, active power, of whose nature they 
knew absolutely nothing. 

“You do not explain anything to me,” ob¬ 
serving that he pushed her chair, through the 
aisles of moving, steaming monsters, in silence. 

“ How oould I ? It would be a work of years 
for you to understand them.” 

“ Yet you seem to look at them intelligently.” 
“ Oh, men, you know! Men, in the West, are 
<, brought up among pistons and valves, and lean) 
j their nature and qualities unconsciously, as one 
| does the house one lives in. At least, I did.” 

| “ Let us go outside.” This weight of ignor- 

| ance, accumulating from every side, was growing 
l oppressive. Was there anything she did know ? 

I She began to repeat, to.herself, her Lines to an 
Evening Star: 

“ Pale spirit, in fee caverns of the night, 

Whose twinkling lamps—” 

“Here,” said the giant, stuping before a case, 
in another building, “ is the log-book of the Po¬ 
laris; and the diary kept for three months on 
that floating bit of ice.” He put out his finger, 
and touched it, gently. “Three months in all 
\ the darkness and cold of the Arctic night. Star*’ 
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ing, at last; and the ice melting below them, day j 
by day. Women, too !” j 

It was curious, how tender a voice he had, for > 
a giant. Amy had never heard the story. She 
listened to it, looking at the pages, stained with 
salt water; her throat choked, and eyes wet. She 
thought of the poetry she had quoted. What ab¬ 
ject folly, to babble about “twinkling lamps,” 
when the world was full of these sublime, tre¬ 
mendous realities. She began, too, to look bock 
at her guide, with curiosity. 

“ You understand everything,” she said. 

He blushed, like a girl. “ I know just enough 
to understand that I am miserably ignorant. But 
I always liked to collect facts; and Fve knocked 
about the world a good deal, in search of them. 
What do you say to dinner, now, Miss Pollok? 

I begin to feel ravenous.” 

She smiled. “ You are to command the ex¬ 
pedition.” 

He pushed her into a shady nook, under a 
tree. “ Very well. Now, if you will sit here 
for a moment, I will run to /;« Trot* Frlrt », and 
order our dinner. By the time I come back for 
you, they will be ready to serve it.” 

When he was gone, Miss Pollok suddenly 
felt a gibing sense of defeat. He had, jndeed, 
commanded the expedition, but too arbitrarily. 

It would have been more in consonance with her ; 
resolve, if she had mode a meal of sandwiches and ; 
water, than have allowed him to fling his money 
away in costly dishes for her. She got up, and 
moved restlessly about. The trains on the Narrow 
Gauge Railway were passing, every moment. Why 
not make the circuit of the grounds while he was 
gone ? She had not once obeyed her own will, to¬ 
day. She would have ample time to return before 
him. She was the nMfre perversely inclined to go, 
because she felt it was a silly and unreasonable 
impulse. For months—years, indeed—there had 
been a nervous strain upon her: the contact with 
the cool, large good-nature and common sense of 
Bristow provoked and irritated her. 

When Ralph returned, the chair was empty; 
and no sign of Amy could be found, in the neigh¬ 
boring grounds or buildings. He wandered about, 
impatiently enough; and then, becoming alarmed, 
extended his search among the passing crowds, 
with what success may be easily guessed. An 
hour passed; and, frightened and excited, he ap¬ 
plied to the police. 

“Have you tried at the hospital?” a guard 
said. “ Not that it’s likely you’ll find her there. 
But there are accidents, every day. There were 
several, this afternoon.” 

Bristow was soon at the great, round building, 
with its yellow flag flying on top. 


“ A lady here?” said an official, in answer to 
his inquiry. “ Yes, several ladies. There was 
one brought in, an hour or two ago, seriously 
injured, from a fall on the railway. Fracture of 
the arm. Young, pale-blue eyes.” 

“ Good God, it is she! Can I see her?” 

There was a whispered consultation; and, 
finally, he was admitted. Amy, her sleeve cut 
off at the shoulder, her arm already in splints, 
lay, white and motionless, on a lounge. 

When Bristow came up to it, he dropped on his 
knees, beside her. It seemed to him, in his 
great pity, that he had known her all his life: 
that she was one of his own people. 

She opened her eyes; and, at the sight of him, 
the tears began to run, in big drops, over her 
white cheeks. “ Oh, what is to become of me ?” 
she cried. “I cannot move band or foot. I 
must stay here for a fortnight, and I—I was 
going to be independent.” 

There was a worse hurt, he suspected, which 
remained behind, un£)ld : sorer than the broken 
bones. “She has no money,” he thought. 
“Well, there’s some people, in this world, that 
do get horribly crushed underfoot: generally, the 
littlcst and best ones. Look here, Miss Pollok,” 
he said, in his rousing, comforting bass: “I 
know it’s unlucky; but you needed rest: that’s 
what you needed. Now, you’ll have it. You 
shall lie here, and look out of this window, at 
the grass, and beds of flowers, and the people 
going by; and cousin Rhoda and I will come, 
every day, to see you: and when the two weeks 
are over, you’ll have a new arm, and be a new 
woman.” 

She smiled, but miserably; and cried on, 
steadily. He rose, quietly, and left her. 

“ Tears wash away lots of trouble from women,” 
he said to himself. Then he stopped to speak to 
the superintendent. “ I wish you’d mention to 
that lady,” he said, “ that the expenses of the 
hospital are paid by the Government. 1*11 make 
it all right. Every woman is willing to make 
what she can from the Government,” with a 
chuckle to himself. 

The next day, when Mrs. Lloyd arrived, all 
flurry and agitation, with a basket full of good 
things to eat, and dainty things to wear, she found 
Amy surrounded with flowers and magazines. 

“Somebody has been here before me?” she 
said. 

“ Oh, only that ridiculous giant Gog,” laughed 
Amy. “The most self-willed, but best-hearted 
fellow.” 

“ Very much like other men, I imagine. He 
Impressed me as being rather coarse,” with a 
shrewd, watchful glance. 
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Amy made no answer; but her eyes kindled, ? 44 No,” said Amy, with a quick laugh, her eyes 

angrily. j downcast. 

“Take care, what you do,” cried Mrs. Lloyd \ “ You see the change, Ralph? AU her weight 

to Ralph, meeting him outside. 44 That little < of misery is gone,” significantly, 
woman begins to think you an Admirable \ He nodded, looking so big, and manly, and 
Crichton and a Bayard, all in one.” \ competent to move that or any other weight in 

Bristow colored high, frowning. 44 Nonsense,” 5 the world, that Mrs. Lloyd put her hand caress- 
ho said. But, as soon as she was out of sight, he l ingly on his arm. 
dodged behind the Krupp cannon, and went) “ How did you do it ?” 

back to the hospital. “ She must be lonely—and j 44 Married her.” 

hungry,” stopping at a restaurant, to find her? “Already? Good gracious, you don’t mean 
something nice to eat. i it?” turning, aghast, from one to the other. 

Of course, all my readers knowhow the matter \ “Why not?” simply. “I loved her, and 
ended. The road, which these two travelled, is ^ wanted to take care of her.” 
brood; and we, all of us, have walked in it, find > 44 And I loved him. I tried to be independent, 

our way to it as we might. \ you know, cousin Rhoda,” clasping her hands, 

At the end of the two weeks, Mr. Bristow f t in her eagerness to explain. “ But I did not 

drove up to Mrs. Lloyd’s door, in a close carriage, $ succeed, you know.” 

from which he lifted a lady, who looked so tiny, “ Not a bad ending to my rainy day,” said 
and weak, and childish, that Rhoda professed \ Mrs. Lloyd, with a delightful laugh. “ Only, I 
herself almost unable to recognize her. j wish this end hod occurred to me, and I could 

44 This is not the beRigerent, sharp, little j have manoeuvred a little to bring it about.” 

woman, who was going to nglit the world, a fort- t “ Much better that you did not,” said Mr. 

night ago?” she said, laughingly. “ Why, yourBristow, gravely. “Neither Amy, nor I, are 
cheeks are as pink, and your eyes as soft and ; people who could be manipulated, in any way. 
shy, as my baby’s used to be. What has J It was fate that brought us together. Or Prov- 
changed you? A brokon arm?” \ idenc^” he added, reverently. 


LOST! 


BY GEORGE WORTHINGTON. 


Lost! So rang the cry throughout the rale; > 

A child wu minting, and the tale ( 

Spread, like its mountain mists, throughout the place; S 
And limbs, that never yet had failed, j 

Trembled, and many a strong heart quailed, s 

And paler grew each face! I 

Early that morn, the little maid ? 

Along the upland paths had strayed; \ 

Climbing far up the rugged brow, S 

Then smiling in the sun—but now s 

The snow had fallen, pure and white, ? 

And it was night! s 

Over the mountain, like a spectre grim, $ 

With sable mantle close enwrapping him, ij 

A huge cloud hung; \ 

And swiftly, silontlv, came down the snow, < 

And lay in heaped-up drifts, where none oould know, <, 
The hills among. > 

The child was lost; and through the night 5 

Strong hearts went forth < 

To east and west, to south and north; 5 

And everywhere, all pure and bright, < 

The ground lay white. \ 

Lost! lost! far up the mountain side l 

The searchers sped . } 

In haste and dread, ’ 


Fearing to find the thing they sought, 

Dreading the dead 1 

Lost! lost! the search seemed all in vain; 

Their steps must be retraced again. 

M Till morning light 

No more could well be done; and then. 

What hope remained ?” so said the men. 

That wintry night. 

But hark! 

When hope seemed dead, and nought was left to dare, 
A dog's loud bark 

Re-echoed through the midnight air, 

And hope revived! Mayhap the child was there 1 

Saved! saved! Beneath the cliff, in snowy bed. 

They found the little maid—thank God, not dead! 

For weary hours she sat and wept— 

The team upon her face were wet— 

And then 'neath snowy coverlet 
She crept, 

And said her prayers, and calmly slept 

Forth from the little vale, that night 
A song of praise went up on high. 

Hoarse in its grand intensity, 

To Him, 44 Our Father,” in whoso sight 
The little maid had trusting trod, 

Safe in the keeping of her God. 
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HOW I DIDN’T MEET MISS LORNE. 

BT “JOSIAH ALLEN’B WIFE .’ 1 


It wus on a Tuesday morain’, that the story 
come to Jonesville. Solomon Burpy brought 
the news in, on a load o’ shingles; and I s’posed 
it come straight, and wuxn’t to be doubted. He 
said, Solomon did, that Louise Lorne, late of 
Canada—she that is widder Albert’s own daugh¬ 
ter, and Mr. Lome’s own wife—wus goin’ back to 
Canada, on a visit; and wus goin’ to land at New 
York village, on the first of the month. And 
Josiah brought the news to me; and, of course, 

I believed it. Not that I believe everything I 
hear. No! I don’t make a practice of believin’ 
more’n o-quarter, if I do that. 

Often, Josiah Allen will oome home, from 
grocery stores, and the post-office steps, and 
other public places, fairly bustin’ with news \ 
and scandal; but I say: 

44 Salt that story down, Josiah Allen, till we 
learn the truth of the matter.” 

But sometimes, I declare for’t, we can’t keep 
’em; do the best we can, they spile on our hands. 
Salt won’t save ’em. Salt Peter couldn’t, even if 
Peter wus as salt agin as his common run of salt- 
ness. But I make a practice of tryin’ to do the 
best I can. I make a practice of usin’ salt. 
Why, with some folks’ talk, I use it constant 
and profuse. I set and hear ’em talk, runnin’ 
everybody else down, liftin’ of themselves up, 
gossipin’, meddlin’, actin’—I set and hear’em, 
with a calm face outward, and a almost marble 
ear for composure; but, entirely unbeknown to 
them, I am a-saltin’ ’em—arsaltin’ ’em every 
minute of the time. I put down a layer of their 
talk, and a layer of salt, rightialong; and then I 
don’t disturb it, and it will generally keep till I 
hear the other side of the story. And lots of 
times that wants salt, too. 

If folks spent half the time in prayers to their 
Maker, for divine strength to help ’em mind 
their own business, that they do in idle gossip, 
and curious searchin’ into other folks’ affairs, 
bow much better it would be for their own souls. 

But, good land! I am beginnm’ to eppisode— 
which they tell me is a fault of mine—and ep- 
pisgde far beyond the present subject. So, to 
resoom, and continue on. * 

As I said, Solomon Burpy brought the news 
in, on a load o’ shingles; and I s’posed it come ; 
straight. I s’posed as much as could be—I ; 
s'posed that Louise wus goin’ to land, in New 


j York, on that certain date. And the first words 
11 said to Josiah, after he told me, wus these: 

44 Josiah Allen, I must be there—I must be on 
; the spot, to meet her.” 

And he says, 44 Oh, pshaw! Samantha, how 
; simple it would be for you to go a-caperin’ off in 
; that way.” 

I give him a strange, dignified look; and says 
: I, coldly: 44 1 don’t know as there has been any 
question of caperin’, Josiah Allen; if I go, I 
shall go on the cars.” 

44 What under the sun do you want to go for ? 
Samantha ? What earthly use could there be in 
your goin’, at your age, to stare at a princess ? 
I should think you’d be too old to go gaddin’ 
about. With your heft, to start off on such a 
tower is ridiculous.” 

44 1 don’t know as the word 4 gad ’ has been men¬ 
tioned, only by you,” says I, with a good deal of 
dignity. 

44 Wal,” says Josiah, kinder softened down, 
44 1 guess, if the New Yorkers act as they gener¬ 
ally do, Louise won’t be apt to be lonesome. All 
the rich grocers, and tailors, and railroad specu¬ 
lators, and Wall street sharks, that call themselves 
the aristocracy of New York, will be there, if they 
have to go on the run, to welcome a princess. And 
I believe my soul, that Lorne and Louise would 
ruther go quiet’to a tavern, jest he and she alone, 
than to have such a raft of strange folks crowdin’ 
’round ’em.” 

44 Mebby so,” says I, reasonably. 44 But it is 
different, with me. It would grieve Louise, grieve 
her to the soul, to not see Josiah Allen’s wife 
standin’ up on the key to meet ’em—” 

44 Standin’up on a key ?” say3 Josiah, scorn¬ 
fully interruptin’ of me. 44 I’d love to see the 
key that would hold you up. The key that 
would hold you up, would hold up a elephant.” 

44 1 meant quay , Josiah Allen; and you know 
it. Quay , French, and pronounced key.” 

44 Then, if you meant quay , why didn’t you say 
quay ; and not be a-foolin’ ’round, talkin’ about 
standin’ up on keys, and things ? It is enough to 
make a man light-headed : you talkin’ French.” 

Says I, coldly: 44 It wouldn’t be much of a job 
to make your head light, Josiah Allen,” speakin’ 
as one who allegores. 44 But,” says I, with dig¬ 
nity, 44 we have spent sufficient time a-wanderin’ 
and a-roamin* ’round the main subject. When I 
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think what a good, noble woman the widder Al¬ 
bert is, and always has been, t feel as if she and 
her girls are worthy of all the honors that can be 
heaped onto ’em; I feel that they are worthy to 
have Josiah Allen’s wife go, part way, to meet 
’em.” 

“ Oh, pshaw!” says Josiah. 

“Wal,” says I, “they be worthy of it; and 
don’t you dispute me, Josiah Allen, and say they 
ain’t. And I feel it my bounden duty to go. 
Now, I take it right to home, if my Tirzah Ann 
should go to London village, I know jest how it 
would tickle me, to have the widder Albert go 
and meet her; and I want to do, by her girls, 
jest as I would be done by.” 

“ Oh, pshaw!” says Josiah, again; takin’ down 
the almanac, and openin’ it to the first page. 

Says I, firmly : “ You needn’t 1 pshaw,’ Josiah 
Allen, at the widder Albert, for I won’t have it; 
she ain’t a woman to be pshawed at.” And then 
I went on nobly about her. I went on, in my 
most soarin’ and eloquent way. It was lengthy, 
but none too long—probable, not much more’n an 
hour and a-quarter, or from that to a-half; not 
more’n an hour and a-half, anyway. For I ain’t 
a woman that talks much. As I said to Josiah, 
several times, while I was makin’ my remarks 
about the widder, I says: “You know, Josiah 
Allen, that I am a woman that says but little.” 
And every time I would say that, every single 
time, Josiah would groan; a low, deep groan: 
awfhl deep. 

What them groans meant, I don’t know, to this 
day; probable, he wus ketohed with some pain or 
other, in his back, or conscience, or somewhere. 
And mebby he didn’t know what he wus groanin’ 
about, men are so odd. 

But, as I say, I went on eloquent about her. 
I says, a well-meanin’er, long-headeder, good-dis- 
positioneded, or conscientiouser oreeter, never 
lived, than the widder Albert. Says I: “We 
don’t think alike, about everything; for,” says 
I, “ where is the two great minds that can see 
alike, about everything? 

“ Now, she don’t want female whnmen to study 
for doctors; and, probable, it ain’t a very easy 
life for ’em; but there ain’t no disgrace in it; 
and I should have told the widder so, if she 
and I had been o^ettin’ down, and talkin’ it over, 
together. I should say to her that, ‘ whatever it 
may be, in the eyes of the world, it is jest as 
honorable, in the sight of God, for a woman to save 
a human life, as it is to make a yard of tattin.’ 
Jest as noble to apply soothin’ balm to a sick 
child’s interior, as to apply the Balm of Youth 
and Lily White, to her own exterior; or to paint 
china plates in designs never dreamed of in 


the creation of the world. Jest as noble and 
praiseworthy to alleviate sufferin’, as to cause 
it—to soothe the weary and broken-hearted—to 
calm the fevered brow of pain, and ease dis¬ 
tracted heads—as to torture ’em by drummin’ on 
tuneless pianos, for days and years. Jest as 
worthy in her to study the laws of health, so as 
to keep herself well and strong, as to work hard 
dancin’, night after night, in crowded and heated 
rooms, learain’ how to lose her health and life 
in fashionable dissipation. Yes, Josiah,” I went 
on to say, “ I should have said all this, and more, 
to her; and I should have convinced her, I know 
that. 

“And then,” I oontinood, warmin’ up to it, 
“ there is that affair of Miss Coots’s. Now, I 
should have talked plain to her about thftt, and 
told her she wus in the wrong on it. She acted 
real mad about Miss Coots’s marryin’. And 
what wus the use of it? Miss Coots wus old 
enough to know her own mind. And it seems to 
me, that a woman, that had spent her hull life 
a-doin’ good to other folks, and been a general 
benefactor to all England, should have the priv¬ 
ilege of doin’ as she wus a mind to, in one thing. 
Why, s’posin’ Miss Coots had took it into her 
head to marry a babe, why, good land! she’d 
had the worst of it; she would have to take the 
care of it, and bring it up; the widder Albert 
wouldn’t have to buy no paregoric, nor nothin’. 

“ I wouldn’t hinder the widder Albert from 
thin kin’ that Miss Coots had made a poor match. 
But what of it ? What if she has ? That is Miss 
Coots’B business. Why, if I should get mad, 
every time a woman made considerable of a fool 
of herself a-marryin', I should be mad about the 
hull time. No! I should say to the widder, if 
she and me got to talkin' it over in a friendly 
way, I should say to her: 4 Now, widder 

Albert, you and me got married to suit ourselves. 
We took Josiah and Albert, because they suited 
us. Mebby we might have done better. Mebby 
Albert didn’t please all the relations on your side 
and his’n. Probable, I might have got a heftier 
man, and one with more hair on the top of his 
head. But Josiah and Albert suited its. And 
that is jest the way with Miss Coots: her feller 
suited her. And it would look foolish in you 
and me, to try to break it up; and it looks foolish 
in you and me, now she is married, to turn the 
cold shoulder on her.' That is what they call it, 
isn’t it, Josuth?” I said. “Though how any¬ 
body can turn a cold shoulder, such weather as 
this July of 1881, is a mystery to me. My 
shoulders are hot as fire, both on ’em, and 
perfectly wet with pTesperation the hull time. I 
never see such weather in my life, never 1” 
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As I say, I talked to Josiah, noble and elo- \ 
quent about the widder, and how awful well I < 
thought of her, though we oouldn’t think exactly 1 
alike, on all sutyects. And how beoomin’ and 
appropriate it would seem, both to the widder j 
and to America, to have me go and meet the 
princess—and I s’posed I had convinced him. 
But, all at onoe, he looked up from the almanac— 
he’s alters a-studyin’ the almanac—and says he: 

“ We esm’t go to meet the princess, and there 
ain’t no use in your soarin’ up any higher in 
eloquence, for we can’t go.” 

“ Why can’t we go ?” says I, brim full of admi¬ 
ration, and eloquence, and curiosity, and every¬ 
thing. “Why can’t we ?’ ’ 

“ Because we hain’t got the wherewith, that’s 
why.” 

Says I, “ It won’t take much wherewith; we’ll 
go one day, and come back the next, if you say 
so.” 

“ Yes; go one day, and come back the next,” 
says he, in a dry tone. “ I’d love to Bee a 
weman go into a strange town, without traipsin’ 
’round in every dry-goods store in it, and mil¬ 
liner’s shop—I’d love to see a woman leave, 
without feelin' of every piece of calico in it, and 
tryin* on every bonnet.” 

“ Try me,” says I, eloquently, “ try me, and 
see. Did you ever, Josiah Allen,” says I, sol¬ 
emnly, “ did you ever weigh me on the balances, 
and find me wantin’ ?” 

“ No,” says he, takin’ a mean, underhanded 
advantage of my eloquent metafor, “ no, you went 
your two hundred, every time.” 

I scorned to take any notice of this mean 
remark; but went right on, a-arguin’ powerful 
why we should go. But it was all in vain; 1 see 
that I must give it up—I see that it was one of 
the things that couldn’t be did. It was tuff, 
fearful tuff. But I give up. I see that I had got 
to disapp’int ’em, disapp'mt ’eqi bitterly, $nd 
myself, too. But I happened to think there wus 
jest one thing I could do, to soften, the blow to 
’em: one thing that I owed to my country. I 
could write to ’em. I could put ’my feelin’s all 
down on paper, or as plain as such soarin’, 
eloquent feelin’s could he curbed in, and put 
down. 

“Stuff and nonsense,” he said. “What do 
they care about your dooty to your country?” 

Says I, “They will care, when they hear. 
There isn’t probable another woman in Amer¬ 
ica,” says I, risin’ into eloqueuoo again, “or 
Jonesville, that so much will he expected of, 
from her sister wimmen, so much in the line of 
polite expostulation, in settin’ the princess 
right about America—” 

Yol. LXXXI.—4. 


“Where’s she wrong about America?” says 
Josiah. “They.say she’s pretty tired of it, 
anyhow. » Why else does she stay away so 
long?” 

“ Oh I that’s Canada,” says I. “ And that’s 
just like England. She hain’t seen the real 
America yet; and she may have the false notions 
that so many foreign folks have. They have said 
that national prosperity and wealth has made 
America act disagreeable, conceited, boastin’. 
They have said that our American eagle was A 
fowl that, cackled far too loud. 

“ And mebby they wuan’t entirely out of the 
way, ” says I, also; “ mebby she does shake her 
wings too powerful, and Overbearin’, sometimes. 
Mebby she has some little streaks of vulgar con¬ 
ceitedness. . Anyhow, I know lots of Europeans, 
that have got it into their heads that Americana 
wus cur’us creeters. They have seemed to 
\ picture an American, as a man with checkered 
| pantaloons, and a gay-flowered vest, with lots of 
watch-chain and glass jewelry, and his hat on 
one side of his head, a-standin’ up on top of the 
Pyramids, a-bargainin’, in a loud, patronizin’ 
voice, with old Cheops. 4 What’ll you give, what’ll 
you take?’ Drivin’ a sharp bargain with the 
old man, for the hull lot of Pyramids, and old 
Sphynx. Or pastin’ a advertisement of 4 Person’s 
Purgative Pills’ up, in Westminster Abbey, and 
then tryin’ to beat old Westminster down in the 
price of the advertisement. 

44 Conceited, purse-proud, coarse, vulgar, load, 
fast: that wus what they have called Americans. 
And it riles me, to have such ideas ragin’ abroad. 
It riles me awfully. Why, I feel so about it, 
that I would have been glad to have gone over, 
myself, to show ’em what an American could be, 
I and you, Josiah. We should have riz America, 

; oh! how §5gh we should have riz her, if we 
; could have gone. But we couldn’t go. The water 
Wus top deep. I darsen’t take you, Josiah, and 
you know it, where the water is over your head; 
for you can’t swim. If there should come a 
drouth, and the water gets low enough, we might 
; probable go over.” 

So I sot down, and took pen and paper; but, 

: oh 1 my emotions wus powerful. Some of the 
; time, when I wus a-writin* of ’em down, it 
seemed as if I couldn’t hold ’em in; and they 
would, in spite of me, . rare up, and prance 
’round, and soar. 

I knew I ought to make that letter a polite and 
ceremonious one; and I began, in as polite, 
formal, fashionable a way, as ever wus seen in 
the 44 Genteel Letter Writer.” Says I: 

44 Dear Lorne and Louise.” 

(I didn’t really s’pose she would be jealous, to 
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THE DYING BIRD. 


have her pardner addressed fust, as is our way 
in America; but I knew I must do my dooty, os 
an American, even if she did; so I writ:) 

“ Dear Lorne and Louise : 

“I take my pen in hand, to inform you that 
my health is as well as can be expected, and I 
truly hope these few lines may find you epjoyin’ 
the same blessin’—” 

I knew this was a beautiful way to write, very. 
And I knew it wus stylish as stylish could be, to 
write in this formal, fashionable way. But, good 
land I I couldn’t ketfp it up. So many thoughts 
riz up on me, a-crowdin’ one another, a-roarin’ 
and a-prancin*, that I had to give it up. I 
struggled with it, for quite a spell, to make it go 
formal and fashionable; but it wuzn’t any use; 
and so I let it have its own way: I let it swing 
right out, and say what I had to say, kinder 
plain, but eloquent—as eloquent as Gladstone, or 
Bickingfield, or any of the great orators the 
princess had heard at home; for sincerity and 
earnestness, as I said to Josiah, is alters elo¬ 
quent. 

Oh! I tell you, I writ a splendid letter: it wus 
middlin’ long, but not too long. It wus writ out 
on thirteen big, honorable sheets of foolscap 
paper; and 1 bought a new, handsome envelope, 
&-purpose for the occasion. Josiah always buys 
dark-yellow ones (on account of price); but I sent 
to Jonesville, and got one on purpose; a light, 
handsome buff, for I felt that a little ertra ex¬ 
pense and trouble wuzn’t nothin’, in such a 
cause. 

That letter wus probable a great comfort to 
Louise. I’ve no earthly doubt it made’em both 
happy, though I hain’t heard from it yet. Josiah 
says he don’t believe they ever read it through. 


He says he don’t believe they could read my 
writin’; for, Bays he, *' I never see, Samantha, 
off of a tea-chest, such writin’ as your’n.” 

And he said, Josiah did, that ** he’d bet that 
the princess would suffer more, a-tacklin’ the job 
of readin’ that letter, than she did when she 
crossed the Atlantic, in winter.” 

Such thlk is mean. But I didn’t contend with 
him ; I knew what wus the matter. 

Josiah ain’t jealous. He knows the heft of 
my principles too well to be jealous. But he 
didn't like my writin’ to Lorne, as well as to 
his pardner. He don’t object to my writin’ to 
wimmen; but he hates to have me write to any 
man, only jest him. He thinks I oughtn’t to 
write to anybody else. That is why he compared 
my writin’ to that heathen writin’ on tea-chests. 

Josiah is tickled to think they hain’t writ yet. 
And it docs worry me some. But I don’t tell 
Josiah; not for the world, I wouldn’t. And I 
wouldn’t want a word said from me, bo’s it 
would get back to him. But I think, myself, it ia 
kinder fUnny to think they hain’t writ. And I 
do have my fears that they can’t read it. But, 
mercy on me, I don’t tell Josiah how I feel; no, 
I wouldn’t, not for a silver dollar. It would 
tickle him too much. 

I tell him, that Lome And Louise have probable 
got out of paper; or mebby their ink has run 
out, or sumthin’. I never let on to him, that I 
think there is any possibility that they couldn’t 
read my writin’. And I don’t worry about it: 
not such an awftil sight. No, they could most 
probable read it. 

Mebby, Lorne got the letter, after Louise left 
for hum; and bein’ jealous, like Josiah, is a- 
keepin’ it till she comes back to Canada, and 
explains. 


THE DYING BIRD. 

BT MARIE B. LADD. 


It was a day of rain. 

The window pane 
Was dripping with its wet; 
The wind went moaning by, 
And, in the sky, 

Clouds hovered, dark as Jet. 

Unto my window flew 
A bird; I drew 
Within its trembling form. 

A bird without a neat— 
ITuto my breast 
It fluttered from the storm. 

In hov’ring, it revealed 
A wound, concealed 
Beneath its tiny wing; 


And yet, with clearest note, 
Swelled its small throat. 
And sweetly it did sing. 


But this was its last song. 
Though clear and strong— 
Was it its pain to hide? 

One gush of melody, 
Outpouring free, 

And then the lone bird died. 


LIko to this dying bird, 

Some have been heard 
To warble free and gay; 
Although there might be found 
A cruel wound, 

Sapping their life away. 
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BT LUCY H. HOOPER. 


My aunt, Mrs. General Mnsgrove, is a very 
remarkable woman. Tall and upright as a dart, 
with sparkling black eyes, and thick bandeaux 
of jet-black hair, with scarce a thread of silver 
visible in them, she might easily be taken for 
fifty, instead of sixty-five. She manages her 
large estate herself, and does it admirably; in 
fact, the world calls her strong-minded. 

After the marriage of her daughters, and the 
establishment in life of her sons, she sold her 
house in New York, and took up her permanent 
residence at Rave ns wood, her handsome country- 
seat, on the Hudson, which was within twenty 
minutes’ drive of the Waterdale station, and 
just an hour and a-half from New York, by 
rail. Here she dwelt, in a sort of stately 
seclusion, receiving constant visits from one 
or the other of her married children. I was a 
frequent guest, myself, being something of a 
favorite with my aunt, who used, severely, to 
remark that “Lizzie had no nonsense about 
her.” 

These family reunions usually took place at 
Christmas. But, one year, it chanced that 
Thanksgiving was selected, because one of my 
younger cousins was going abroad. It was a 
very brilliant affair; and all the famous Mus- 
grove silver was sent up, from the bank at New 
York, for the occasion. The guests, however, 
only remained for a day. All had left, either 
by the midnight train, for New York, on the same 
evening, or by the earliest one on the following 
morning. By noon, the next day, my aunt and 
I were left alone. 

Our first business was to count and pack the 
silver, which was always sent back, immediately, 
to the bank in New York. My aunt used to say 
that nothing would induce her to keep it in her 
house. Of her own servants, she felt perfectly 
sure. She had four, in all: her cook, Bridget 
O’Donnel, an elderly Irishwoman, who had lived 
with her for years ; her housemaids, Sarah and 
Susan, who were sisters; and, finally, an all- 
accomplished Swiss man-servant, called Victor 
Ducange, who was literally and truly a perfect 
treasure. There was nothing in the world that 
Victor could not, or would not do. He took 
charge of the two carriage horses; drove my 
annt out; waited at table; and could, in an 
emergency, even make the beds, or get up a 


I dinner. He was always at hand, always noiseless, 
and never in the way. 

“ I got him quite by chance, too, my dear,” 
my aunt said. “ He used to be the head waiter, 
at the Hotel Metropole, Geneya; but his health 
broke down, from overwork, and he came to 
New York, with the Carringtons, when they 
returned from their last trip to Europe. Such 
recommendations, as I had with him! George 
Carrington could scarcely say enough in his 
favor.” 

> Old Bridget, however, heartily disliked him. 
j “That murtherin’ thafe of a Frinchman,” she 
| used to call the invaluable Swiss. Keeping the 
; peace between these two high functionaries, was 
; difficult., at times. As to Victor, he never seemed 
: to heed Bridget, at all. A shrug of the shoulders, 

: or, at most, a glance of unutterable disdain, was 
: the utmost notice that he took of her. 

The day after the Thanksgiving dinner, my 
aunt came to my room, where I was resting, after 
the packing of the silver. 

“Only think, Lizzie,” she said, “here has 
Bridget gone and fallen ill, to-day, of all the days 
in the year, when, as you know, Sarah and Susan 
have both gone down to New York, to be present 
| at their sister’s wedding. There isn’t a soul in 
the housp, to do anything, except Victor.” 

“ Bridget ill ? Why, what can be the matter ?” 
“Goodness knows, child. She was as well as 
possible, this morning; but, just now, she came 
to me, and said that she had such a * whirling in. 
her head, and such a trimlin’ in her legs, that 
she just had to go up to her room, and lie down.’ 
It seems that Victor, who is a good soul, thought 
; her looking rather badly, this morning, and gave 
; her some of his prime Swiss bitters; but, since 
taking the dose, she has gotten rather worse than 
better.” 

Just then, Victor’s discreet tap was heard at 
; the door; and on being bidden to come in, he 
; entered, civil and obsequious as usual. 

“ If madame will permit me,” he said, “ I will 
: take charge of all things, for a day or two. The 
: maids will be back, to-morrow evening; and as 
for mistress Bridget, she has but a migraine —a 
sickness of the bile: she will be all right, in a 
day or two. If madame will tell me what she 
| would like for dinner, I shall get it ready for 
her.” 
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cousin Caroline's diamonds. 


“ Oh, thanks, thanks,” said my aunt. “ I j “I declare, I had almost forgotten about my 
really didn’t like to ask you; but since you 5 letter, Lizzie. You have heard me speak of my 
offer—” ) niece, Caroline West—my sister Margaret’s 

“ With pleasure,” retorted Victor; “and how > daughter—who lives in Albany—the Queen of 
I will go and see about dinner.” Diamonds, as I used to call her?” 

The short balance of the afternoon, we spent in “ Yes, aunt, often.” 
the library, together, over the fire. I confess that j “Well,” continued my aunt, drawing a letter, 
I nodded, more than once, over my book; for I bearing the Albany postmark, from her pocket, 
was tired with the day’s work, and I suspect that j “when I went upstairs, just now, I chanced to 
my aunt was just as bad. Anyway, it was some- remember that Bridget had brought tne up two 
thing of a surprise to us both, when we were j letters, this morning, and that I had pnt them in 
summoned to dress for dinner: a ceremony that < the pocket of my dressing-gown, without reading 
aunt Musgrove seldom or never omitted, but which them. Afterwards, I was so busy about the silver, 
she seemed inclined to shirk for once on that par- j and flustered by her illness, that I forgot them. I 
ticular evening. j happened to think of them, while upstairs, and 

“ I shall not go upstairs, I think. No, Victor, | it is well that I did; for Caroline is coming, 
you need not take a light to my dressing-room. j to-night, to stay with us, till the midday express, 
You can come and call me, whenever dinner is * from Waterdale to New York, leaves, to-morrow; 
ready.” j and, moreover, she is going to bring with her all 

We reopened our novels, again; and I was j her diamonds.” 
speedily absorbed in mine. But my aunt began ; “ All her diamonds? And for what reason ?” 

to fidget, being now thoroughly aroused from her | My aunt, in answer, opened the letter, and 
drowsiness; and, at last, she declared that she < scanned its pages. 

must go upstairs, and wash her hands, and put on j “ Ah, here it is. She says, ‘ My husband has 
a clean collar and cuffs, if she did nothing more. \ just telegraphed to me, that we are to sail for 
“ No need for your disturbing yourself, child,” > Europe, by next Monday’s steamer. I am going 
she added. j to bring my diamonds with me, to deposit at 

“ Shall I call Victor, to bring you a light, Tiffany’s; and, as I do not wish to remain all 
aunt ?” I night at a hotel, with such a mass of valuable 

“ No. I always keep a candle and matches on j jewels, I shall venture to task your hospitality. I 
my dressing-table.” And off she went, with as j shall bring no baggage: only a small valise, with a 
light and active a step, as though her years had < change of clothing, and my jewel-cases. Please 
been sixteen, instead of over sixty. j meet me at the Waterdale station, at a-qunrter past 

She was gone for some little time. In fact, j eight.’ That,” added my aunt, “ is the hour at 
dinner was announced, and the soup was waiting j which the Albany train stops there. So, Victor, I 
to be put Cn the table, when she came hurrying ] shall want the carriage, at a little before eight. I 
into the dining-room. j am rather surprised,” continued my aunt, turning 

“Br-r-r-r,” she said, with a shiver, rubbing j to me as sho spoke, “that Caroline is willing to 
her hands together, as she spoke, “ how cold it travel, with so much valuable property about her. 
is, in my dressing-room. One feels it the more, Those diamonds of hers are worth, at the very 
after sitting so long over that nice, warm fire, in lowest calculation, fifty thousand dollars.” 
the library. I hope that the soup is quite hot. “ Fifty thousand dollars! Aunt, you surprise 
I declare, I am half frozen.” me.” 

She really Beemed so. I could see, that a j “ Did you not know that Mr. West has a 
shudder, now and then, passed over her, as perfect craze for collecting precious stones, par- 
though she were shaken by some inexpressible ticularly diamonds? Every time that he and 
chill. The soup, however, seemed to reanimate j Carrie go to Europe, they come back laden with 
her, and she soon chatted away, in as lively a j fresh treasures in that line. She has a superb 
strain as usual. j diamond necklace. Then, there is the bracelet 

Victor had achieved wonders, in regard to the that belonged to the Empress Eugenie, and the 
dinner. A delicious, clear soup, some cold \ set of rose-pearls and brilliants that she bought 
Salmon, with mayonnaise sauce, and a delicate j at the sale of the Queen of Spain’s jewels, and 
salmi of chickch, with truffles, succeeded each I the peni^shaped diamond pendants from the 
other in turn, and were warmly praised, espe- J Musard sale, and ever so many more. And only 
cially by my aunt. When the meal was about j our good Victor, here, to stand guard over all 
half concluded, my aunt said, suddenly, laying j those treasures. Victor, I shall have to look out 
down her fork: \ the general’s revolvers, to lend you for to-night.” 
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“If madame desires me to sit up all night, I j lips, and I forbore. Some danger threatened us, 
shall be happy to do so, to keep watch over the j even then, it seemed. So we went on, in perfect 
house,” replied Victor, with his usual bow. i silence ; the carriage lamps casting quivering 
“ No need of that. But perhaps it would be \ gleams of light on the dark shrubs and leafless 
as well for you to sleep on the library sofa, with ; trees by the roadside, and filling every shadowy 
the revolvers within reach. Now, let us be off. j nook with vague images of terror. 

Lizzie: you must come with me, for company.” j That drive—how interminable it seemed—how 
She said these last words, just as Victor van- < welcome shone the glimmering lights of Water¬ 
shed out of the door, carrying with him the tray,j dale, when first we discerned them in the dis- 
loaded with plates and glasses. I did not feel; tance. Then came the streets and houses of the 
at all inclined to take a drive of over a mile, in < little town; and, finally, Victor chocked the 
the sharp, frosty air; and was beginning a re- s horses, in front of the brightly lighted station, 
fusal, when a glance at my aunt’s face froze the \ with its usual group of loungers, and its waiting 
words upon my lips. I cannot describe her \ porters, and railway officials, 
expression. I can compare it only to the coun- | My aunt sprang from the carriage, and I fol- 
tenance of a ghost-seer, who has beheld some lowed. The next moment, she had caught Victor 
hideous and malevolent spectre, invisible to all \ by the collar, with two frenzied hands, crying, as 
other persons present. She laid one finger on 1 she did so, in shrill, piercing tones: 
her mouth, in token of silence; and, the next j “ Help, help! This man is a murderer!” 
moment, was bustling about, looking for shawls j In an instant, all was confusion. The horses 
and lap-rugs, and discussing, in her usual clear, j plunged and reared ; and Victor, after the sur- 
decided tones, as to what room she had best put j prise of the first moment, wrenched himself loose 
cousin Caroline in, and whether the diamonds had j from my aunt’s grasp, and leaping to the ground, 
not best be locked up in one of the silver-chests, j would have effected his escape, had not some half- 
till morning. I did not dare to question her. ! dozen strong men started forward, in answer to 
Something ve^y strange, and terribly wroug, was j my aunt’s appeal. In the twinkling of an eye, 
going on ; of that I was convinced; but I did my j he was seized, and securely pinioned. Then 
best to follow her lead, and to talk easily and j came the eager question, from a dozen mouths: 
cheerfully, whilst putting on my hat and fur- j “Who is it, that he has murdered? Whom 
lined cloak, which Victor hod brought in from j has he killed, Mrs. Musgrove?” 
the hat-rack in the hall, before going to get out j “ My poor, old, faithful servnnt, Bridget 
the carriage. j O’Donncl. And his accomplices are even now 

I do not think that Victor was over fifteen i waiting in my house, to murder my niece and 
minutes, in bringing the carriage around; but j myself, on our return.” 

short as was the interval, it appeared to me end- j A cry of horror arose from the bystanders, 
less. My aunt, meanwhile, occupied herself j My aunt looked around, with a dazed air. 
with putting on her wraps: as quietly, and < “I think—Lizzie—that we are saved,” she said, 
methodically, as though she had been going ' vaguely: and then she fell insensible upon the 
on a shopping expedition at Stewart’s, or for ■ ground, in the first and only swoon that her 
a drive in Central Park. Her face still kept \ vigorous nature had ever known, 
its white, set aspect, however; and when I \ We did not return to Ravenswood, that night, 
offered to go upstairs, to get her a pair of gloves, < os may well be imagined. A detachment of 
she refused, with more vehemence than was ‘ the Waterdale police was sent, by the local au- 
nsuafl to her. At last, Victor appeared at the •; thorities, to take charge of the house and its 
door, and-announced that the carriage was ready. • contents, and also to superintend the removal 
“ All ready, you say ?” said my aunt. “ Then, j 0 f the corpse of poor old Bridget. My aunt and 
we will lock the front-door; and do you take J I took reftige at the Waterdale Hotel, where we 
charge of the key, Victor. You have seen to the ; remained to await the response to the telegram, 
windows, and to the other doors, I suppose?” j that was at once dispatched to her oldest son, 
“They are all fastened, madame.” J who was a lawyer, in extensive practice, in New 

“That is well. Arid now to the station.’* | York. But it was many days before her nerves 
That drive—that drive! I have felt ice and mar- { had so far recovered their tone, as to permit of 
ble, in my day; but anything so mortally, pene- j her giving me a detailed account of all that had 
tratingly cold, as was the hand wherewith my J taken place, on that memorable evening. Her 
aunt clasped mine, I have never yet encountered. \ story, when she did tell it, ran as follows: 

I commenced to interrogate her, in a whisper; J “When I left you, Lizzie, to go upstairs, and 
but that frozen palm was at once pressed to my ! make some changes in my dress, I had no light, 
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as you may remember. When I reached my i “ Why I did not lose consciousness, at that 
dressing-room, I was unable to find the candle s dreadful sight, I cannot comprehend; but Prov- 
and matches—someone had displaced them; but S idence seemed to sustain my strength, then, as 
os the moon was shining very brightly, I con- j afterwards. I drew near, and inyestigated the 
trived to wash my hands, and change my collar,S cause of the poor creature’s death. It was not far 
without ringing for a light, as I had at first j to seek. Around her neck was tightly twisted a 
intended. Then I started to come downstairs, j gaily-colored silk handkerchief, one of a half¬ 
feeling rather surprised at finding that Victor j dozen that I had myself given to Victor. I stole 
bad not lighted the hall lamp; but I attributed j from the room, heart-sick, and well nigh despair- 
his negligence to the fact that he had had so much 
extra work to nttend to. When I reached the 
foot of the stairs, I became aware of voices in the 
butler’s pantry—the voices of several men, ; our movements would be watched, and any 
talking in a sort of half whisper. I was startled, ; attempt at leaving the house, or even any 
and I paused to listen, struck at once with the idea ; betrayal of our consciousness of danger, would be 
that thieves had gained admission to the house. : followed by our instant murder. 

Standing on the mat, at the foot of the staircase, I “ And then, Lizzie, as if by inspiration, there 
could hear every word that they said. They were flashed across my brain the idea of the scheme 
completing their arrangements to murder you and that afterwards so fully succeeded—the story of 
me, Lizzie, and to carry off the silver. I distinctly Caroline West’s purposed arrival, with her cele- 
recognized Victor’s voice, and his peculiar foreign brated diamonds. The bait proved irresistible to 
pronunciation. His confederates (there were two \ the villains, or rather to their master-spirit, 
of them, so far as I could make out) were anxious s Victor, as I had hoped and intended. Only one 
to ‘finish up the job at once,’ as one of them j more woman to put to death. Jewels, valued at 
phrased it; but Victor opposed this. The house ? over fifty thousand dollars, would be the reward 
was too near the road, he declared ; there might j of that extra murder. But can yoii realize what 
be screaming; and any unusual noise might bo j agony of mind I endured, when you talked of 
heard by some passer-by. 4 Best wait till the j refusing to accompany me to the station?” 
women are sound asleep,’ he urged, 4 in their j My story is ended. Victor Ducange was tried 
bedrooms: and then the matter could be settled, j and condemned for the murder he had # com- 
without any trouble.’ Finally, this point was s mitted. His confederates escaped capture, having 
decided, according to his suggestions. S probably been on the watch for the return of the 

“ At this stage in their conference, I quitted > carriage, and so were warned of the approach oi 
my post, and slipped noiselessly upstairs: my the police. 

intention being to awaken Bridget, and to send My aunt has sold Ravenswood, and now lives 
her out of the house*, through one of the front in New York, with a burglar-alarm in her bed¬ 
drawing-room windows, to go and seek for help, room, and a brace of loaded revolvers always 
while the villains were still plotting in the pan- within her reach. There are silver threads in 
try. I reached her room, and entered. * Brid- <; her thick, soft hair, that was so lately as dark as 
get,’ I sai-I, softly. But receiving no answer, I a raven’s wing; and her once strong nerves have 
thought she was still sleeping, and I approached never, I think, regained their tone, since those 
the bed. The moonlight, shining full upon the ' terrible hours, from whose impending peril we 
pillow, revealed to me the face that rested on it were so mercifully preserved by Cousin Caro- 
—it was the face of a corpse. 5 line’s Diamonds. ^ 


ing. There we were, two helpless women, shut 
up in the house, with a band of assassins, and 
with no avenue of escape at hand; for, of course, 
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Stars lie unmarked, amid the fields of space; 

N<*\v planet# into being glide unseen; 
Change tiickcis silently Along the face 
f>f - i,.» existence, from the bursting green 
■ :i t i ifi springtime, to the skies serene. 
AU . ii ig things mute forms forever chase, 
Ami i..uselessly fill up each void between. 


Nature in silence dies. But when the nee 
Of on* great eoul is ended: when the prime 
Of giaut thought has dwindled to decay. 

Loud voices echo through the vaults of time; 

Loud wailings tremble through each lonely place; 
Thnndera lament; old hills with cycles gray 
Mourn that a soul like his should ever pan away. 
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IS SHE IN SOCIETY? 


BY HILIN J. THORNTON. 


“ But is she in society ?” 

Two young men had been sitting, in a room, 
at Narrag&nsett Pier, talking of a young lady, 
who had appeared at that popular resort, about 
a week before. 

“Society? What is that?” was the reply. 
“At least, what is it, in America? Abroad, 
admittance to the court circle, or being presented 
to the sovereign, gives the social hall-mark, so to 
speak. But here, we have no court, no queen, 
no hereditary aristocracy; and nobody, there¬ 
fore, is entitled to call themselves ‘society,’ par 
excellence. The attempt to do it is insolent: the 
giviug in to it is snobbish.” 

“ If it were anybody else talking in this way, I 
should say ‘ sour grapes.’ But everybody knows, 
Jack, that you belong to one of our best fam¬ 
ilies—” 

“ Best families, pshaw ! We all come, I hope, 
of honest people; but we are all, none the less, 
descended from simple yeomen, or younger sons, 
at best; too poor to live at home, but luckily 
with the pluck to emigrate, in search of better 
fortunes. In that sense—in the sense that our 
ancestors, who first came over, were bold and 
enterprising men, I grant you we are descended 
from somebody worth boasting of. I, for one, 
am prouder of it, than if I had had some dis¬ 
solute carl for a grandfather.” 

“ You surely don’t mean to deny, that wealth, 
enjoyed foi* several generations, gives advantages 
df culture, which are wanting to those born in 
poverty ?” 

“Theoretically, you are right. Practically, 
wealth, perpetuated in a family, generally leads 
to selfishness, if not to worse vices. All aris¬ 
tocracies die out; and, while existing, deteriorate, 
as a rule, intellectually. Why, Harry, in Paris, 
they have to make a hat especially for the nobles 
of the ancien regime, because their heads are so 
small. Didn’t you know that?” 

“ But this Miss Brierley is from some obscure 
Western town: a mere nobody.” 

“That is to say, some of the people, who come 
here, and who think they alone constitute so¬ 
ciety, refuse to make her acquaintance.”, 

“ You have put it exactly. And a fellow don’t 
like—at least I don’t—to be seen talking to a girl 
who is cut by all the other ladie3.” 

“ Well, I find her pretty, with charming man¬ 


ners, and singularly well-informed; she has a 
face, too, that is more than beautiful: it is frill 
of spiritualized expression.” 

“ You’re pretty hard hit,” thought the other. 
But he did not say so. He only remarked, “I 
am going to the ‘Studio;’ will you come?” 

“ No, thanks! I have an engagement with 
Miss Coupon, after the bathing hour; and, mean¬ 
time, I must write some letters.” 

“ Ah ! my boy, that’s the girl for you to marry: 
worth nearly a million, and all in Government 
bonds. Go in, and win. If I had your advan¬ 
tages, I’d try for her, myself. But I’m only a 
poor lawyer. She wouldn’t look at me.” And 
with these words, he sauntered off. 

Miss Coupon, until the advent of “ that West¬ 
ern girl,” as she called Mary Brierley, had been 
the acknowledged belle of the Pier; for she was 
not only a great heiress, but had a stylish figure, 
wore nothing but Worth dresses, and was quite 
the “society” woman, in deportment. She had, 
too, a good deal of what people call “cAic.” It 
was she who had led the crusade against Miss 
Brierley ; for she had, from the first, recognized 
a dangerous rival, in tho latter. She had marked 
our hero for her prey, and when she found him 
so attentive to Miss Brierley, she redoubled her 
efforts to captivate him, and was continually in¬ 
venting excuses to make him join her, sending 
him pretty, scented notes, and projecting excur¬ 
sions, which he was asked to join. 

“I wonder what she wants now,” said Jack. 
“Curious, rather, for a girl to ask you to walk 
with her. But these heiresses think they can do 
anything. It will bo a good chance to see if I 
can’t talk her into a little more charity towards 
Miss Brierley. It’s hard on tho girl, to be left 
out, in the cold, in this way.” 

Jack had just emerged from his hotel, when 
he saw a crowd running up from the beach, and 
heard cries of mingled horror and alarm. He 
accosted one of the foremost of the fugitives. 

“ What is it?” he cried. “ Ah ! I see. Some¬ 
body drowned. Who is it?” For he had already 
caught sight of a recumbent figure, borne on an 
improvised bier, by four stalwart bearers. 

“ It is Miss Coupon, the great belle,” was the 
answer, made by a young man, from one of the 
smaller hotels, glad to find such a “ swell,” as 
Mowbray, to tell his news to. “But she isn’t 
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drowned, fortunately, though she came near j way to her, but blushing, in spite of her affected 
being so. She had ventured out too far, or got i nonchalance. “ Why weren’t you here ? Miss 
sucked down by some unforeseen current, you Coupon calls you the Prince of Paladins, but, for 
see, sir; and found herself sinking. She cried f once, you were a little too late.” As she said 
for help; but, though there were a score ofJ this, she laughed, archly; nodded; bowed all 
others in, bathing, nobody went to her aid; nor j around; and darted into her bathing-house,which 
did any of the lookers-on; for everybody was \ she had now reached. 

afraid, I suppose, of being dragged down by her. | “She thinks I am in love with Miss Coupon,” 
She had gone under, for the third time, when a' said Mowbray, bitterly, to himself; and he 
young lady, the ‘Western girl,’ as they call her j walked gloomily away. “Supposes I am like 
—I don’t know her name—who had been bathing, * all the rest; selfish, and caring only for money, 
but had finished, and was some distance off, : Great heavens, what injustice! She classes us 
heard the cries, and came running back. She J all together, and despises me, as merely a 
plunged in, at once; swam out; and rescued J ‘society’ man.” 

Miss Coupon. It was a near shave, too; for j Miss Coupon did not make her appearance for 
Miss Coupon dragged the other down; and only quite a week. “ Not that she is really sick,” 
great courage and skill, they say, could have | said one of her intimates, Mrs. Bullion, “but 
saved either. She sank on the sands, exhausted— j she likes to make a sensation; to have people 
not Miss Coupon, but the other—after she came , around her, nursing her; to be playing the 
out; but she wouldn’t let them carry her up; martyr. She thinks her absence will cause her 
she said she’d be better, as soon as she got her [ reappearance to be all the more a triumph.” 
breath. Plucky girl, that, by George! Miss? Miss Brierley came down, in the evening, as 
Coupon could just speak, asking to be taken \ usual; and was immediately the centre of a 
home, and then fainted dead away. She’s more large crowd, all eager to compliment her. Mrs. 
frightened than hurt, I guess. One of the boat-, Bullion was foremost among these admirers, 
men, who’s helping to carry her, said so.” j But our heroine evidently did not like this 

Mowbray drew a long breath. A sudden reve- publicity. She gave an appealing look to Mow- 
lation had flashed upon him. His horror and | bray, whose heart throbbed with sudden joy, as 
agony, when he heard that Miss Brierley j he saw it. “ She cannot utterly despise me,” he 
had been dragged under, revealed to him the j said to himself, “ if she Invokes my aid to rescue 
true state of his heart. But this agony gave j her from this mob.” He went up to her, and 
way, immediately, to proud exultation, when he i suggested, that, as the room was hot and close, 
realized that she had saved the life of an open j perhaps she would like a stroll in the moonlight; 
foe. “It is heaping coals of fire on that \ and she accepted, at once, and with one of her 
malicious girl’s head,” he said to himself. “ I j sweetest smiles, and eyes eloquent with thanks, 
wonder if Miss Coupon will have the grace to They went forth. They were soon out of sight 
show even decent gratitude. Yes ! more than j and hearing of all others. On and on they 
plucky,” recalling the encomium he had just j strolled, down the half-shadowy road. At first 
listened to. “Heroic. To risk life, for a friend, j the conversation was on general topics. But 
one can understand; but to do it for an enemy, j Mowbray was too deeply in love, too anxious, to 
that is akin to the divine.” j bear suspense any longer. So, suddenly, he 

As he said this to himself, he hurried to the j broke into a passionate declaration: and when 
Beene of action, anxious to afford help, if help were \ they returned to the hotel, an hour later, Mary 
needed. But he found Miss Brierley already j Brierley was the affianced bride of our hero, 
walking to her bathing-house, chatting, as she “Conditioned on the approval of my uncle and 
went, with the crowd of admirers, of both sexes, ! guardian,” she said, but with another -heavenly 
who attended her in a sort of triumphal pi%ces- J smile, that did not look as if she feared a nega- 
sion. Never had ho seen her looking so beau- \ tive. “He is Governor of our State, you 
tiful. Very few women appear to advantage in J know—” 

a bathing-dress; but she was an exception. Her j “I know nothing,” said Jack, interrupting; 
costume, while entirely modest, set off, rather < and then he gave a gay laugh. “You are aware, 
than detracted from, her charms. Excitement s I suppose, that some of the people here have 
had given a richer glow to her cheeks, and a J been talking of you, as if you had just come 
more than usual brilliancy to her eyes. j out of a log-cabin.” 

“Oh! it was nothing, nothing” she was saying. > “Yes, I know,” and she laughed in return. 
“ Fortunately, I am a good swimmer. Ah ! Mr. \ “ Miss Coupon, I believe, set that report going. 
Mowbray,” giving her hand, as he forced his i From sheer love of fun, after that, I did what I 
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could to mystify them. She said, I believe, I 
wasn’t 4 in society.’ But we Western girls look 
on oil that as nonsense. Some even go so far,” 
she added, with a merry twinkle, “ as to call ifc 
snobbish. With us, it is merit that makes the 
man, or the woman either, for that matter.” 

44 You are quite right. A.true man owes it to 
himself to be something higher than a mere 
drone, idling away life in eating French dinners, 
criticising wines, and lounging in opera-boxes. 
It wasn’t in that way, that our Websters, Clays, 
Lincolns and Garfields rose to eminence. What 
ambition I have is in the direction of politics, if 
I may be, for one moment, egotistical. At one 
time, darling, I feared you despised me, as a 
mere ‘society’ man.” 

44 No,” said she, blushing, and clinging fondly 
to his arm, 44 1 thought better of you, from the 
first. I am glad you think as you do about poli¬ 
tics. So many of our more refined people, you 
know, weakly shrink from them. But I have 
always been taught that they were the proper 
sphere for a man of energy and ability. My 
father was in Congress. M? great-grandfather 
fought at Bunker HiU. In our family, we hold 
that to serve one’s country is the first duty. To 
have come from heroes, who have died for liberty, 
as my uncle often says, is a thousand times nobler 
than to be descended from millionaires.” Her 
cheek flushed, her eye kindled, as she spoke. 
She looked, Mowbray thought, like a Greek 
maiden, arming her lover for Thermopylae. 


\ “I am glad we agree in this,” he said. “I 
am only waiting for an opening, to begin my po¬ 
litical career. And I am sure, now, of sympathy, 
where a man, most wants it—at his own fireside. 
But I had no idea, when I fell in love with you, 
that Governor Wilmot was your uncle. Why, 
he’s a very distinguished man.” 

44 No, you couldn’t have known it. I kept my 
: secret too well.” 

“It was for yourself, darling, I loved you,” 

: said Jack, passionately. 44 1 never thought to 
ask about anything else.” 

44 And you were willing to marry a poor 
; Western girl, who wasn’t—” and she looked up. 

; saucily into his.face, 44 who wasn’t in society ?” 

The look was so arch, tfio mouth so pretty, that 
: Jack, then and there, kissed the ripe, red lips; 

; as, indeed, he had done, more than once before, 
/ that evening. Mary sprang back, laughing. 

“Have you finished?” she said, demurely. 
44 If you have, I’ll end what you interrupted me 
: in telling you;, which is, that, after all, I’m not 
even poor,'as poverty goes. You’ll have to take 
; an heiress. I’m afraid.” 

Of course, the engagement was not made pub- 
: lie, until after the receipt of Governor Wilmot’s 
letter. This was the very day of Miss Coupon’s 
reappearance. She came downstairs, expecting 
to soe Mowbray pining in despair over her 
absence, only to hoar, to her chagrin, that he 
was going to marry a girl, who wasn’t—think 
: of it 1 —even In Society. 


TOO LATE. 
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Ih morning’s melting, purple dusk, 

The beauteous twilight of the dawn. 

Where blow sweet airs of balm and musk 
From groves of spice, we floated on, 

Down crystal tides, that rippled through 
The tropic forest’s still, green glooms, 

Where startled wild-birds, as they flew, 

Shook from the boughs the death-sweet blooms. 

And suddenly, from hills remote, 

Where mists in silver glory hung. 

Sang out a golden bugle-note, 

That came and went the wilds among: 

A winding, warbling, glad refrain, 

By rapturous echoes caught and spread. 

“ *Tto sweet I” I cried. 44 Oh ! list again; 

It is divine 1” she softly said. 

Since then, long years had passed away; 

In morning's twilight, pure and calm, 

1 floated down those tides, one day, 

Where blew sweet airs of musk and balm; 

The startled wild-bird’s sudden flight 
fist all the blossomed bough* astir: 


Down came the blooms, death-sweet, and white, 

And still I never thought of her, 

Who once had sailed those tides with mo; 

Till, from the distant mist-crowned hills, 

A bugle-note rang, wild and free, 

That shook the air with happy thrills. 

I listened to the liquid strain, 

And said “ How sweet!” when far o’erhead, 

A fbint voice sighed 44 Oh! list again; 

It is diyine I” it softly said. 

Then I remembered how her eyes 
Hud looked a meaning strange to mine; 

And for the first time, in surprise, ' 

My soul looked back and read theaigp. 

I scarce could wait to reach the shore— 

My heart was in a burning glow. 

The life that seemed so dark before, 

Seemed now with light to overflow* 

' > % 

Alas! 'twos but a grave I found. 

It was an angel's voice I heard. 

Life soe ms an empty dreary round. 

Too late my sluggish heart was stirred. 
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LOVE IN TANGLE. 

BT MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS. 

[Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1881, by Mias Ann Stephens, in the Office of the Librarian of 

Congress, at Washington, D. C.] 


CHAPTER I. j 

Crowds of richly dressed women fluttered up j 
the marble staircases, leading to the Senate \ 
chamber, one after another. Gay, bright, and 
animated, and chatting pleasantly together, they 
thronged the vestibules and the galleries, till the 
front seats glowed with richest coloring. 

The back seats filled, as rapidly, and this first 
array was repeated over and over again, till the j 
gentlemen who had found courage to escort half i 
a dozen ladies, at once, were ruthlessly crowded [ 
against the wall. Now and then, some one of the \ 
fair young creatures, who had led them to mar- \ 
tyrdom, cast a smile back upon their \nisery, or \ 
lured them to patience by a coquettish motion of j 
her fan. i 

A young and newly elected member was to f 
address the Senate, that day, and Washington S 
society came out in force; for, during the brief > 
time he had spent at the capital, he had become i 
a great social favorite, and it was understood that < 
he was also wonderfully eloquent. \ 

Apparently unconscious that he was an object \ 
of such general observation, the new Senator sat \ 
quietly at his desk, never once raising his eyes j 
to the galleries, or seeming to be aware that j 
members were crowding in from the House, and > 
fast thronging all the space allowed to persons | 
entitled to entrance on the floor. Sometimes, lie ; 
opened a book, and seemed to search for some ! 
passage in it. Occasionally, he made a note on : 
some scrap of paper, as if occupied with the sub¬ 
ject of his speech, amid all the suppressed tumult 
going on around him. 

All at once, as if some flash of magnetism had 
passed through him, he moved restlessly, and 
lifted his eyes. One glance upon a fair, young 
face, looking eagerly down, before its owner was 
seated; one smile, that lighted his whole counte¬ 
nance with a sudden illumination, and his head 
was turned away again. 

But the girl whom he had thus recognized, 
against his will, did not compose herself so 
readily. The nolor came and went in her face. 
The quick pulsations of a heart, suddenly dis¬ 
turbed, might have been counted through the 
scarf of lace tied about her neck, and falling in 
loose folds over her bosom. 
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More eyes than one were turned on this young 
lady, as she placed herself, with a soft rustle of 
silk, in a seat that commanded a full view of the 
young Senator’s desk; for she was the daughter 
of a man who had been the leader of his party 
through many years of intellectual strife, and 
still, in all the vigor of his power, was reverenced 
as the leading statesman of a time, when such 
men loomed up grandly from the masses. 

This man, also, lifted his head, as his daughter 
entered the Senate chamber, and flashed a look 
of welcome upon her. She returned it, with a 
gesture of proud recognition; for the girl gloried 
in the fame of her father, and loved him with a 
devotion that was almost worship. 

The gentle excitement, that had followed the 
entrance of Constance Noel, was subsiding, when 
a gallery door swung outward, and, for half a 
minute, a young woman stood, framed within the 
opening, so wildly and strangely beautiful, that 
all eyes were turned wonderingly upon her. 

She seemed annoyed by this general observa¬ 
tion, and stood, in the doorway, looking around 
at the crowd beneath her, with a restless, startled 
air, as if checked by surprise, with her foot on 
the threshold, and hesitating whether to advance 
or flee. 

Anyone who had witnessed a bull-fight, in 
Spain, looking into the largo, dark eyes of this 
girl, might have recognized the swift , half defiant, 
half terrified look, which a wild beast from the 
prairie gives, when he first leaps into the arena, 
and is greeted by a burst of applause, from the 
crowd of human beings he sees for the first time 
in all his savage life. 

Consternation, surprise, timidity, all con¬ 
quered by a sudden heave of pride, possessed 
the young creature, and held her motionless. 
Then a swift fire leaped to her eyes, and, with a 
lift of the head, proud as it was graceful, she 
stepped through the door: thus breaking up 
the rare picture she had made. 

Down the passage, step by step, she came, 
with the slow, curving sway of a panther, steal¬ 
ing toward his jungle. 

This movement only increased the curiosity of 
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marvelled at the combination of refinement and i Indian tribe, to whom such ornaments are com* 
savage grace that met and harmonized in her \ mon; but the high cheek bones, and angular 
person. Though her dark eyes were soft as $ features, were wanting. He also lacked that 
velvet, they flashed impatiently through the £ ponderous dignity which 'the Indian chief brings 
thick, downcast lashes; and the rich, ripe glow ^ with him, into the civilization which he half 
of a peach, which was natural to her dusky j scorns. Constance Noel watched this man, with 
cheek, deepened to burning crimson, as she felt \ singular interest; and after a little, she saw that 
the general gaze upon her. > his eyes were turned upon her: more than that 

Half way down the passage, she paused, for a > —his hand, slim and spare, as if cast in bronze, 
moment, and looked around her. Every seat \ was lifted out from the folds of his cloak, and 
was fhll; no one moved or seemed to notice her j seemed to make a swift signal. Constance turned 
embarrassment, but gazed upon her where she j her eyes away, in startled confusion: and they 
stood. Assuring herself that no civility was to j fell on the strange girl, sitting at her feet, 
be offered, she moved down the steps, her red { The dark, beautiful face, the red ostrich plume 
lips curving till you could catch a faint gleam of j that swept around her velvet head-dress—which 
teeth clenched under them, and her queenly } was half bonnet, half turban—a voluminous scarf 
head uplifted, with a touch of savage grace, foil j thrown over her shoulders, crossed on her bosom, 
of disdain. | and knotted under her left- arm, whence it flowed, 

Constance Noel was sitting directly in front, ^ a torrent of soft Oriental colors, to the very hem of 
and did not see this strange apparition, till she s her dress, would have arrested her attention, at 
came down to the lowest step of the passage, ' any time; but now a swift perception of relation- 
and seated herself upon it. Even then, Constance \ ship, between this strange being and the old man 
was only ‘conscious that someone had taken this \ in the gallery, came upon her; and Bhe knew that 
inconvenient seat; for her attention had been, ;> the signal, which had startled and half offended 
fbrsome moments, occupied by a stranger, who j her, was intended for this girl, and not for her. 
had just entered the gentlemen’s gallery, almost > The strange girl had seen it, also, and seemed 
as remarkable in his way as the girl who had ] to reject its meaning; for she shook her head with 
just improvised a seat close to her. \ an impatient toss, and turning her shoulder to- 

Who could this singular man be ? she was s ward the gallery, gave full attention to the floor 
thinking. Accustomed as she was to meeting j of the Senate again. Still, there was nothing in 
foreigners from every part of the world, that \ the proceedings there to attract the eager interest 
powerfully made and picturesque old man baffled > that kindled her eyes, and sent the breath panting 
all her efforts at conjecture. Dark as a Spaniard \ through her lips. More than once, she clutched 
or Italian, he lacked the characteristics of | her fingers in the velvet of the railing; and lean- 
those people. There was something keen and % ing over, seemed as if she must ory out, with 
vigiUnt in his countenance, which might have J sharp impatience, when the man who was to 
reminded a traveller, in the East, of the desert \ speak, by-nnd-by, never once lifted his eyes to the 
Arabs. An atmosphere of tent life seemed to : place she occupied. 

have come in with him, from the sand plains or ; At length, the young statesman arose, very 
the wilderness, yet, so blended with civilization, $ pale, and visibly trembling from head to foot, 
that his presence there had a sort of fascination \ A lady, leaning forward so as to be almost in 
for her. There was nothing in the old man’s ' front of Miss Noel, whispered, with a thrill of 
garments to betray his nationality. In that j triumph in her voice: 

period, the grand old fashion of Spanish cloaks j “ He is frightened. He will fail. These am- 
prevailed, here and there, among men; and ' bitious new members find their weak points, when 
he wore one of those dark-blue circulars, as a j they get among real: statesmen. No wonder they 
Roman might envelope himself in the toga. One \ tremble at their own assurance.” 
end of it was crossed over his bosom, and flung \ Constance turned upon the speaker, with a 
over his shoulder, revealing a broad wave of the J flush of anger in her bright face, 
crimson lining, and giving a dash of the pictur- \ . ‘‘It is not fear,” she said; “but that depth of 
esque to his whole appearance. j feeling which forms the best attribute of elo- 

To this rather singular costume, was added j quence. Without that, no man ever touched the 
large hoops of fine filagree gold, which weighed l heart of a people.” 

somewhat heavily on the small and bronzed ears, \ “Oh, you are one of his admirers. I did not 
that were partly hidden by waves of coal-black \ know that,” was the smiling reply. “ After all, 
hair, woven thickly with silver threads. These j perhaps he is only overpowered by Borne particular 
might have denoted him as the chief of some ? presence.” 
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A swift flush crimsoned the girl’s face; for, j 
that instant, the stranger on the steps turned, j 
and shot a keen glance at her. | 

“ Upon my word, one does blunder on a truth, j 
unintentionally, sometimes. I hadn’t the least 
idea that things had gone so far,” laughed the 
tormentor. \ 

“ Hush ! the lady, at my feet, overheard you,” j 
answered Constance, in a low voice. j 

The woman leaned forward, and regarded the j 
wild, dusky face, with cool scrutiny. 

“How queer!” she exclaimed, dropping her j 
eyeglass, through which she had surveyed the J 
girl. “ Where on earth can Bhe have come from ? \ 
Aboriginus ?” j 

The speaker took no pains to lower her voice, !• 
and it was impossible for the stranger not to hear. « 
So, dreading the effect, Constance made a cautious < 
movement with her hand. j 

This seemed unnecessary; for the girl was ab- : 
sorbed, heart and soul, in the young Senator, ; 
who stood by his seat, silent, as yet, and evi- i 
deutly hesitating; for he nervously took up and j 
laid down the papers scattered on his desk, ; 
striving hard to compose himself. \ 

“ Awfully scared, I still say, Miss Noel.” j 

Constance, stung by the woman’s voice, turned J 
upon her, and said, j 

“ My father tells me that, after all his years in \ 
the Senate, he has never risen to address it, 
without a tremor of the nerves.” j 

The woman looked down on that tall, powerful j 
man, that seemed the very embodiment of phy- \ 
sical and mental force, with an incredulous j 
laugh. She could not understand that absolute j 
greatness combines supreme force with exquisite j 
delicacy. It is here alone, that the attributes of j 
both sexes combine, without detriment to either, j 
A great woman must have something of a man’s j 
strength—a great man much of a woman’s tender- j 
ness. Constance felt all this, without putting it \ 
into words; but, to the coarse mind by her side, j 
it had no meaning. She laughed again, and \ 
would have gone on; but the girl on the steps j 
turned on her, with an imperious lift of the j 
hand, uttering a single word: j 

“Hush!” \ 

The woman drew herself up, and colored vio- 1 
lently; but her indignation was silenced by the f 
intense stillness that pervaded the audience: for ' 
Huestice Young had found his voice, still low and ! 
troubled, but thrilling from the passionate strug¬ 
gle he was making to set his faculties free. 
Calm now, and entirely self-possessed, he laid 
down the foundation of a great argument, solidly, < 
sentence by sentence, rising each moment to j 
broader views and grander language, until all j 


the faculties of his being were swept forward 
from close reasoning, into passionate appeal, and 
thrilling pathos. 

I cannot enter upon the subject of this speech, 
without invading fields crimsoned with blood not 
very long after the time of its utterance; but the 
Senate was even then merging into a great battle¬ 
field, where mind clashing against mind gave a 
fearful prelude to civil war. 

People did not then understand the awful sig¬ 
nificance of his warning, or the burning eloquence 
of his appeal. Nevertheless, the effect on those who 
heard him was magnetic. Stout old men, who had 
listened forbearingly to many maiden speeches, 
kindled into excitement, as thgy listened, some 
with grave attention, others leaning on their desks, 
and veiling their eyes with one hand, impatient of 
the moisture that was fast creeping over their 
vision. Toward the end of the speech, sobs be¬ 
gan to swell from the ladies’ gallery; and it 
seemed almost impossible to suppress the bursts of 
applause that broke from the men. If they did 
not comprehend the full meaning of his words, 
his eloquence stirred them all to enthusiasm. 

Huestice Young sat down, pale with exhaustion. 
Great drops trembled on his forehead, and stood 
upon his upper lip. With a weary motion, he 
swept them away with his handkerchief, and 
drainod a glass of water that stood before. 

Then, for the first time since Constance Noel 
entered the gallery, he cast a timid glance upward, 
and saw that the soft, hazel eyes of the girl were 
looking down on him, full of tears, among which 
smiles came flashing, like sunshine through April 
rain. That one look was reward enough for him, 
and he was scarcely conscious that the Senators 
were gathering around him, with congratulations; 
and a tumultuous stir in the galleries bespoke 
the applause which was forbidden. 

In this semi-tumult, no one observed that the 
strange, dark-browed girl, crouching on the steps, 
had started up, and was leaning over the railing. 
When Young lifted his eyes that way again, be¬ 
tween him and Constance, came the wild, bright 
features of this singular being, stkined with tears, 
yet radiant with delight. 

The young orator had risen to his feet, but he 
fell back, leaned heavily upon his desk, and kept 
his eyes on the strange being, fascinated. The 
glance of those great eyes met his, and even from 
the distance he could detect the slow, velvety 
softness that crept into them. 

Who could the girl be? Never, within his 
recollection, had anything so superb crossed his 
path. Yet, the face, those eyes—where on earth 
had he met them before ? 

These questions took possession of the young 
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man, so completely, so instantly, that he forgot 
everything else; but watched her, anxiously, as 
she threw up her hand, as if answering some 
signal from the men’s gallery, and harried up the 
steps. Pausing an instant at the door, she 
threw another quick glance downward, and 
disappeared. That tall fbrm, with all its grace¬ 
ful action—those eyes, certainly he had seen them 
for the first time, that day—yet— 

A page, who had been waitinjg some moments 
for notice, touched him lightly on the arm. 

“ A paper for you, sir.” 

Young took the paper, which was folded care¬ 
lessly, and turned down at the corner. He opened 
it a little impatiently; for it broke in upon his 
thoughts. 

This is what he read: 

I bow to the melodious spell 
That breathes within thy voice, alone; 

And foci that lofty principle 
Gives inspiration ta its tone. 

Like so mb bravo bird, with glorious wings, • 

Genius, with thee, nests iu tho heart, 

And bathes, within its generous springs, 

Her plumage, for an upward start. 

When mounted highest in the air, 

And nearest to tho regal Sun, 

The drops that it has gathered thore 
Glow' out to jewels, one by one, 

Till human thought has scarco defined 
Which is most radiant: that heart dew. 

Or the rich flashes of a mind 
That fires it with a rainbow hue. 

The young man was accustomed to commenda¬ 
tion, and he had just received plenty of it; but 
these lines, evidently written on the moment, 
brought a flush of surprise to his face. 

Who could have written them ? He turned to 
question the page, who was regarding the changes 
in his countenance, as he read, with carious 
interest. 

“ Where did yon get this, my boy?” 

“ From a lady in the gallery, sir.” 

“What lady?” 

“ Don’t know, sir. Never saw her before, as 
I know of.” 

“ But you did see her. What was she like?” 

“No, sir. I couldn’t get a good look at her 
face; for her veil was down, and she was so 
mixed up with a crowd of other ladies, that I 
could hardly tell which was which.” 

“ But you can surely tell me this—was she 
young or old?” 

“Oh, young—I am sure of that, from her 
▼oioc.” 

“ And appeared like a lady ?” 

“ Like a queen. I could tell that from her 
walk; for I turned to look, as she went down 
the lobby, with her back toward me.” 


Young drew a deep breath. He was thinking of 
the strange girl. Surely, if genius ever burned 
in a female face, it was in hers. 

The page saw that a shade of disappointment 
was creeping over the Senator’s face, and made 
another effort to tax his memory. 

u I’m sure she must have been awful handsome, 
Senator.” 

“How could you tell that, not having seen her 
face?” said Young, smiling. 

“ Oh, there is something about a right down 

handsome lady, that one can feel without see- 

• _ »» 

mg. 

“ Can you tell me how shewas dressed?” 

“ No, sir; couldn’t undertake to do it. Ladies 
have so many loop-ups, and draw-backs, and 
plufe, that-*-” 

“ Yes, yes. I understand ; but did she wear 
anything remarkable ? A long red feather on hett 
hat, fori instance.” > 

The boy shook his head. 

“ There was lots of red feathers amongst ’em; 
but I can’t begin to say which had them on.” 

Young dismissed the lad, and fell to perusing 
the lines again. 

“ Certainly, it is a woman’s handwriting,” he 
thought; “but then, ladies all write alike, in 
these days. Still, there is some individuality in 
this. It was written in haste, too, and with a 
hand so unsteady, that 4t shook the letters into 
concision, now and then. Cbuld that brilliant 
creature have found time to write it, while I was 
spenking ? It seems impossible; but dhe looked 
capable of doihg anything.” 

The young man folded up the paper, as these 
conjectures passed through his mind, and placed 
it in the inner pocket of liis vest. 


CHAPTER II. 

Thb old man, who had attracted Constance 
Noel’8 attention in the Senate gallery, joined the 
girl who had been seated close to her in the 
lobby, and they proceeded together down the 
flight of flteps that led to the terrace, and again 
traversed another flight, with the crowd that- 
poured from the Senate, directly after the young 
statesman concluded his speeoh. But, once in 
the lower park, they turned aside from the flagged 
walk, evidently with a strong desire to avoid the 
[ throng, and diverged upon the grass. There, the 
| girl evidently restrained the restless animal force 

i ’ belonging to her youth, in order to keep pace 
with the step of her companion, who walked on, 
leisurely, and grave of countenance, looking far 
away whenever he lifted his eyes from the ground; 
* but* the girl, though she moved decorously by his 
$ side, could not keep her eyes from wandering 
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toward the crowd, from whence came a pleasant j 
confusion of voices, all praising the new man, 
from whom so much had been expected, and who \ 
had secured to himself such overwhelming! 
applause, that, for a time, even criticism was j 
silenced. | 

“Oh, grandsire, hear how they are praising 
him. Yet you say nothing,” she broke forth, at 
last, casting a look of half angry triumph on the \ 
old man. “ How can you, who talk so grandly to 
our people at the council fires, be so stolid and 
so cold?” 

“ I have listened to the young man, and would j 
have given him my pipe, had he been in the 
forest with us,” answered the old man; “ but 
they do these things with words, here, and I am 
not free with them. The pipe has a great 
meaning; but the white man’s words—what arc 
they?” 

“What are they? Oh, grandsire, I never 
knew, till this day, how sweet the music of words 
could be.” 

The old man looked at her, gravely, and halted 
in his walk. 

“ I have been full of thought, Washanee, since > 
the young man’s words fell on my ear. Do you j 
remember that voice, when it spake the tongue j 
of our people ?” j 

A flood of crimson flashed up to the girl’s face, j 
as she faltered: l 

“Remember? How should I, grandsire? It j 
must have been a long time ago, if ever.” ! 

The old man was keen-eyed; but the natives, 
who live in our great forests, have a habit of looking ; 
into the for distance, and, though his heart was : 
full of anxiety for the girl, he did not search her 
face. Perhaps, it was inborn delicacy that kept 
him from this; for such things do exist, in fine !■ 
natures, even beyond the range of civilization. 

“ It does not seem long to an old man, who ; 
feels time grow shorter and shorter, every year ; 
that the leaves fall; but to you, seven years are j 
one-third of all that you have known, and that is \ 
a long way off, when the young count backward ; 
but for that, it might not have been wise to 
bring you into this new world.” 

“ But I should have come, sooner or later. 
You always promised that; and I have longed 
for the time, as we pine for the spring sunshine, 
after a winter of snows.” 

“ That is not strange,” muttered the old man. 

“ It is the craving of white blood in her veins.” 

“ What did you say, grandsire?” 

“I was talking to one who lies asleep with 
my fathers—a lily that I tore up by the roots, in 
my selfish youth, and carried with me into the 
wilderness.” 


The old man spoke mournfully, and his voice 
died away in hoarse whispers. 

“You are speaking of my grandmother, I 
know,” answered Washanee, in tones of gentle 
sadness. “She that was my mother’s mother. 
How our people loved her.” 

“ Yes,* they loved her, and I—” 

The old man broke off. 

Washanee knew that he could not go on; for 
the cloak, thrown across his bosom, rose and fell 
with the struggle he was making for voice. 

“ The old women of our tribe never weary of 
talking about her. when they sit together, em¬ 
broidering the doeskins.” 

“They loved her—they loved her!” he said, 
turning away, as if to avoid a subject that had 
become too painful. 

“Grandsire, will you not tell me about her? 
Now that I am among these people, I should like 
to know how near I am to them; but you never 
speak to me of these things.” 

• “ Not here ; do not ask it, now.** 

“ But some day?” 

“Yes. It must be, some day. Come, come f 
see how the crowd stare at us, as they go by.” 

Washanee turned her eyes upon the throng 
sweeping down from the Capitol. It did not take 
much to draw her attention from one subject to 
another, and this was a bright panorama of life 
that she had never seen before. 

“ How beautiful they arc. Birds flocking 
away through the forests are not so bright, nor 
do they seem more happy. Oh, how glad I am 
that you brought me here.” 

The old man sighed; but moved on, without 
speaking. Washanee kept by his side, taking in 
the scene with intense delight. The elms, the 
velvet grass, with cool shadows lying upon it, 
were a marvel to her. 

All at once, she uttered a cry of delight. She 
had caught the gleam of a vast flower-bed, just 
beyond the shadows cast downward by one of 
the great trees, and ran toward it, gleefully. To 
this young creature, flowers were things to be 
gathered at will, and she had never seen such as 
these before. There, set in a broad, star-shaped 
bed, all the earliest blossoms of spring threw out 
their glory of coloring, in rich contrast with the 
vivid green of the trees and grass that surrounded 
them. 

Dashing toward this bright arena of flowers, 
the girl laughed out her eager delight, as she 
leaped into the thickest of them, fell down upon 
her knees, and stood up again, with both hands 
full of fragrant plunder. 

Before the old man could interfere, she was 
coming back to him, with both hands full of 
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hyacinths, crocuses, and jonquils—red, white, 
yellow, pink, and blue—all huddled together in 
sweet confusion. She had scarcely reached the 
edge of the grass, when Huestice Young appeared 
upon the walk, almost opposite to her. One 
moment she stood hesitating; then hurrted to¬ 
ward him, and held out the flowers. 

“ They are beautiful—will you have them ?” 

Huestice Young paused in his walk, hesitated, 
and, at last, took one of the hyacinths. 

“ Take more—take all,” said the girl, standing 
before him, with downcast eyes, and almost trem¬ 
bling ; for all her animation was gone, and she felt 
that, in some way, he was wondering at her sud¬ 
den appearance there—perhaps, condemning it. 

Young smiled, kindly; but refused the offered 
flowers. He saw that the girl was quite uncon¬ 
scious of the depredations she had been making, 
and pitied her vague embarrassment. 

“ They are sweetest and best where they are,” 
he said. “ Take them home, and keep them alive, 
r.3 long as you can.” 1 

Washanee held out the flowers, irresolute, and 
lifted her eyes to his, full of pleading; but he saw 
that a dozen curious eyes were watching them; 
and, lifting his hat, walked on. The girl fol¬ 
lowed him, wistfully, with her eyes, till he passed 
through the gate; then she turned, and walked 
slowly to her grandfather. 

“ You asked me if I remembered,” she said, 
with tears in her eyes. “ He has forgotten.” 

“And you must forget,” answered the old 
man, with grave severity. “ Come, now, let us 
go home. It is full time that you should know 
something about your grandmother.” 

“ Was-she unhappy, as 1 am now ?” questioned 
the girl. “ Are all maidens unhappy, when they 
come among white people?” 

The old man bowed his head, till it almost 
touched his bosom, and walked on. She followed 
him, carrying her flowers wearily. They had 
become a source of annoyance to her; for, as she 
passed up the avenue, side by side with the 
chief, people looked at them, and smiled: a 
circumstance that aroused all the wild pride of 
her nature; and she threaded her way up the 
crowded sidewalk, with all the grand majesty of 
a forest queen. 


CHAPTER III. 

The two persons just described entered a small 
public house, in one of the cross streets of the 
capital, and mounted to the second story, where 
they had taken apartments, a few days before. 
These rooms opened into each other, and were both 
sparsely furnished, and dreary as such places 
usually ore. One of them remained in its original 


J shabby condition; but to the other, this wild 
1 girl had given an air of picturesque comfort, that 
was almost gorgeous. 

Before the dilapidated horsehair sofa, a huge 
block bearskin was spread; its thick masses of 
fur framed in a broad border of scarlet cloth, 

; embroidered heavily with grass-work and beads, 
which spread out on the soiled, and in some 
places ragged, carpet, with sparkling brilliancy. 
Over the sofa itself, the deep tints of a Mexican 
blanket were thrown; and the rickety tables 
were concealed under covers combined from 
azure-blue cloth, and the delicate skins of some 
small animal, of a golden-yellow color, that must 
have been fur of exquisite fineness, so nearly did 
it resemble velvet. Boxes and baskets of birch** 
bark stood upon the tables, also lavishly covered 
with needlework; but mixed with the tinted 
grasses, peculiar to the Indians, was gold thread 
and silk, woven in a rich arrangement of colors, 
that gave to the dingy room an effect that was ab¬ 
solutely Oriental. . 

There could hardly have been a greater con¬ 
trast than this room and the one beyond, into 
/ which the old man passed. There, no attempt 
| at ornament hod been made. The dingy carpet 

I and ink-stained tables were given to the view, 
in, all their dilapidation. The very sunshine 
formed a cloud, in the atmosphere of dust, floating 
upward, as the old man strode across it. 

Washanee followed her grandfather into this 
i room. Her face was anxious, her mouth firmly 
j set. She had found resolution to question the 
5 chief about many things that had troubled her 
| sorely of lat e. 

! The old man looked upon her, os she entered* 

! with grave apprehension. He understood the 
i expression of her face, and shrunk from it. Later 
on, he might have borne questioning better; but 
reticence bad become a habit to him, and some 
things lay within his memory that could only be 
wrested from it with agonies of pain. 

“ Grandsire,” said the girl, laying her hand on 
the old man’s arm, caressingly, as any Eastern- 
bred girl might have done, “ tell me now about 
‘ the white lily,’ that makes your eyes so heavy 
with sorrow, when you speak of her.” 

The old Indian was of a race that betrays 
neither fear nor surprise. He had known from 
the first what her request would be, and received 
it without flinching, as he would have met the 
blow of a knife. 

“ Yes,” he said, very quietly. ** We will speak 
of her. She was my wifo, and your grand¬ 
mother. You have a right to know all that I can 
tell you.” 

The old man sat down upon one of the old 
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chairs, as he said this, and threw his cloak back 
till the scarlet lining was alone exposed, and 
made his seat imperial. This was the only touch 
of color in the forlorn 1 room ; but it invested him 
with a sort of barbaric warmth. His grandchild 
had knelt down, partly on the floor, partly on some 
folds of his voluminous garment that had Mien 
over it. 

“Do not look so sadly upon me, grandsire,” 
she said, folding both hands on his knee. “I 
will go away, and not ask you to talk, now that 
I see how cruel it is.” 

The old man laid his thin hands down upon 
hers, impressively. 

“No,” he said. “It does not belong to the 
chief of our race to shrink from pain; but I am 
an old man: the hair on my head has turned j 
white since these things were buried in my heart. I 
Yet no warrior of our people was ever known \ 
to shrink from danger, or murmur at torture; ! 
but when a grave is opened, all the flowers j 
around it arc dragged up by the roots, and seem i 
to cry out with the pain of it. It is not fear that < 
makes us hesitate on the brink, but something l 
too sacred for a name.” j 

“ I know—I know. It is the feeling that lifts j 
our hearts to the Great Spirit, before whom the j 
bravest, of the brave tread softly, and with bowed > 
heads.” j 

The girl bent her superb figure half way to the ;> 
floor, ns she spoke, and it was a frill minute j 
before her eyes wore lifted to a level with those 
of the old man. Then they were frill of serious j 

questioning. j 

“ I was young, then, Washanee; but our people 
had known mo on the warpath more than once, : 
and no one hod seen me turn aside, while an 
enemy stood in front. How should they? Ours 
was a powerful tribe, and my father its chief. 
He was a man of thought, as well as action, and 
studied the welfare of his people, while his 
bravery added to their glory. In order to be a 
great leader, he would Bay, a chief should know 
many things beyond the warpath; and those 
things I must learn, he said, before I could take ; 
his place with the people. These ideas had been J 
fostered by the missionaries and fur traders that 
came among us, bringing their learning and 
experience from the civilised world, from which 
wo were then shut out by vast plains and a wil¬ 
derness that seemed entirely our own. 

“ One of these missionaries, a wise and good 
man, proposed to my father, that I should go < 
with him to the East, study the literature and 
habits of civilization, and carry all that was good ; 
in either back to my people. A religious society 
in New England, he said, had contributed for i 


the scholarship of such pupils as could be 
induced to come, and there need be no impedi¬ 
ment to my departure at once. 

“ h$y father was a powerful chief, and disdained 
the education that must oome from charity. He 
bad been a great hunter, and the traders were 
glad to give good prices for his pelts, so that 
he Was not without gold, for which he had no 
uses in the wilderness ; so he gave me plenty of 
this, and I, with another young man of the tribe, 
left our people, and came eastward with the 
missionary. 

“ The school, that we entered, was in the heart 
of New England. Of all the students, myself 
and my friend were the only Indians, and, at 
first, we were received with more curiosity than 
friendliness; but we were together, and entered 
upon our studies with an eager thirst for ad¬ 
vancement, that soon won us into companionship, 
and afterwards into favor with our class. 

“ The school was situated in one of the most 
beautiful villages of the East, and though a cer¬ 
tain prejudice rested with us always, as people of 
a savage race, we were measurably received into 
the social life of the place, and in many families 
became favorito visitors. 

“ There was one student in the school, witli 
whom wo became especially intimate, and—but 
why should I dwell on the trivial chain of events 
that led to my love for this young man’s sister; 
the struggles that I made for a conquest of this 
passion; the stolid resolve of honorable silence, 
that kept me from even lifting my eyes to her 
face, or the maddening joy that seized upon me, 
and hurled all my honorable resolves to the dust, 
when I discovered that she, the fair white 
creature, loved me—me, the savage ? 

“We are not cowards—we Indians. I went, at 
once, to the mother, and told her everything, 
desperately; for I was without a shadow of 
hope. She was shooked, at first, and all the 
proud Puritan blood in her veins rose up against 
me; but she listened, and that was something. 

“While I was speaking, Jane, quite uncon¬ 
scious of my presence, came into the room. She 
saw the pale agitation in her mother’s face, and 
the despairing passion in mine, and came for¬ 
ward, hurriedly. Then, seized with sudden 
dread, she stood, with drooping hands and down¬ 
cast face, in front of her mother, like some crim¬ 
inal, pleading for mercy. 

“ This woman loved her child, and had gloried 
in her delicate beauty. All the stubborn preju¬ 
dices of New England hardened her face, as she 
turned it on the girl. 

“ * Is it true, that you love this—this man ?* she 
said, in a voice hoarse and harsh with passion. 
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• You, my only daughter, the most beautiful, the l 
daintiest girl of the neighborhood. Speak, if you < 
can, Jane Doming, and deny the infamy hinted 
at by this barbarian.’ S 

44 1 held my breath. It seemed as if my heart! 
must stop beating. If that fair creature loved j 
me, I had only dared to suspect it till lately. I j 
could not bear to see her insulted, in this way, I 
and while she stood there, so pale and trembling, 

I thrust the words, she might have uttered, aside, j 
with my own vehement speech. 

44 4 There is no reason why you should put this 
cruel question,* I said, sternly. 4 It is not her j 
fault, that you became the kindest of my friends; ! 
that you invited me to this house, and encour¬ 
aged the closest intimacy with your family. When 
your daughter became both my pupil and my j 
teacher, it was with your consent. If this sweet! 
intimacy placed me in terrible temptation, she j 
had no share in it, nor had I a real consciousness 
of the danger; but when my heart turned traitor 
in my bosom, I knew that it would be a fraud to < 
go on with the sweet duty you had permitted. \ 
In teaching her my own rude tongue, or listening i 
to her voice as she trained me to hers, tho do-j 
lirium of a subtle passion had entered my veins, 
and I could not trust myself. I came here to say j 
this, before I go back to my own people—to say \ 
this, and farewell, at the same time.’ \ 

44 A faint cry broke from Jane Deming, as I said j 
this. My heart leaped to the sound; but it} 
kindled up the mother’s wrath into fury. ! 

4 4 4 By that cry, you share the infamy of this \ 
confession,’ she said. 4 You are grieved that this \ 
prairie wolf is about to prowl back to his native j 
burrow.’ S 

44 Ours is a wild race, Washanee, and I was 
new to civilization. This woman’s words stung \ 
me, like the lash of a whip. Love had made me \ 
patient till then ; but I saw the girl shrink into !. 
herself, and shudder, when this coarse epithet was 
hurled from her mother’s lips; and all the pride 
of my young manhood leaped to repel tho insult, 
that I knew had wounded her more than it hod 
myself. 

44 ‘The chiefs of my father’s tribe do not pa¬ 
tiently brook sneers even from women,’ I said. 

4 There is not a man, west of the great father of 
waters, who would dare to whisper the name 
you have given me, in my father’s presence. 
When he leads to the warpath, three thousand 
men follow him, asking no questions save that of 
his will. "When he invites the chiefs of other 
nations to his council fires, they listen, and 
treasure up his words. You coll this a proud 
state; but it is neither so fertile or broad as the 
hunting-grounds of which my fhther is chief. Is 
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it the son of a man like this, that you dare to 
call a wolf?’ 

44 Jane Deming had been pale as death till now; 
but all at once I saw the color leap to her cheeks 
and courage to her eyes; but my words only in¬ 
creased the mother’s rage, and brought biting 
sneers in reply. 

4 4 4 Excuse me,’ she said, bending her form, 
stiffly. 4 1 did not know that we had been 
entertaining a prince of tho blood royal. You 
were to blame, not to wear the crown of feathers 
and wampum belt; then we might have felt the 
honor. As it is, we are only farmers in these 
parts, and quite too humble for a more continued 
acquaintanceship with royalties of the woods, 
such as your highness is.’ 

44 The woman made a low, stiff* obeisance, as she 
spoke; then stood up again, with mockery in her 
cold, steel-gray eyes, and a curve of hate on her 
thin lips ; and went on. 

4 4 4 My daughter, his highness only waits for 
your farewell, before he turns his face toward 
the great hunting-grounds. Salute him, my 
child.’ 

44 The girl lifted her head, a little proudly, I 
thought, and met her mother’s full look; not 
defiantly, but with a certain degree of modest 
firmness. 

44 4 If I must bid him farewell, it shall not be in 
terms like these,’ she said; 4 for, on all the 
earth, there is not a man whom I—’ 

4 4 4 Jane, Jane, do not dare to utter the words on’ 
your lips!’ shrieked the mother, with a cry of 
horror and rage combined. 

4 4 4 Oh, mother, your insults have made it lfess 
difficult to utter them, than it might have been,’ 
was the gentle but resolute answer. 4 You have 
asked me a question that he has never hinted at.. 
I do love him, better than myself—better than 
my own soul—better than anything in the world 
besides.’ 

44 The woman pushed back the chair her hand' 
had grasped, and darting forward, seized her 
daughter by the arm, looking at me fiercely over 
her shoulder. 

4 4 4 Take her,’ she said. 4 Take her from my sight. 
She has loaded the air I breathe with the infamy, 
of her words. She shall never again cross the 
threshold of my home, nor stand bymy grave when 
I am dead. I was a widow, with one daughter, 
dear os my own life. Now, I am a widow only. 
Take her out of my way, forever and ever.’ 

44 With these fierce words, through which an 
unuttered curse rang ominously,.she almost lifted 
the girl from her feet, and hurled her upon my 
bosom.” 

[to be continued.] 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC 



BT EMILT H. MAT. 


No. 1—Is a costume, either for travelling or | made on a foundation of alpaca, or silesia, and 
the street. The material is homespun and woollen j has first a kilting of the plain material, bordered 
plaid. In place of homespun, any self-colored or j with a band of plaid. The-fall, round tunic is 
tweed-mixed woollens may be used. The skirt is j entirely of plaid, and is arranged upon the foun¬ 


dation skirt, as seen by the illustration. We 
give the front and back, showing how to dispose 
of the fullness in plaits and pouffe. The basque 
bodice is of the plain goods, and has cuffs and 
an adjustable cape of the plaid. Six yards of 
(74) 


plain and six yards of plaid will be required for 
this costume. 

No. 2—Is a mourning costume, of camel’s- 
hair, chuddah, or cashmere, trimmed with crape. 
The skirt has a deep, kilted fiounce, edged with a 
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band of crape. The kilting is done in groups, crape, will be required. Instead of the crape, a 
with space between. The tunic is arranged in a band of mourning silk may be used. 

No. 8—Is a very simple and easily made 
breakfast-dress, consisting of one skirt, with 
long basque, or matinee, as it is called. Our 
model is made of cashmere—light-blue, pink-r 
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point at the right side, and has a deep band of 
crape on the long side. The fullness at the 

back is in irregular pouffe. The edge trimmed No. 3. 

with crape. Plain basque bodice, with cuffs and 

plastron of crape to match. Twelve yards of gray, or black—trimmed with knife-plaitings of 
double-width goods, and four yards of wide * cashmere and white lace, headed by a bias band 
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of the cashmere, caught at intervals by a loop, i sleeves are of black cashmere or surah silk, and 
This same trimming finishes the basque. Bows • the scarf drapery is of watered silk, which 
of ribbon are added down the front and on the > begins on the front of the basque, is carried 
sleeves. A muslin breakfast cap is worn with > 
this costume. Black cashmere, with white lace, \ 

and ribbons of pink, violet, or crimson, makes a \ i 

very handsome toilette. j 

No. 4—Is a house or dinner-dress, of cashmere \ Jfmfc ^ j 

and silk combined. Our model is of black and \ Jj ^ J 


liiil | three bows, ornamented with small, cut steel 

yP.Mliltiilil \ buckles. A trimming to correspond forms the 

m;tj T jfj , I cu ^ s ‘ ^ine knife-plaiting of the plain material 

jmiir 1 S pIctK > fills ^e surplice. This model, in pale-blue or 

//./'/ J | | pink, with the knife-plaitings of surah silk, edged 

f with some inexpensive lace, and the basque and 
^ drapery of soft cashmere, will make a lovely 
ffll . \ even i n g costume, be very dressy and effective, 

- ~ /and not at all costly. Less expensive, if made 

/ entirely of cashmere or nun’s veiling. Ten to 
< twelve yards of double-width goods will be 
4 < require*}. Five dozen yards of Breton or Val- 

j edging, if the ruffles are edged with lace. 

white. A tiny check silk, in black and white, is ! No. 6 —Is a sailor costume, for a boy of four to 
used for the skirt, which is composed of ten ! five years, made of navy-blue cloth or flannel, 
narrow knife-plaited ruffles. The waist and trimmed with white braid. 
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j No. 6.—For a little girl, of four to six years, 
" we have a pretty costume, made of soft cashmere 




No. 8.—A. 


or flannel. The front is gathered at the throat, 

• and again at the ^raist, by several rows of gaug- 



No. 8.—B. 


j ing. The elongated waist opens over this, and is 
J edged with a narrow, plaited frill. A kilted skirt 
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78 8UN-PL0WEE DESIGN. — PATTERNS IN CROSS-STITCH. 


finishes all around, and is joined to the waist, j girl, from six to ten years. Made of drab, fleecy- 
over which a plaited sash is tied, in bow and j lined cloth, with seal-skin collar and cuffs. We 
ends, at the back. Close sleeves and turnover give the back and front view, and no other de¬ 


collar. The dress buttons at the back. 



; scription is necessary. The cape is adjustable, 
and worn at pleasure, as the weather demands it. 

No. 9—Is a braided pinafore, for baby of two 
: to three years, made of white or gray linen, and 
> braided with fine white braid. 


| LADIES’ PATTERNS. 

? Any style in this number will be sent by mail on receipt 
{ of full price for corresponding article iu price list below. 
‘ Patterns will be put together and plainly marked. Patterns 

< designed to order. 

5 Princess Dress: Plain,.50 

} “ “ with drapery and trimming, . . . .1.00 

J Polonaise,.50 

< Combination Waiting SniN.1.00 

j Trimmed Skirts. ..50 

< Watteau Wrapper,..50 

< Plain or Gored Wrappers,.35 

2 Basques,.35 

5 Coats,.35 

i “ with vests or skirts cut off,..50 

' Overekirte,..35 

] Talmas and Dolmans, .35 

} Waterproofs and Circulars,.35 

< Ulsters,.36 

\ CHILDREN’S PATTERNS. 


I Dresses: Plain, . . 
! Combination Suits, . 
; Skills and Overskirts, 
; Polonaise: Plain, . . 
; u Fancy, . 


.‘25 Basques and Coats, . . .25 
.35 < 'oats A Vests or Cut Skirts .35 

.25 Wrappers,.25 

.25, Waterproofs, Circulars 
.351 and Ulsters,.25 


BOYS’ PATTERNS. 


„ T . . - , . . . J Jackets,.25! Wrappers,.25 

No. 7—Is an overcoat, for a boy of four to SIX J Pants,.20 Gents’Shirts, . . . . .50 

years, of drab cloth, double-breasted, and but- j uSers,’ !!!.'!.’ Jo| "rappere, ■ • • • so 

toned with large buttons: very simple, and with- • In Mndlng orden! for leaM Mnd the nnmber 

Out Other trimming than machine-stitched edge. ' 810(1 month of Magazine, also No. of page or figure or any- 

_ T T . . . , ; thing definite, and also whether for lady or child. Address, 

No. O —IS a Winter coat, for either a boy or a ; Mrs. M. A. Jones, 28 South Eighth Street, Philadelphia, 


SUN-FLOWER DESIGN 


CREWELS. 


In the front of the number, we give one of those 
costly and beautiful colored patterns, which are a 
specialty of ‘‘Peterson,” no other American 
magazine being able to afford the expense. 

The design is to be worked in Kensington- 
stitch, and may be used for a screen, sofa-cushion, 
tidy, chair-seat, etc. The foundation may be 
black cloth or satin, if used for screen or chair. 


; For tidy or cushion, linen momie-cloth is most 
serviceable. Two shades of yellow, one of green, 
and one of a reddish-brown, will be required. 
Our design is so perfect in its shading, as to re¬ 
quire no description: even the direction of the 
mode of placing the stitches i3 given, which is 
seen in the little network of black, which is over 
< all the flowers and leaves. 


SCREEN FOR CHIMNEY-PLACE. 


The foundation of this model, (given in the 
front of the number,) is white gauze; and the 
ornamentations are bouquets of field flowers, 
cut out of cretonne. Gum them on in the places 
designed for each bouquet—one at a time—and 
with colored silks of the same shades in the 
flowers and leaves. Sew them on by buttonhole- 


f stitch, very carefully. The tiny border is simple: 
S done in some fancy stitches, with the different 
> colored silks; also the flounce at the bottom. 
; Make it the proper size for the chimney-place that 
J it is to garnish. When completed, hang it over 
% an under foundation of rose-colored tarletan, 
$ doubled. 
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THE LEONARDO PALETOT 


BT 1MILT H. MAT. 



t We give, here, an engraving of the new 
“Leonardo Paletot” and Cap, which will be 
the most stylish and popular costume of its 
kind, this winter. 

In a sheet, folded in with this number, we 
give a Supplement, with full-size patterns, from 
which the Paletot can be cut out, without the aid 
of a dressmaker. The Paletot consists of five 
pieces, as follows: 

No. I.— Half of Front. 

No. II.— Half of Back. 

No. III.— Half of Side-Back. 

No. IV.— Sleeve. 

No. V.— Cape. 

The several pieces are joined by the corres¬ 
ponding notches, and the letters show where they 
are put together. The collar is made of Beal fur. 
Cuffs may be added, and a muff to match. The 
cap is of seal plush, or fur. The collar and cuffs 
may be of plush, if preferred. 

We would say, for the benefit of new sub¬ 
scribers, that a pattern should be cut out of a 
piece of paper (old newspaper will do), for each 
of these five pieces; and that then these should 
be fitted on the person, before cutting into the 
stuff. Of course, all this is obvious; but there is 
no harm in stating it. 


PATTERNS IN CROSS-STITCH. 


BT MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


We give, in the front of the number, three 
new patterns in cross-stitch. The two lower are 
especially suitable for slippers, chairs, cushions, 


etc. The lowest of all is to be done in five colors: 
that next above it in four: the upper in one, or 
more, as may be preferred. 
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POCKET EOR FANCY WORK. 

BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



We give, here, a very pretty design for a i and brown wool. The wheat-ear with five shades 
pocket, or bag, to hold fancy work. It is a very j of gold-colored silk. The foliage is worked in 
stylish, as well as convenient, affair, when a lady j several shades of green; the light branches in 
goes out to spend the afternoon, and wishes to \ point de ruese in moss-greens, browns, and golden 
take her work with her. Jn the front of the j tinges. The outer edges of the band are worked 
number, (on the same page as the patterns in j in cross-stitch, over eight threads of the canvas, 
cross-stitch,) we give, full size, the detail for the < in dull-green wool, and coarse, yellow silk. The 
stripe. | leaves are in point lance in silks, alternately blue 

The size of this pocket should depend on the i and green, 
kind of work it is to hold. The foundation is of \ The pocket is lined with quilted satin, slightly 
fancy bronze canvas, and the pocket should be three j wadded, and a small pocket is added inside, at 
times the width of the embroidered band, which j the square end, to hold the scissors, needles, etc. 
is worked with silk, in long stitches. The pop- ] Of course, if the bag is more than three times 
pies arc in four shades of bright red, with pale- the width of the stripe, (as given in the front of 
green centres and black stamens, dotted with j the number,) then the stripe should be widened 
gold-colored silk. , ! accordingly. . We give the size that will, ordi- 

The daisies are worked with white woo., j narily, be found most convenient, 
brightened with dashes of white floss silk, and $ A shaded silk cord is sewn all round the edges, 
French knot stitches of yellow silk in the centre. \ and forms the handle. One end of the canvas is 
The corn flower is made with blue wool, shaded \ rounded, and folds over to close the pocket, 
with pale-blue silk; the centre of olive-green J which is fastened with a button and loop. 
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BOUND CUSHION IN BLACK SATIN. (APPLIQUE.) 


BY MBS. JANB WEAVES,. 



The foundation of this cushion is black satin, j fine silks to match each flower and leaf. Add 
and the design is formed of cretonne flowers and s the veining of the leaves, etc. - The sides of the 
grasses, cut out, and appliqued on, with a good \ cushion are of red satin, put in as a full puffing, 
deal of fancy stitching in colored silks. First s The back is of plush, in crimson or maroon. A 
cut out, and then arrange the wreath of flowers > heavy silk cord finishes the seaming of the sides 
upon the satin, basting them neatly and securely ; j and back together, 
then buttonhole the edges of everything with j 


EMBROIDERED BAND: KENSINGTON-STITCH. 


BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 


We give, in the front of the number, a band, < Do the branches of coral in coral-red ; brown for 
designed for the border of table-cover, lambrc-j ends of the cat-tails; shades of green for grasses; 
quin, curtain border, etc. -It may be enlarged, \ and shades of Bilver-gray for the dolphin. Either 
or used in the size given. Work it .on cloth, \ crewels or filoselle may be used. The engraving 
turc-satin, felt, or momie-cloth, as you prefer. > shows the shading very well. 


DESIGN IN STEM-STITCH EMBROIDERY. 


BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


The fern-leaf pattern, given in the front of the J tirely; and may be used as a border, or scattered 
number, is very easily done, in stem-stitch en- j all over a piece of work* as the.taste may suggest. 
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FICHU IN CROCHET. 


BY MB8. JANE WEAVES. 



This elegant fichu will he found very useful for j stripes shaded—as everything, now, is shaded, 
breakfast wear, on a cold morning. Our model Black shaded to light-red, and black to light- 
is a half-square, and is done in simple crochet, in j gray, will make a very pretty combination; or 
stripes. Begin on a chain, the size you require. J shades of pink, and shades of olive. Finish with 
Narrow one stitch at the beginning of every row, j a deep fringe of chenille, or of the wools, tied to 
until you work down to a point. Make the j form the heading. 


BAG MUFF OF VELVET. 

BY UBS. JANE WEAVES. 



Take a quarter of a yard of black velvet. Line 
it, and put in an interlining of wool wadding. 
Make a frill at the top, as you would for a bag; 
( 82 ) 


draw it in slightly at the sides, to shape it, and 
finish with a knife-plaited ruffle of velvet or satin 
ribbon, edged with white lace. Cord and tassels. 
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A great advantage In this wicker cot is that it < Any basket-maker can make the foundation, from 
is so light to carry, that its transportation from \ this model, by giving the proper size required. 


one room to another is an easy matter. The | 
cradle is given trimmed and untrimmed. In the > 
untrimmed model, the head lining only is given, > 
which is of white glazed chintz; but silk can be > 
used, if preferred. The outside is covered with \ 
chintz, having a white ground, with a tiny \ 
pattern of rosebuds. The ruche around the l 
head xnd foot is of the same material, and the i 
handles are worked over with wools to match the \ 
colors in the chintz. Some cover these cradles $ 
with colored silesia, and over that dotted white j 
muslin, and frills of lace, and bows of ribbon. \ 






EDITOR’S TABLE. 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. j Very Pretty Christmas or Nk* Year’s Gifts can be 

“ Peterson ” For 1882 ! Greater Inducements Than \ nmd** eveu by children, for a mere trifle. Spectacle cleaners 
Ever!—W e issue this number os an earnest of the pro- , are 1111 example. Any child, from five to ten, can make 
gre*»ice character of this magazine, and call attention to the these, out of wash-leather, cut in circles, about the size of half 
Prospectus for 1882, on the last page of the cover. Wo claim ; a dollar, and bound round with ribbon, sewn together at one 
there that “ Peterson ” is both heller and cheaper than any < point only, beneath a tiny nbbon bow. A spectacle case, too, 
magazine of its kind. That the public at large admits the 1 Wou *d not be beyond their powers. The shape, which opens 
justice of this claim, is proved by the fact, that “ Peterson” j both ends, should be cut out in cardboard, covered with 
has now, and bus had for years, the laryeet circulation of any ' T °lvet or satin; then the two pieces sewn together, and the 
lady's booh, either iu the United States, or, for that matter, j *G' v *fig hidden by a fine cord. Nightgown cases, cushion 
in the world. We have attained this supremacy by giving ftU d bod caso for watch, handkerchief, smelling-bottle, etc., 
more for the money than any other. We prefer a emull * n braiding, are also within the capacity of children. Or 
profit, on a largo business, to a large profit, on a small snmll slippers, merely toes bound and sewn on straw or 
busiucss. cork soles. Thick flannel is the best for these, and a tiny 

We claim, also, that “ Peterson ” combines more desirable ' bP 1 "^ of flowers should bo worked on the toes. Penwipers 
qualities than any other maguziue. Its steel engravings are ; ^ kind®. An easy one is made of odds and ends of wool, 

the finest, and a steel engraving is tho finest of ull en- - cut to a finger-length, a piece of cloth cut in Vandyke at tho 
gravings. Its stories are the best published : no lady's book ' °^S e wu uud round, and two straps of gold braid, like leuther 
has such contributors. Iu its fashion department, it bus ‘ Btraps, the whole a good fuc-similo of a roll of rugs. Some 
long been acknowledged to be pre-eminent: its styles are tho \ of the colored lamp-shades are very easily made by taking 
newest and most elegant; its superb colored plates (printed tissut * l*tl*“r, white or pink; cut it in a square largo ouough 
from steel, and not mere lithographs), have no rivuls. The cover the globe of the lamp; fold the corners together; 
pattern-sheets, given as Supplements, each month, and the Cl,t ^ rom the centre u circular piece, largo ouough for the 
“Every-Day” department, make it also Indispensable in a chimney to go through; then pass the paper through the 
family, as a nuttier of economy. Its illustrated stories ami hand, until it is creased with long creases all over, when the 
articles have proved so popular, that ire thiU continue , and hj excellent 

improve on them, in 1882. Whero hut one magazine is takou, \ * 

“Peterson” should be that mnguziiie; and every family, ; Sideboard Cloths are becoming more and more fashion- 
that pretends to culture, should take, at least one magazine. a bl<>. A very striking style is to work, on the damask burden*. 

We coutiuue to offer four kiuds of clubs. For one kind, grotesque animals with curling tails, similar to what oi.o 
the premium is our unrivalled engraving: “ Ilush ! Don't in twolfth-oentury missals. These are very uncommon, 
Wake Them,” or our fine Photograph Album. For another and lc H>k worked in linen threads, or washing silks, 
kind, the premium is a copy of “ Peterson ” for 1882. For <. " 0 have also seen a handsome cloth, iu which a flowing, 
still another kind, there are two premiums: the engraving conventional, rather heavy pattern was worked, on a baud^f 
or Photograph Album, aud also a copy of “ Peterson.” For ' blue liuen, in w hite linen thread. The stitch used was 
our very largest clubs, the magazine, and both the engraving J herringbone, like tho old Cretan work. We understand 
and Photograph Album are given, three premiums in all! No ' this stitch can he very quickly worked,and it certainly U*oks 
other magazine offers such inducements. Only our immense ' extremely well. Sometimes a motto is w orked all along 
circulation enables us to do it. 1 the front of the cloth. This looks very ornamental, and not 

Now is the lime to yet up clubs. Everybody will sul>scribo ' t<H > obtrusive, when the words are written diagonally, and 
for “ Peterson,” if its merits and cheapness are fairly put separated by lines, and some ornumeutal device. To finish 

off the covers, luce can be used; but it is in much better taste 
to fringe out the material, aud knot in some of the colon , 
used in the embroidery. 

The Magnificent Colored Pattern, in the front of this 
number, is one of those beautiful aud costly embellishments 
only to be found in “ Potersou.” It is our New Year’s gift 
to our suberibers for 1882. With it, we send our best 
wishes for their happiueas. The expense of this superb 
illustration runs up into tho thousands. “ Peterson ” is the 
only magazine, in America, that Can afford those costly 
affairs. 

This Is The Only Lady’s Book, rcmcinber, that has any 
pretensions to being a literary ono. All tho rest oro mere 
dressmaker's advertising shoots, with stories that are copied, 
generally, from second-rate English periodicals. People of 
refinement must take “ Peterson.” 

M As Perfect As Art can mike it,” is tho verdict of Cam- j 
den (Ark.) Dollar. ** Peterson’s literature,” it adds, “poetry i 
and sketches, are by the best writers of the day.” 


before them. Get to work at once. A specimen will be sent, > 
gratis, if written for. Do not lose a moment, j 

The ENOLisn Authors Complain that their books are re- j 
printed in America, without paying any copyright; and there f 
is no doubt of the fact On the other baud, the stories of j 
our American magazines, especially those of “Peterson,” \ 
are pirated in the same way, if we may use so strong an ex- f 
pression, by many of the English magazines, aud have been ' 
for years. It is a curious fact, that, while England turns out \ 
scores of successful novelists, she seems to have very few l 
authors who dan write a good short stoiy. Perhaps, this ex- i 
plains why “Peterson” is so largely utilized in the “sea- j 
girt isle.” | 

The Fashions Given In This Magazine, remember, ore j 
not those of any interested dealer, or second-rate Now York / 
or Philadelphia milliner. They are all from Paris, in 
advance. Wo have tho best correspondents abroad, and tho > 
greatest facilities for getting the best styles. “ Peterson ” is < 
conceded to bo the highest authority in fashion. ! 
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8plendid Premiums Fob 1882.—Our new premium en¬ 
graving, to be sent to persons for getting up clubs, for 1882, 
is entitled, “ Hush ! Don't Wake Them," and is of the size 
of 20 inches by 16. No more beautiful ornament, to be 
framed, and bung on the parlor wall, could be desired. It 
is a work of real art 

Or, in place of this beautiful engraving, we will give, for 
a premium, a handsome Photograph Album. We are in¬ 
duced to make this offer, in consequence of the popularity of 
the Quarto Illustrated Album, which was one of our pre¬ 
miums for 1881. The Photograph Album is even more 
desirable. It is bound in leatherette, embossed and gilt; and 
contains places for twenty-four photographs, or more, of the 
carte dc virile size. 

For many clubs, an extra copy of the magazine will be 
sent For others, and larger ones, an extra copy of the 
engraving, or Photograph Album: and for some, all throe. 
The inducements to get up clnbs were never before so great; 
and probably will nevor be so great again. But see the 
Prospectus on the last page of the cover. 

Xow it the time to get up clubs for 1882. Specimens are 
sent, gratis, if written for, to those wishing to get up clubs. 

A Vert Pretty Portiere, or a window-curtain, may be 
made of felt, which is now made for embroidery purposes: 
a kind of coarse doth, which comes in all colors, and is very 
much cheaper than cloth. A light shade of blue, decorated 
in upright rows of sunflowers and leaves on their stalks, 
would be especially effective. The flowers may be done 
either in appliqud, or in crewel work. The curtain would be 
very much more effective with a hand of dark-red plush, or 
velveteen, at top and bottom: the upper row being about a 
quarter of a yard wide, and the lower one three-eighths, 
for an ordinary door or window: and wider or narrower, 
if tfce door or window is higher or lower. 

“ Can't Do Without It.” —A lady sends us a club for 1882, 
and says: “ Doing sick nearly all last winter, I failed to send 
on for my club, aud we’ve all been lost, without * Peterson,’ 
ever since. * Can’t do without it,’ ‘ must have it, this year,’ 
Is what they say, when asked to subscribe." 

For Fifty Cents we will send any one of our beautiful 
premium pictures, such os “ Gruu’f&ther Tells Of Yorktowu,” 
“ Not Lost, But Gone Before," etc., etc. A list of these pic¬ 
tures will bo forwarded, postrpuid, if requested, so that a 
selection may be made. 

“ More Than Any Other.” A lady sends us a large club 
for 1882, and says: “ I am now acting as agent for all the 
popular works, aud know that your magazine makes more 
improvements than any other." This, too, is the general 
verdict. 

Ant Or The Premium Engravings, of former years, will 
be sent to persons getting up clubs, instead of“ Hush! Don’t 
Wake Them," if preferred. In such case, notify us, when 
remitting, what engraving is chosen. 

A Model Husband is the writer of the following. He 
encloses two dollars, for “Peterson” for 1882, aud adds: 
“My wife cannot get along without the magazine. We 
think it is the best, at any price." 

The Poem On Dbak Stanley, in tills number, was sent to 
his successor, Dean Bradley, in advance of publication. In 
a letter just received, he highly compliments It. 

“I Must Have It." A lady sends us two dollars, and 
says : “ I tried, this year, to do without your magazine; hut 
I find / must have it : so I enclose two dollars." 


< We Have No Agents for whom we are responsible. Either 
? remit direct to us, or subscribe through your local newsdealer, 
? or givo your money to some person getting up a club whom 
) you know of, or are personally acquainted with. 

| The Illustrated Quarto Album, which was one of the 
j premiums, in 1881, will be Bent, this year, instead of the 
• Photograph Album, whenever preferred. 

\ The Prettiest Christmas Gift, for a lady, whether a 
] wife, sister, or sweetheart, is a paid up subscription for 
*’ Peterson " for 1882. 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

Hannah Jane. By David Rots Locke. 1 vol., email 4 to. 
Boston: Lee & Shepard. —This is one of thoso handsomely 
illustrated volumes, in which the engravings run a race, so 
to speak, with the text, to see which will w in. The poem 
itself is from the pen of Mr. Locke, hotter known by his 
worn de plume of Petroleum V. Nasby, aud is half humorous, 
half pathetic, with a very pronounced moral. It is the illtisr 
trations, however, which, in this case, take the lead. They 
are from designs by S. G. McCutcheon and E. H. Garrett, aud 
have been arranged and engraved by George T. Andrew. 

The Mother's Guide In The Management And Feeding Of 
\ Infants. By John M. Keating, M. D. 1 vol., lGmo. Phila¬ 
delphia: H. C. Lea's Soti it (Jo. —We should think this hook 
would eventually supersede all other treatises on the same 
subject. Certainly, one cannot well see how it could bo 
; better. The author holds the very highest rank in his pro¬ 
fession, and is, in fact, a specialist in all that relates to 
infants, being the lecturer, on that subject, in the world- 
famed University of Pennsylvania. 

Bertha's Baby. By Gustave Droz. 1 vol., 12 mo. Phila¬ 
delphia : T. Ji. Peterson <t Brothers. —It is not saying too much 
to characterize this as the most brilliant book of its kind 
that has appeared. The reputation of Gustavo Droz, high as 
it has always been in France, has been greatly increased, in 
fact, by this charmingly natural, yet sparkling, and at times 
comical, story. We are, therefore, glad to see this translation 
of tho tale. The book ought to havo, we think, quite an 
unprecedented sale. 

Spanish Fairy Tales. By Feman Caballero. Translated by 
J. H. Ingram. 1 voL, 12 mo. Philadelphia: J. B. LippincoU 
& Co. —We have, here, something quite fresh in the way of 
fairy tnlcs. It is not so very long ago, indeed, tliat the 
brothers Grimm doubted even the existence of a national 
fairy literature in Spain. Most of these stories havo boon 
collected in Andalusia; but they are thoroughly Iberian, for 
all that. The volume is illustrated. 

"He Gweth Hie Beloved Sleep." By Elizabeth Barrett Brown¬ 
ing. 1 vol., email 4 to. Boston: Lee & Shepard. —A very 
noble poem, and moet fitly illustrated. The designs are by 
Miss L. B. Humphrey, the engravings by Andrew. A por¬ 
trait of Mtb. Browning, hereelf, is very gracefully intro¬ 
duced, in on embellished title-page. Ail the illustrations are 
good; and it is difficult to say which is best. 

Oraque-O-Doom. By M. H. Cathertoood. . 1 vol., 12mo. 
Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott Co. —This story is especially 
to bo recommended, because it is somewhat out of the beaten 
track. Parts of it are intensely realistic. The name of the 
author is a new one, at least, to us; yet she writes as if a 
practised hand. Ib it somo dne of established reputation, 
masquerading under an assumed name? 

Young Americans In Japan. By Edward Gfrecy. 1 rol., 
8ro. Boston: Lee <k Shepard. —Just the book for a boy; for 
it is full of stir and interest, and yet is not of tho objection¬ 
able “ blood-and-thunder ” school. The text is very ffciUy 
illustrated, there being no less than one hundred and 
seventy-one wood engravings. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

That This Is The Best at ictU at cheapest of the distinc¬ 
tively lady’s books, the newspaper press, with one voice, 
unanimously acknowledges. We have, before us, hundreds 
of notices to this effect. Says the Dayton (0.) Herald: 
“ Among the great improvements made by American maga¬ 
zines, in none is it more marked than in * Peterson.’ We 
recommend it to our lady readers as the very best issued.” 
Says the Havre de Grace (Md.) Republican: “ The cheapest 
and best magazine, for ladies, published is * Petereon’s:’ it 
always has the latest fashions; its steel engravings are 
superb; while its stories are always the best.” Says the 
Reading (Pa.) Journal: “ The best of the ladies’ magazines.” 
Says the Middleport (N. Y.) Mail: “ Ahead of all its com¬ 
petitors; full of bright and sparkling things: as a lady’s 
magazine, it is far in advance of all the rest.” Says the 
Oakland (Cal.) Tribune: “In this, the editors have surpassed 
every previous effort.” Says the Jacksonville (Fla.) Union, 
of the last number: “Better than ever.” Says the Adel 
(Iowa) Era: “ Indispensable in every well regulated family.” 
In getting up clubs, show these notices. We could give 
hundreds of similar ones, if we had the room. 

n orb ford’s Acid Phosphatf. in Nervousness, Wakeful¬ 
ness, etc. Dr. Reuben A. Vance, of New York Institute and 
Bellevue Hospital, says: “ The preparation on which I place 
the most relianco is Horsford’s Acid Phosphate.” 

The Silk Ornaments, manufactured by Palm & Fechteler, 
No. 403 Broadway, New York, are really very beautiful, and 
quite a novelty. They are used for decorating all sorts of 
articles, such os tidies, pincushions, satchels, lamp Bhades, 
etc.; and, in fact, any article made of silk and satin. The 
designs are all exceptionally tasteful. 

“Can’t Do Without It.” — A California subscriber renews 
and says: “We are all so pleased with ( Peterson,’ that we 
can't do without it.” 


Blue Cohosh is more valuable in diseases that are peculiar 
to women; in fact, there is scarcely one of their ailments, in 
which this agent may not be given with decided benefit. 
Its chief influence is exerted upon the mucous membrane of 
the utero-geuital organs, and gives toue and energy to them, 
through its beneficent action upon this tissue. In treating 
female diseases, many physicians are in the habit of pre¬ 
scribing “ a great variety of promiscuous compounds,” with¬ 
out any correct knowledge of the specific relation of any one 
of the remedies used. Hence, good or successful results sel¬ 
dom follow such unscientific prescribing. 

There is a doctrine of “ specific medication ” which is true; 
and every intelligent or enlightened physician, in this year 
of grace, should recognize the fact, and know that certain 
agents, embraced in our Indigenous Medical Flora, have 
specific action upon individual organs and their functions; 
and unless he be familiar with this doctrine, and this class 
of remedies, one can only pity the sick who may fall into 
his hands. 

The Black Cohosh, or Snake-root, is suited to both male 
and female: in pleurodynia, infra-mammary pain, or pleu¬ 
ritic stitch; faiutnees or sinking at the pit of the stomach; 
hot flashes, incident to women; pain and soreness of the 
eyeballs; pain at the vertex; and irritability of disposition 
of women at certain periods, etc. The Black is also more 
useful in coughs and bronchial irritation than the Blue. 
The former influences the larger joints, in rheumatism, 
while the latter relieves the pains of the smaller, viz.: the 
handB and feet. In dysmenorrhoea, or mensual colic, 
spasms or pains of stomach or intestines, hysterical convul¬ 
sions, etc.. Blue Cohosh is the remedy. It is peculiarly val¬ 
uable in leucorrhoea and urinary troubles. The fluid extract, 
in doses of a few drops (one to five) iu sweetened water, or 
in syrup, is convenient for mothers to administer; or the 
active principle of the plant— Cbtdop/iyHm—triturated qtfth 
sugar, one part to nine, and given in five-grain doses, may be 
used instead. 


MOTHERS’ DEPARTMENT. ) 

[Medical Botany— Of the Garden, Field and Forest.] I 

BY ABRAM LIVEZEY, A. M., X. D. j 

No. I—Tnz Cohoshes—Black and Blue, Concluded. > 
2. Blue Cohosh. Caulophijllum thaUetroides. Greek, j 
kanlot, a stem, and phullon , a leaf: from its curious leaf or { 
petiole. Of a different order and family from that of the > 
Black Cohosh, spoken of in the December number. This, j 
with the May-apple, belongs to the order Berberidaceee; the \ 
Black, to Ranunculacece, or Buttercup family. Other names, ( 
for the Blue Cohosh, are Pappoose-root, Squaw-weed, etc., $ 
which indicate that our Indians used it both for themselves ] 
and children; which, in fact, is historical. The plant is i 
glabrous, purplish, and glaucous, when young. Stem, twelve \ 
to eighteen inches high, generally two-leaved, compound; , 
the lower, mostly triternate (bearing twenty-seven leaflets); i 
the upper one biternate (or having nine leaflets): leaflets, * 
two to three inches long, cuneate-obovate, mostly three- ; 
lobed; panicle, racemose from the base of the upper petiole; j 
flowers, yellowish-green; sepals, six, with three bractlets; \ 
petals, six, gland-like, dilated, and somewhat hooded or in- < 
curved at the summit, much smaller than the sepals; j 
stamens, six; seeds, with a fleshy integument, and a solid, ! 
horny albumen, deep blue at maturity. We describe this 
striking and curious plant thus minutely, as it is well worth 
hunting after, by persons living in the country, in rich 
woodlands, which, once seen, will ever bo remembered. It 
is in flower during April or M^y; fruits in August 


PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 

J 4JSf-Everythiug relating to this department must be sent 
j to GEORGE CHINN, Marblehead, Mass. All communica- 
| tions are to be headed: “ For Peterson's.” All are invited 
) to send answers, also, to contribute original puzzles, which 
( should be accompanied by the auBwers.'MJg 


No. 135.— Ladder Puzzle. 


The uprights are words of nine letters each, the right 
meaning a district of country, the left, veneration. The 
rounds, beginning with the lower, mean: 1. One who 
cures. 2. Renown. 3. To embark in. 4. To endow. 

Harlem , N. Y. Minnie 8. Yost. 

No. 136.—Riddle. 

I’m suspended in air, yet attached to the ground; 

I’m travelled o’er, daily, without sight or sound. 

Sometimes, a joy or a Borrow I bring— 

Yet never a word do I say or sing. 

Chicago , IU. STELLA. 

No. 137,— Cross-Word Enigma. 

My first is in wade, but not in bound. 
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My second's in earth, but not in ground. 

My third is in grain, but not in corn. 

My fourth is in wail, but not in mourn. 

My fifth is in graze, but not in eat. 

My sixth is in fish, but not in meat. 

My seventh's in kneel, but not in pray. 

My eighth is in white, but not in gray. 

My whole, you'll readily find, I ween, 

Is something that recently all have seen. 

Darlington, & G Miss A. A. Muldrow. 

No. 138.—Decapitations. 

Entire, I am a cereal of great value. Behead me, and I 
am a sensation everyone longs for in winter. Behead me 
again, and I am the ruling spirit and action at a feast Be¬ 
headed again, I am a preposition. Once more behead me, 
and I am always in tea. 

McKuutry't MUU, Md. Mary M. Weaver. 

No. 139.— East Numerical Enigma. 

I am composed of nine letters. 

My 1, 6, 9, is an article used by authors. 

My 1, 7, 3, is an excise. 

My 1,4, 8, is a number. 

My 5,2, 8, is a very useful instrument 

My whole is a wonderful invention. 

Grape Lawn, Va. X. 

No. 140.—Enigma. 

My whole is a well-known remedial agent, which may be 
divided into five component ports. 

My first is a narrow ribbon. If from it you take my 
second, which is younger, you give it what It did not pos¬ 
sess before, but render it less agreeable. 

My third is a pod. If to it you annex the last element 
of my first you have a system. 

My fourth is a bird. If to it you prefix the middle ele¬ 
ment of my firet you have a small piece of wood. 

My fifth is found in every household. If to it you give 
the same prefix as to my fourth, you have the substance 
which secretes the greatest quantity of my fifth. 

WeiimriUe, N. Y. & F. 


one quart of common stock, previously flavored with carrots, 
turnips, celery, leeks, and paisley, boiled in it; stir until the 
soup boils, and season it to taste with pepper and salt. Peel 
one or two potatoes, cut them into small dice, and put them 
to boil with the soup. Cut some crusts of bread in long 
pieces, the size, and half the length, of French beans, dry 
them in the oven, and, at the time of serving, throw them 
into the soup; then stir into it, off the fire, the yolks of two 
eggs, beaten up with a little milk, and strained. 

Chicken Broth. —Boast or bake, till turning yellow, two old 
fowls. Put them in a soup kettle, with three quarts of cold 
water, and set them over a rather slow fire. Skim, add a 
small onion, a leek, a few stalks of chervil, and two stalks of 
celery. Simmer gently, till the fowls fall to pieces, say four 
or five hours; strain, and set the broth aside. The next day, 
carefully remove all the fat. Beat up the whites of two 
eggs, with two gills of the cold broth. Heat the rest of the 
■ broth to boiling, then stir in the whites of the eggs; boil 
gently ten minutes, and strain it through an absolutely clean 
cloth. The perfection of this soup depends upon having it 
as clear and limpid as possible. 

MEATS. 

Plain Chicken Fricasse. —Cut up the chickens, and wash 
well in salt water; put them in a pot, with enough cold 
water to cover them; add (for two chickens) one-half pound 
of salt pork, cut up in thin strips; cover, and let heat very 
> slowly; then stew, until the fowls are tender. Cook Blowly 
| —if they cook fast, they toughen and shrink. When almost 
\ done, add, if desired, a chopped onion or two, some parsley 
' and pepper; cover closely again, aud when it has heated to 
l boiling, stir in slowly a teacupful of milk, containing two 
; beaten eggs, aud two teaspooufuls of flour; boil up again, 

; aud add one tablcspoonful of good butter. Arrange the 
? chicken nicely in a deep dish, pour the gravy over, and 
serve hot. 

Mutton Stew. —Take throe pounds of breast or neck of mut- 
| ton, cut in pieces, put iu a stewpau with just enough water 
i. to cover, adding a pinch of salt; let it stew gently for one 
hour; skim off all the fat; poel and slice six potatoes, and 
four onions; then sprinkle, and put all the ingredients into 
another stewpan, in layers: first a layer of vegetables, then 
one of meat, and Bprinkle seasoning of pepper and salt and 


Answers Next Month. 

Answers to Puzzles in the December Number. 

No. 132. 

The fonr figures are 8, 8, 8, 8; which, being divided by a 
line, drawn across the middle, will leave nothing. 

No. 133. 

I understood yon undertook to undervalue my under¬ 
taking. 

No. 134. 

Heliotrope. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

Every Receipt in this Cook-Book hat been tested by a 
practical housekeeper 

SOUPS. 

Poor Mom's Soap .—Put one ounce of butter into a sauce¬ 
pan, with three large onions, shred fine, and fry them a pale- 
brown color; add half a tablcspoonful of floor, stir for a few 
minutes, but do not allow the mixture to darken; then add 


savory between each layer; cover closely, and let the whole 
stew very Blowly for one hour, shaking it frequently to pre¬ 
vent its burning. This is a good dish for a family dinner, 
and is easily made. 

Smothered Steak .—Take one dozen large onions, boil them 
in veiy little water, until they are tender. One pound of 
steak, season It with pepper and salt, put it in a pan with 
1 some hot beef-dripping, and fry it till it is done. Take it 
out, put it on a dish, where it will keep hot. Then, when 
the onions are soft, drain and mash them in the pan with 
the steak gravy, and add pepper and salt to taste. Put it on 
the fire, and, as soon as it is hot, pour it over the steak, and 
serve it. 

Ham Cakes.—A capital way of disposing of the remains of 
a ham, and making an excellent dish'for breakfast, is: Take 
one and a-half pounds of ham, fat and lean together; put it 
into a mortar and pound it, or pass it through a sausage- 
machine. Soak a large slice of bread in a half-pint of milk, 
and beat it and the ham well together. Add an egg, beaten 
I up. Put the whole into a mould, and bake a rich brown. 
vkoetablbs. 

i Hominy .—Wash it through two or three waters, pour 

boiling water on it, and let it soak for at least ten hours; 
s then put it into a stewpan, allowing two quarts of water to 
j one quart of hominy, and boll it slowly four or five hours, or 
\ until it is perfectly tender; then drain it, put it into a deep 
l dish, add salt and a bit of butter, and serve as a vegetable, 
j with meat. Samp is cooked in the same way, but rather less 
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water is used; for instance, pat a pint and a-half to one < 
quart of samp. It is also good cut when cold into slices, and | 
fried for breakfast. \ 

Onion Sauce. —Boil some onions in milk, with pepper, salt, l 
and nutmeg. When quite done, pass them through a Bieve. \ 
Put some butter and flour into a sauoepan; when the butter ) 
is molted, aud woll mixed with the flour, put in the pulp of / 
the onions, and add either milk or cream, stirring the sauce j 
on the fire, until it is of the desired consistency. > 

Potato Noodle *.—Grate one dozen of boiled potatoes, add > 
two eggs, a little salt, half a cupful of milk, enough flour to { 
knead stiff, then cut in small pieces, and roll long and round, > 
one inch thick; fry in plenty of lard to a nice brown. i 


Recipe for a Small Quantity of Lemon Mince-Meat. —One > 
large lemon, three largo apples, four ounces of beef-suet, < 
half-pound of currants, half-pound of stoned raisins, four ; 
ounces of white sugar, one ounce of candied orange and cit- l 
ron. Chop up the apples and beef-suet, mix them with the j 
fruit aud sugar; then squeeze the juice from a large lemon j 
into a cup; add a glass of sherry. Well mix the whole; it is ^ 
fit for immediate use. \ 

Fig Roly Pudding. —One pound of flour, six ounces of fresh ' 
beef-suet, half-teaspoonful of salt, one pound of figs, one tea- > 
spoonful of baking-powder. Chop the suet very fine, and J 
remove all strings; mix well with the flour, salt, and baking- ) 
powder; make, into a paste with iced water, and roll out in a ( 
sheet Cut the figs into long slices, cover the paste with ^ 
them, tie in a cloth, and boil in fast boiling water for two ‘ 
hours. $ 

Spanish Cream. —One ounce of gelatine, three pints of milk, | 
six eggs, eight tablespoonfuls of sugar. Soak the gelatino \ 
one hour in the milk, then let it come to a boil; beat the > 
yolks of the eggs with the sugar, and stir in; let it simmer, $ 
take off the fire, and pour over it the whites of the eggs, ^ 
beuten to a froth; flavor with the lemon or vanilla extract. > 
Plain Puddings. —Bread-crumbs, put into a pie-dish, with > 
alternate layers of stewed apples and a little sugar, when ' 
baked, makes aq excellent pudding, the juice of the apples * 
making the bread-crumbs quite moist. j 


Plum Cake. —Take a good pound of butter, squeeze the 
water out of it, then beat it smooth with a spoon. Add one > 
pound of coarse brown sugar, mix it well, then drop in ten \ 
eggs, one by one, out of the shell; beat ail for ten minutes. ; 
Thcu add a glass and a-half of whisky, boiling hot, (prepared ) 
according to the directions givpn below,) three pounds of ; 
currants, well washed, dried, and picked, mixed on a dish with l 
a pound and a-half of flour, to be added by degrees to the ; 
ingredients; not to beat much in this stage. Add half a ! 
pound of dried citron and candied orange-peel, shred in thick j 
slices. Paper your shape, without buttering it, putting many \ 
folds of paper on the bottom, to prevent it burning. Bake ; 
five hours in a slow oven. Directions for boiling whisky: ■ 
Put a handful of sugar, any sort, and a lump of butter, in a • 
saucepan, to burn. When burnt, take it off the fire, and 
throw in a glass qnd a-half of whisky. Let it simmer until ■ 
it has absorbed tho color of the sugar. In this state, add to ' 
the cake. Icing the cake may be done a day or two after- j 
wards, as it need not he put in the oven to dry. Half a ; 
pound of icing sugar, the white of one egg, well beaten; add j 
tho sugar, aud beat on; then odd half a wineglass of vinegar, ! 
and beat well together. Then lay it thickly, on the cake ; 
with a knife; leave the cake in a dry place until the sugar ! 
is quite hard. The cake will keep three months. ; 

Gingerbread Cake. —Take half-pound of butter, half-pound ; 
of sugar, two ounces of ground ginger, a dessertspoonful of I 
earbonate of soda, a pinch of salt, and two teacnpfuls of 


flour of rice. Mix these well together, then add one pound 
of Byrup, a gill of rich milk, and seven eggs, well beaten. 
Stir into this mixture as much flour as will bring it to a 
proper consistency. Let it lie over night; put into a but¬ 
tered tin, and bake for an hour, in a moderate oven. Any 
seasoning may be added. Some pieces of lemon-peel are a 
great improvement. 

Seed Cake. —Beat three-quarters of a pound of butter to a 
cream, with a wooden spoon; then add one pound of sifted 
sugar. Beat them together, till like snow. Add nine eggs, 
one by one, into the batter. Beat it twenty minutes, then 
mix in lightly one pound of flour, well dried and rolled. 
Put all into a pan, with three folds of paper undor it; and 
hake it in a well-heated oven, but not too hot Add a wine- 
glassful of seeds. 

TOILET. 

The Hands. —In order to preserve the hands soft and white, 
they should always bo washed in warm water, with fino soap, 
and carefully dried with a moderately coarse towel, being 
well rubbed every time, to insure a brisk circulation, than 
which nothing can be more effectual in procuring a trans¬ 
parent and soft surface. If engaged in any accidental pur¬ 
suit, which may hurt tho color of the hands, or if they have 
been exposed to the sun, a little lemon-juice will restore 
their whiteness for the time; aud leinou-soap is proper to 
wash them with. Almond paste is of essential service in 
preserving the delicacy of tho hands. Tho following is a 
serviceable pomade for rubbing the hands, on retiring to 
rest: Take two ounces of sweet almonds; beat with three 
drachms of white wax and three drachms of spermaceti, 
beaten up carefully in rose-water. Gloves should bo always 
worn on exposure to the atmosphere. 


FIRESIDE GAMES. 

Tub Game of Mufti.— This Is probably the best, as It cer¬ 
tainly is the most possible, of all the games into which agility 
enters, and which can be played indoors. A number of chairs, 
less by oue than the number of players, are placed in a long 
row, the chairs facing alternately in opposite directions. Tho 
players then proceed to march around tho chairs, in single 
file, and to the sound of music, and continue to do so as 
long as the music is played. As soon as ever the music stops, 
every player must sit down; aud, as there is one chair too 
few, one person is uecessaiily left without a seat, and is there¬ 
by put out of the game. A chair is then taken away, and 
the players resume their march, as before; a player and a 
chair being taken off at each Bitting. The fun of the thing, 
as may be imagined, depends almoBt entirely upon the man¬ 
ner in which the music is managed; for the deceptions 
which may be practiced by the musician, are infinite. Ho 
may play a short air through, and allow it to die away on 
the last note. Every one of the players immediately captures 
a Beat, but only to be urged on again by the music l»ei!ig 
continued in a faster strain than before; and ns the musician 
will not stop in ordinary places, so he must be careful to 
stop in unexpected places, the more abruptly the better, and 
be will be rewarded by seeing a most amusing scramble for 
the chairs. The field will get gradually smaller and smaller, 
till nothing is left hut one chair and two players; and here 
the skill of the musician will be shown by keeping them 
marching for as long a period as possible, and finally break 
off just as they are both passing the front of the chair; when 
they will, in all probability, sit down on each other. It is 
not fair to use ottomans or stools in this game, because the 
principle of it is that only one person should be able to 
occupy the seat at a time; and chairs with hacks to them 
are, therefore, indispensable. It is necessary, too, that 
authority should be exerted to keep the players marching 
fairly, as long os the music is going on. , 
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FASHIONS FOR JANUARY. — OUR PARIS LETTER 


FASHIONS FOR JANUARY. 

Fio. 1 .—EvekiNo-Dress, or Black Satis. The front is trim¬ 
med with knife-plaKingfl of gold-colored satin, put on length¬ 
wise. The train skirt is trhnnled with the gold satin, as well 
as the short wrinkled apron front. The low waist is trfmmod 
with the gold satin. A long trail of red roses and leaves 
passes from the left aide of the waist to the right aide of the 
skirt. 

Fio. ii.—R eception-Dress, or £cru-Colored Surah Silk. 
The skirt is composed of fine plaiting* of 6 cru-red and green 
striped Pekin. Beneath this, are two narrow §cru ruffles, 
and one of the Pekin. The 6 cru surah falls over the plaited 
Pekin, in square tabs, which are hand-embroidered. The 
scarf is of the gay striped Pekin, edged with fringe, and ! 
tied in a knot at the back. The cuirass waist and sleeves ' 
are embroidered, and the raws are (heed with the Pekin. ; 
High, standing collar. 

Fio. hi.—Evening-Dress, or Light-Blue Satin ni Lyons 
and Darker-Blue Velvet. The light-blue skirt is trimmed 
with many puffings and narrow ruffles of the material, while 
the Tel vet skirt falls in a point, shawl-shape in front, forms a 
large puff at the back, and Is tied in saSh, which falls over 
the satin skirt. A plaited scarf of the light-blun falls again 
over the blue velvet; the low waist is edged with a bond of 
the blue velvet, and has a bertlfi of pearl lace. 

Fio. it.—Ball-Dress, or Crimson Satin, brocaded in large, 
dull-yellow flowers. The bottom has a plaiting of plain rod ; 
satin, which also edges the long train. The train Is lined : 
with plain ml satin, which is turned back, and forms revert, 
fastened with a large red satin bow. Low bodice, with a !; 
point in front, and coat-shaped back. 

Fio. y.—Eveni^q-Dress, or White Satin, with upright ; 
puffs. Over this Is worn a white Spanish lace skirt, edged 
with a band of white satin. The pointed satin waist is trim-1 
med with loops of white'satin ribbon.' 

Fio. vi.— Walking Jacket, Back and Front. It is of plain 
doth, close fitting, and is machine-stitched at the edge. The ; 
frent has cutaway basques, with large pockets. The collar 5 
forms small revert. The first figure wean a plain cloth skirt, j 
draped at the back. The second figure wean a cashmere < 
skirt, with a deep kilting, with sfcarf drapery above. j 

Fio. m.— Housb-Drbpb, or Black Surah. The lower part ‘ 
is trimmed with five knife-plaited flounces. Above these, \ 
the skirt falls full and loose, and is edged with many narrow \ 
puffs, and finished with a ruffle. The princess bodice is j 
ganged above and below the waist, and forms paniert on the \ 
hips. At the back, it is looped irregularly. The sleeves have j 
a puff at the top, and a plaited cuff, like the belt. j 

Fio. viii.—V isrriNO Costume. The underskirt is of plaid j 
satin, of brown shading to b 6 ge color. It is edged with < 
four narrow ruffles of Mge-colored sarin. The tunic is of j 
Wge-cOlored cloth, and is draped high on one side, with cord j 
and tassels. The bodice is round waisted, with plaid culls 
and belt. The revert are laced with the plaid sarin. 

Fio. lx.— nous e-Dress, or Peacock-Blue Indian Camel’s- 
Hair, opening over a' brocaded satin petticoat of peacock- 
bine. The camelVhair skirt is sewed in plaits on the close- 
fitting bodice. The skirt is simply looped at the back The 
bodice is fastened down the front by large, antique, silver 
buttons. The brocaded skirt is quite plain to above the 
knees, where it is trimmed by a standing ruffle, and many 
rows of gauging, of plain peacock-blue satin. Below these 
gougings, a large, loose pnff falls over a plaiting of plain 
satin. 

Fio. z.—Walkino-Dress, or Brown Cashmere, trimmed 
with two narrow ruffles, falling below one deep, kilted 
flounce; a plain, draped overskirt; deep, tight-fitting visite 
of soft cloth, striped with brown and gray. It buttons down 
the front with large buttons, and has a deep cape, which is 
faced down the front with brown velvet, and has a brown 
velvet collar. Brown velvet bonnet, trimmed with pink 
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Fio. xi.—Dress, or Black Satin, for an elderly lady. 
The bottom and long train is trimmed with plaitings of 
satin. The deep, close-fitting bodice and front of the dress 
are trimmed with jet The fichu and head-dress are of 
Spanish lace. 

Fio. xii.—Young Lady’s Evening-Dress. The skirt is of 
pink silk, trimmed with many narrow ruffles. The cream- 
colored nun’s veiling overdress is edged with pink silk. The 
heart-shaped bodice is trimmed with folds of Bilk, and the 
sleeves correspond. Pink bouqnet on the side of the bodice. 

Fio. xiii.—Bodice roa Evening-Dress, or Black Spanish 
Lace, over gold-colored satin. The bodice is gathered at the 
waist, back and front 'Hie basque is pointed and edged with 
a ruche of lade at the bottom and at the neck. White, 
puffed undersleeves. 

Fig. xiv.—Bonnet, or AmarAnth-Colored Velvet. The 
trimming, ribbons, feathers, and strings, are of the some 
shade. The ribbon is fastened with a cut steel buckle. 

General Remarks. —We have very little to add, in the 
way of general remarks, to what we have described above, and 
to the letter of our Paris correspondent below.' The dresses 
we have engraved for the number, ore not only the latest 
fashions, but the choicest and most elegant of those fashions. 
They are , every one , Paris patlemt. Most of the so-called 
fashion magazines are now owned by dressmaking, millin¬ 
ery or dry-goods establishments, and are mere advertising 
sheets, designed to work off their second-rate and inferior 
articles. But none of the proprietors, or editors, of M Peter¬ 
son,” are tradesmen; none of them are interested in selling 
drees-goods or dresses: thVy have no temptation to be any¬ 
thing bnt strictly impartial. Nothing out of taste ever 
appears in theee pages. ■ We gbt the best patterns of Wotrh, 
Pingard, and othere, and select only such as ladies of refine¬ 
ment should wear. 

Short dresses more than hold their own. For full dresB, 
we think a train an ornament; but even very elegant dresses 
are now often made short i they still fall flat in front, as we 
said last month; but they are more puffed out at the back. 
Paniers, or panler effects, grow in favor, though we cannot 
say that we admire them, as a rule. Trimmings of skirts 
▼ary with the fancy of the wearers. Fichus, collarettes, etc., 
etc., continue fashionable. Vests ore again popular. Coot 
sleeves have resumed their sway. Mantles and wraps are 
nearly all long; but they vary greatly in design: frequently, 
to show off a Stylish skirt, a shorter paletot is worn; some¬ 
times they fit the figure, sometimes they are loose: different 
persons require different styles. Basques, pointed waists, 
round waists, and coats, can all be worn, at the taste of the 
wearer. But all this was said, In greater detail, in our No¬ 
vember and December numbers; and as there has been no 
change since, the winter styles being fixed, and the spring 
ones not yet come in, we only now refer generally to it. As 
for hats and bonnets, we call attention, particularly, to what 
is said about them in our Paris letter, for which we now 
make way. 


OUB PABI8 LETTER. 

Rue des Petits Champs. 

We must signalize, amongst the later novelties of the sear 
eon, the cloth dresses that are becoming very popular. These 
dresses are very becoming, and elegant in form and design. 
They consist simply of a long, straight, unci raped polonaise, 
or rather coat, worn over around underskirt, also of doth; 
which underskirt is bordered around the hem with a flat, 
stitched, cloth plaiting. The coat parts in front, jnst below 
the waist, and is long enough to touch the plaited flounce. 
It is made double-breasted, and when the coat is of Llnck 
cloth, it is closed with very large flat buttons, covered with 
dead silk, while one solitary and still larger button is set on 
each of the Bleeves. I have seen a suit of this kind made for 
ah American lady, who is in slight mourning, on which the 
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smaller-sized buttons were as large as silver half-dollar*, > that was shown to pie, waa in pale-grstn satin, the sleeves 
whilst those on the sleeves equalled a silver dollar in their J being ooDeposed of ruffle* of flue point lace, 
dimensions. Sometimes, these coats are made of bluo cloth, > Flowers are a good deal more worn than heretofore; but 
and are worn over skirts of brown silk, the coat being tlieu ■' simply in the form of a bouquet de corsage on a ball-dress, 
adorned with bright metal buttons; but dresses in this style . with a small cluster to correspond for the hair. Except iu 
are far lees stvlish than are the oil-black costumes. If the ’ the case of a wedding-dress, these flowers must contract 
cloth underskirt be found too heavy, the back breadths can be ; with the dress, yet* must have colors that will blend well 
made of silk or of alpaca. Cloth Buits, for young aud slender , with those of the toilettes wherewith they are worn. Thus, 
girls, are made with a cutaway coat, showing a silk vest, . pink geraniums were worn with the pale-green drees before 
while the coat opens at (he throat to show a scarf necktie, mentioned; a bouquet of tea-roses and heliotrope with a 
fastened with a jewelled pin. The skirt is covered with a pale-blue dress; and a cluster of deep-piuk roses and white 
wide plaitiug, crossed with a scarf drapery, just below the jessamine adorned a dinner-dress of dark-blue velvet, 
wuist. For lighter cloths, the drees has a corsage trimmed with . Great care must be taken in assorting the hues and style of 
narrow black braid; while tbe skirt draperies cross aud ; the flowers to those of the toilette. One of the most 
interlace in front. This drees has the tight-fitting paletot dreadful combinations of the kind, that it was over my ill- 
to correspond. Walking suits are often made with the pale- ’ fortune to behold, was the wearing of nasturtiums of red 
tat in a contrasting material, though always matching tbe ’ aud orange velvet, with a dinner-dress of pale-lilac brocade, 
dress in color precisely. Thus the dress may be in cashmere Hats are far less exaggerated iu stylo than they were last 
aud satiu, with the coat iu plush; or may be composed of a . season. The immensely large Gainsborough aud Bubens 
cashmere tunic, looped over a plain velvet underskirt, while :< hats are now no longer worn by the elegaut ladies, but only 
tho coat is in stamped velvet. Fur is a good deal used on the ■; by eccentric ones. The poke shape has almost eutirtdy disap- 
half-long coats, this winter; it is put on in very wide bands, | pcared. Wide-brimmed hats are still worn, but in a very 
tbe cuffs and pockets beiug bordered to correspond. Butlur ; modified form, the Holbeiu shape haviug the preference, 
is thus used on every-day costumes merely. For visiting \ und being really picturesque aud gruceful. 
suits, tbe fur-fiuiahod plush is preferred, as being much > In tho matter of coiffure, the hair will be worn a good 
richer. I have seen a satin costume at Worth’s, with the 1 deal lower ou the neck than it has been for some two seasons 
overskirt folded bock iu a deep square, so as to show a skirt- ; past, being arranged iu loosely-loOped braids, sometimes 
front entirely covered with bands of this liepvy plush, the intermixed with curls. The style of dressing the front hair 
sutin overskirt being draped very full behind. The effect ') remains unchanged. 

was exceedingly rich and stylish/ Heavy ribbed plushes are > Lvcr H. Hooper. 

much used for trimming, while tho smooth, short-napped ? 
plush ooutiuues to be the favorite for coats or bounets. For l 

ojiera-cloaks, the rich, watered plush is largely in vogue. I CHILDREN’S FA8HI0NS. 

For rooruing-wcar, there are pretty and inexpensive half- \ Fio. i.—Boy’s Costume, of Beaver Cloth, trimmed with 
fitting sacques prepared, in cashmere or iu colored flannels, £ plush. Plush fez, with tassel aud band of fur. 
trimmed with white or black lace, or with plaited or cm- > Fio. ii.—Girl’s House-Dress, of chestnut-brown camel's- 
broidored ruffles of the stuff. These are worn, either with ^ hair. The princess dress is trimmed with mauy rows of 
skirts to match, or over a black silk skirt. For dressy . darkor-brown braid. Beneath the lower skirt, is a knife- 
morn iug-w rapports plush is used; or else satin-finished surah, * plaited ruffle of brown satin. The sleeves ore also trimmed 
lined with flounel, and trimmed with cascades of white lace. ! with braid. The front is trimmed with mauy butterfly bowa 

Evening-dresses are either a combination of satin and v Fio. hi.—Out-of-Door Dress foe a Girl. The coat is of 
brocade, or embroidered satin and velvet of the richest pee- ^ gray cloth, buttoned down tbs front, and the collar, cufh, 
siblo description; or what is more costly still, they ore of > pockets, and muff are of seal-skin. The muff has a guy bird 
tulle of the most delicate possible hues, or cIbo purely white. > on the front. Hat, of seal-brown plush, trimmed with gray 
Sometimes, tbo perishable material is dotted or sprigged > feathers. 


with silver; aud, in the latter case, a toilette composed of \ 
that sparkling, vaporous material is exceedingly lovely. I 
Worth is makiug up a good mauy tulle dresses now, some ; 
with the old-fashioned baby waist, (now become the height \ 
of the fashion again,) that is to say, cut low, and with the 
material, put in very full, and drawn in At the waist, where 
the juncture is concealed by a wide satin sash. I saw a \ 
dress of that description at his establishment, prepared for a . 
young bride, tho Priuccss Delgrado. It was in white and \ 
silver, with a white satiu sash, and was trimmed simply 5 
with two long, straight trails of honeysuckle, extending \ 
down the front of the dross. Sometimes, these aerial dresses < 
atreTnade with g opnage iu satin or brocade* Watered silk j 
and satin, yf precisely the same hnes, are combined with \ 
good effect for evening-dress. They must match to peifec- !, 
tion, while if satin is employed, with brocade or stamped 
velvet figured with flowers in their natural hues, the satin £ 
must contrast iu color with the groundwork of the brocade. 
Gaily-colored brocades, particularly thoss with scarlet satin \ 
grounds, are a good deal used for trimming black silk j 
dresses. £ 

Worth has Introduced a new style of transparent sleeves s 
for dinner-dress, which will enable ladies to use their haud- > 
aomo laco for dress sleeves, without cutting it to pieces. The 
lace Is set on transparent net or gauze, and is pnt on in £ 
raffles crossing the arm, the under part of the sleeve being < 
composed of tho same material aa the dress. The toilette, > 


Fia. rv.—Bor’a Winter Cap, with turned-up brim. 

Fio. v.—Boy’s Plush Cap, with brown cord and tassels. 


OUR PURCHASING AGENCY. 

After many urgent requests, tee tome time since established a 
Purchasing Agency, and encouraged by the substantial recogni¬ 
tion that has folloiced our efforts to meet the wants of persons 
wishing the best selected goods from the eastern markets, at the 
lowest prices, tre again call attention to our unsurpassed ad¬ 
vantages for supplying everything used in the house, to the 
eutire satisfaction of ull who favor us with their orders. Special 
attention is given to everjt article bought; and On list includes 
Jjtidics', Cattlemen's, and Children's Wear , Wedding Outfit*, 
Infants' Wardrobes, Wedding, Holiday, and Birthday Presents, etc. 

The adamtnges gained by all persons sending Uicir orders to 
our Purcltasing Agency hare beat appreciated by the large number 
who have been served since it has been established , in the saving 
of money, time, and trouble. 

Samples furnished, only on receipt of 25 cents. Circulars are 
free to any one writing for them, containing full particulars, and 
mode of doing business. Remember all are served, not only our 
subscribers, but any one else in want o f goods or wearing apparel. 
Address all communications for our Purchasing Agency to 

MRS. MARY THOMAS, 

P. 0. BOX 1026, PHILADELPHIA , PA. 
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THE HIGHEST PRAISE. WEATHEB—OB NOT. 


1 Few Slnpere lad Earnest Words Leading 

Ministers of the Land. 

They Have Seat sad Knew Whereof they Affirm. 

The fact that a man occupies the responsible position of 
a religious teacher entitles him to unquestioned inspect, 
and gives liis words and endorsements a special power. 
Tbs statements which follow, attested by fac-simlle signa¬ 
tures, are votnntary In their nature, and given because the 
facts they contain are believed to be of great benefit to the 
human race. AU who read tlieae testimonials cannot but 
admit their sincerity, or fall to be impressed with the 
remarkable power of the article of which they speak. 

Washington, D- C., (June 21st, 1881. 

Messrs. IT. H. JJPfw^r A On.: 

Gentlemen : For taore’tha a three years I lmvh belfcved 
in the efficacy of the remedy known aa Warner's Safe 
Kidney autl Liver Cure. I am acquainted with cases of 
albuminuria, of acute Bright's disease and of gravel, which 
have quickly yielded to it. From my knowledge, also,it is 
a remedy which is sometimes recommended by the most 
skilful physicians. While I believe it to be perfectly safe 
k> use, I believe, also, that in coses where a cure is possible, 
its effect is to alleviate the great sufferings of the patient. 

^ (3. 

D. D. and Pastor Congregational Church. 

Rochester, N. Y., January 6th, 1881. 
Messrs. H. H. Warner A Co.: 

Gentlem kx: Having received from the use of Warner’s 
Safe Kidney and Liver Cure very marked benefit, 1 can 
cordially recommend it to othors. 





Tc^itsC//, 


D. I). and Financial Secretary Howard University. 

UaivaiiaiTT or Rochester, Chemical Laboratory. 

Rochester, N. Y., January 18th, 1881. 

Mr. IT. IT. Warner has placed in my possession tho 
fortuiikc of tho several medicines manufactured and sold 
under tho general designation of “Warner's Safe Reme¬ 
dies.” 1 have investigated the processes of manufacture, 
which are conducted with extreme care, and according to 
the Lest methods. I have taken from tho laboratory sam¬ 
ples of all the articles used in the preparation of tlieso 
medicines,as well as the several medicines into which they 
enter. 1 have also purchased from different druggists in 
this city, Warner & Safe Remedies, and upon critical exam¬ 
ination ( find hem all entirely free from any poisonous or 
deleterious substances. 

Ph. D., LL. D. and Analyst State Board of Health. 

No higher praise ronld be given any article on earth.land 
Itastabllaiies beyond a question the value of this great rem¬ 
edy lor all diseases of the kidneys, liver or urinary organs. 


We admire the philosophy of the unfortungte 
loan, who, When everything had been swept 
away, said, “ Well, there’ll be weather Aifd taxes 
left, at any rate.” Alas! weather is the “ yellow 
dog” of all. subjects; everyone thinks it his 
special right to try to better the weather, and 
hurlshis anathemas against “Old Probabilities/* 
and all who endeavor I<>. assist him in reguluting 
the woather. The following communication is 
from Prof. Tice, of St. Loots, Mo., the renowned 
meteorologist and weather prophet of the West. 
It does not discuss the weather but something 
surely of more importance to those who puffer 
with that painfhl malady he speaks of: “The 
day after concluding my lectures at Burlington, 


/y. 


D. D, Profeosur of Greek in tho Rochester University and 
New Testament reviser. 

935 Pennsvlvaxia Avenue, 
Washington, D. C., June 7th, 1879. 
Messrs. IT. H. Warner A Co.: 

Gentlemen: I have known of some cases of Brigiit's 
disease which seemed to b<> In the last stages, and had ben 
piveu up by practitioners of btdh schools, in which tho 
•{wedy change wrought ly your Safe Kidney and Liver 
Cure seemed but little less than miraculous. I am con¬ 
vinced that for Rright's dUeuse, in till stages, no remedy 
heretofore discovered can bo held for one moment in com¬ 
parison with this. 



Iowa, on the 21st oP December Inst, I was seized 
with a sudden attack of neuralgia in the chest, 
giving me excruciating pain and almost prevent¬ 
ing breaihing. My pulse, usually 80, fell to 25; 
intense nausea of the stomach succeeded, and a 
cold, clammy ^we&t covered my entire body. 
The attending physician could do nothing to re¬ 
lieve me. After suffering for three bouts, I 
thought— as I had been using 8t. Jacobs Oil with 
good effect for rheumatic pains— 1 would try it. 
I saturated a piece of flannel, large enough to 


covermy chest, with the Oil, and applied it The 
relief was almost instantaneous. Iu one hour I 
was entirely free from pain, and would have 
taken the k»n to fill an appointment that night 
in a neighboring town had my friends not dis¬ 
suaded me. As it was, I took the night train for my 
home, in £t Louis, and have not been troubled 
since. 

' (Write for particulars; mention this publication.) 

An Aoa in Advance of all other Inventions. 

From a single spool makes a seam stronger and mora beau¬ 
tiful than fay any combination of two threads. 

THE 

iUTOMATI! 

OR “NO TENSION” SEWING MACHINE. 

Ladles carefal ef Health and appreciating the 
BeatwAU now have no other. 

WILLCOX k COBBS S. M. CO., 658 Broadway, 
New York. 

Philadelphia: 1437 Chestnut Street. 

OA Gold and Silver Chromo Cards, with name, 10 cents, 
/£[) post-paid. O. I. REED A CO , Nassau, N. Y. 
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Snuffles, Slugs, Green Virus, 
Disgusting Mucous, and 
Reservoirs of 


nljlMipWr 

Will be mailed ran to all applicant*, and to customer* without 
crd«ring It. It contain* five colored plate*, 600 engraving*, 
about S00 twget, and full description*, price* and direction* for 
planting loOO rarietie* of Vegetable and Flower Seed*, Plan'.*, 
Frail Tree*, etc. Invalnabl* to all. Send for It. Addre**, 

_D. M. FERRY & CO., Detroit, Mich. 


It is but two years sinco the discovery by Wei De Moyer 
vras announced. In this brief period, tlio remarkable* cures 
effected by this new treatment of Catarrh (Innocnlatiou) 
Inis caused Wei De Meyer’s Catarrh Cure to becomo 
known throughout the world, and the quantity sent out is 
something incredible. These gratifying results could have 
come only from quick deinonstnrtion; for, in it majority of 
esutes, not more than one package was used to effect the 
cure. Sufferers can, without expenso, investigate thostate¬ 
ments made by the cured themselves, describing every 
variety of symptoms, and published in Wei I)e Meyer’s 
Treatise (mailed free). Some were very bad cases, and of 
five, ten, and twenty years standing. 

Mrs. Emma C. Howes, 30 \Vcst Washington Square, 
New York. “After suffering and doctoring thirty 
years, two packages cured mo.” 

Rev. C. H. Taylor, 140 Noble Street, Brooklyn, Now 
York. “ One package effocted a radical cure.” 

Rpv. A. P. Frelse, Cairo (Green Co.) New York. “A 
marvel. Six cures by it in my pariah.” 

Rev. W. U. Sumner, Frederick, Maryland. “Seven 
cases of Catarrh in my family are being treated with 
your cure, with the mud satisfactory results,” 

Rev. Charles J. Jones. New Brighton, S. I. “Worth 
ten times its cost. Tried many remedies; feared that 1 
should have to bring my ministry to a close. Wei Do 
Meyer’s Catarrh Cure did tho work. I am bettor than 
for years,” 

Samuel Benedict, Jr., Jeweller, 720 Broadway, New 
York. “I cannot speak too highly of it. Completely 
cured her of Chronic Catarrh.” 

Paul Boy ton, tho Champion Swimmer. “ Even quicker 
than re' " o sonted. I carry Wei Do Meyer’s Cure with 
mo.” 

Gcorpe W. Tambrlgjht, 73 Biddlo Street, north of Gay 
Street, Baltimore, Maryland. “Suffered nine years; 
could , not work. I owe my life to God and Wei Do 
Moyer’s Catarrh Cure.” 

Doctor F. N. Clark, Dentist, 8 Montgomery Street, 

San Francisco, California. “Had Catarrh fourteen 
years. Wei De Meyer cured ms.” 

Mrs. S. B. Leighton, Now Markot, New Hampshire. 
“On tho third day it brought away a great jwlypus, 
with a disgusting string on *t aud hulf-a-cupful green 
mucus and dry scales.” 

Doctor T. IC. Gray, Druggist, Minneapolis,Minnesota. 
“I send you testimonials Horn seven persons cured of 
Catarrh by Wei Do Meyer’s Preparation. (One of thoso 
is tho wife of Doctor A. D. Williams, Brooklyn Centro, 
who had Catarrh fourtoen years./’ 

D. G. McKelvey, Government Inspector, 167 Mott 
Street,Now York. “The poison had eaten through my 
nose. My taste, smell, and hoalth were entirely gono. 
I could not breathe through my nostrils, and I had 
become an object of loathing and disgust. My lost 
senses nro restored, nnd I am entirely well, from the 
use of Wei Do Meyer’s Catarrh Cure.” 

Mrs. M. Patterson, Provo, Utah. “For twonty-fonr 
years, I have been a mass of loathsome mucus and 
foul odors. Your Cure socraa to tear away the dry 
scales, aud uncork a reservoir of putrid matter and 
Btringy tumor, virulent with life. Gallons, yes, barrels 
of this sickening stuff were brought from my nostrils 
and throat, during tho first two mouths.” 

Etc., Etc., Etc., Etc. 

YTel D© Meyer’s Catarrh Cure is sold by drug¬ 
gists, or delivered by us (carriage paid) at $1.00 a package. 
To clubs, six packages for $5.00. Treatiso mailed free. 

D. B. DEWEY ft CO., 

182 Fulton Street, New York. 

(Opposite St. Paul’s Churchyard.) 


« A complete system of Doubt * 
Entry Book-Keeping, as ukcci 
I n tho largest Commercial 
Bouses. Developed from tho 
most Improved systems, and 
the result of many years prac¬ 
tical experience by tho author. 
A knowledge of accounts to 
every man engaged In busi¬ 
ness, Is Invaluable, and In 
bringing this work beloro tho 
Public, Xho Publishers bavo 
endeavored to present a tho¬ 
rough, practical and correct 
system or Double Entry of 
Book-Keeping; and also to pre¬ 
sent nil Its details in as clear 
and simple a inauner an possi¬ 
ble, so that Its principles can 
bo readily mastered, ho other 
bool; has over been published 
which possesses half tho ad- 
vantages of aclf-lnstnicllon. 
It contains full description of all tho books need for tho 
diflorent transactions, instructions for opening andclosin'? 
a *ct oi books. How to make monthly statements. How to 
make Balance Sheet. Short method of computing Interest. 
Instructions lor posting to ledger, etc.. etc., folly Illustra¬ 
ted with a i.et nt books regularly ruled, posted, balanced 
and closod. Will bo sent post-paid, by mail, for c*9*»t». 
Five copies, One T>ollnr. Address, 


THE HIGHEST AWARDS PIANOS in tho 

GREAT WORLD’S FAIR in LONDON, 1851 1 at tha 
GREAT EXPOSITION In PARIS, 18C7; at the INTER¬ 
NATIONAL EXPOSITION In CHILI, 1873; and at tho 
grand CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION In PHILA¬ 
DELPHIA, 1876. 

All person* wishing to purchase (or examine 

Instruments are respectfully invited to visit our 
Warerooms. 

Bend for Circular and Price List. 

CHICKERIN3 & SOUS, 

ISO Fifth A..,, N.Y. 11B0 Trmrat-ii.. Bcton. 


Beautiful Turkish Rug Patterns. Any i*d;; <* n 

make them from rags oryanfjst a trifiimr expense, urea. 

profits, permanent businlfc to Agents. Send stamp 

cuiar. E. S. FR09T fc CO., £i Tretnont Row, Boston, Mas* __ 

nUPERFhUOUS HAIR. Madame Wanibold’s 
O permanently removes Superfluous hair without Injnnng 
the skin. Beud for a circular. Madam® Wambold, a* 
Sawyer Street, Boston, M—, 

Digitized by VjOOQlC 



Agent# and Buyers Wanted 
for fine Gold and Silver Wnltbam 
Watches. Liberal terms to activo 
agents. A tingle Watch sold bc- 
low factory prices. Watches sent 
» 4 v ^V)hy express to be examined before 
dr Tk^vi'.lying money. Catalogue free, 
ijgfcjyr N.H. White,Jeweler f Ne\vurk,N.J. 


Ffi Gold-Edge and Chromo Cards, nnme on 10c. Book of 
\ F Samples 25c. F. M. Slmw X Co. Jersey City, N. J. 


F. M. Slmw & Co. Jersey City, N. J. 


jsn m aaaRaBBSiBKSD one, two, three on 
J ■ JR Rj || V five DOLLARS FOR A SAMPl.lt 
la 111 JR ^ B retail box. BY kxprkss, or 
flaw HI tii r. bkst Canuirs in Amfh- i 
1CA. PUT UP fW HANDSOME BOX RS, 8 CITAB 1 .K POR lioi IOVT 

Pee^ts. Strictly purr. Rf-kers to all Chicago. Ex- 
prxm charges Lion7. Address 

C. F. SUKTHEK, Confectioner, Chicago. 


CONSUMPTION 

I have a positive remedy for the above disease: by 
It* use thoiiMHudnof cases of tho worst kind and of long 
standing have been cured. Indeed, so strong is my 
faith in its efficacy, that I will seud TWO DOTTLES 
FIIEE,together with a VALUABLE TREATISE ou this 
disease, to any sufferer Give Express and P. Q. ad¬ 
dress. DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl 81.. New York. 


HOPE-DEAF 

Dr. Peck's Artificial Ear Drums 

PntfxcTLT kkvtouf: the wearing 

and perform the work of the Natural Drum. 
Always in pavilion, but Invisible to other*. 

All Conversation and even whisper* heard dis¬ 
tinctly, Ws rafar to thoM using them. Send for 
descriptive circular with testimonials. Address, 

H.P. K. PECK A CO.. 8*3 Broadway, New York. 

I a Elegant New no two alike) Chromo Card*, name 
ZL11 on 10 ornta. Warranted heat puck §uld. Agents 

IV W anted._ L. JONES A CO., NMau. N. Y. 

t A Chromo, Shell, Comic, Konoh, Si rolls, etc., 
m F lards, iu cane, iiiune on Me. .HU all chromo k scroll, j 
VV/ 10c. Sample Rookie. POTTER A Co^Muutowrse.Ct. 1 


PE A RL’s WHITE GLY- 
yf>l a n ■ bf JjuU CEHI.NE penetrate* the 
■ A "jjij hi without Injury, crudl- 

BBr cate* all Spot*, Impurttlra 

mLW Gives a rlI und DUeolorutlon*. either 

[aY ■>_ »s within or upon the Hkln, 

Psnaa-oat^ ^^^Icairliiw li smooth, unit, pit* 

IS. BEAUTIFUL % Ku "^ t,r £’ , * r £ tl *’ 

unL _ , , Tbylhnt, C happed, Ilonyh or 

CratJ3Xl». JfSd | ( hilled Skin, It U tba beat 

vrnnrr— m ■irrTi « hu ’«r «*> the world, try » 

\4 /.j j> l\v vfl Cearl’* White Glycerine 
s "«f. 8 eakmby mall t>0e. 

« II ,11 m lift IVnrl’- White Llyeertne 
Co. Prop's Jersey City, N. J. Sold by all Druggist*. 

All Cliromo (anI k, New Impoitod Styles, name In 
t)vr fbacy Script Type, 10c. Olyktor A Co., North Bbven,Ct 

** A NBW and Elegant Hand, Pond-Lily. Horseshoe. Lily 
p)\ f of the Valley, etc. Cords. namoon, l(»c. For fl onler a 
Sample Book Free*. Star Card Co., Cliutonville, Conn. 


CARDS 


50 Lovely (TirnmnCards. Our Drawing 
Room. Hand and Bouquet Series, entire I v 
new,with nanie.IOc. SaiupleDook free with 
$1 order. Fmnklin Prtg Co. New Haven,Ct. 


HEALTH AND COMFORT FOR THE LADIES. 

. '* u mo * r * onrn * w V , ! r, r *l a d | e 8 ’ cossamer rubber 

LECCINCS* « n a»Ucl« tilKlevv. J Uly *i,.i a*«a will a4mln) for tnair tleyatiee and beamy. n'.pieciaU lor t .oir 
*"/and comfort, aurf will actually n<r( »lui Ing tUo coming wlntar to grolart against tl>« cold and wot. And aa 
• very lady who glvas tho mutter candid tlton»*ht can and must know. Uiat a lar^e proportion of the ilia**** and 
death among our Aroarlean ladle* la earned by th« unprotacUd condition ol tho lower llmi* daring thyroid aaaaon, 
the benefit, tli- r./m/ort, tlia nacrmly of tbla article murt ba evident to every one. The accompanYlng cut will give a 
•Ill'll t Idea of the apt^aranen and ahape ol the leitdltif*. They are p.*{tirrlv yrotf ayainit rv)d,ielnl mnd water, are 
tUjartly are tea rm an toast, and prr/trt-fltli*y. WK JtOW OK# Kit VOt^an «pi*>rtuQUy to *rll three goods la 

Tour loceii//. Strike tchUe the iron it hot. amt lota of money can be mad- tl.!* winter. Tl" rrt.iU prim of these 
UrrinQtiet 1 .10 per pair. We triU furnish Uem b>, repress to you at $!> per dosen pairs : or, u ill seed you a earn pie 
pair to canvass trilh, by mall, port paid, on receipt qf 1 1. 

eperm HFFFR TO Yflil il*<OCIYKNAHAY. ll J on wtlleutont and aeni th!« adrortlaement with an order for a 

Ol Lt/ISt. Ul I Lll IU I UUi aainnle pa ir ot legglnga, on or before Mar. li 1st. ma. we will e«?tid you tbe followlnr lUt 
of eleyaat and raluahle gtytda A IlSOLrTKI.Y FUEK, pmrlded you enclose 27c. extra to |.ny jx.atage, and agrre upon 
bc-orto show the lecgln^e. an>l uao ercry eflT'rt In your power, without luterfe-In* with your recnUr occupation, 
toeell more of t’ i u. We carry out th« usual retail price of th*-ee ertlclae to ahow that wc GIVK Y0l : |13.i« WORTH OK OtHlUS 
iRSOLfTKLY FKt.K, to Induce you to become our an at: 1 Thoiograph Albnm. 50c. ; 1 Lady’s Pocketi>rnlc, »c ; 1 Coin Hllyor 
l *ht Butter Knife. .*c. ; 6Lady’s Lace Collareltea, C 0 c.; 1 L»co Tie, g5c. : tt n-o a Totaiiar Maatc.ful I aheet-mualc al*e.at25c. 
rrplv.-.fii. Rr.NKXBFB, 1VK GIVK YOU EVERY OXR of tne abor® artldea AUSOLUTKI.Y KKEK, I lyon wl'l onlv order a aamplo 
r'Iroficrgings«ndshow them to your nelghboie. If you will make your first order for one «| y *cn pairs, we wlllylvo you. | n 
aMIt'.on to the above, one a«-t of S ei-gent Crdn btlvrr dated Teaepoona and an elegant Hllrer dated Napkin Ring. ALSO I REK. 
^‘.CD M'yftEY by reglaterrd letter «r moacy urder. At In mir rella' tllty, wo refer to nny Ixprrae Company running to Boston, auy 
Vifia-res firm In this city, any commercial agency in the United Mates, or to tbe Mauutactm-era' National Bank. Address plainly, 

AMERICAN MANUFACTURING CO., •<> * *« Federal ««**•«. »••«•». m N .«. 

OPERA CLASSES l holder new ium 

Field c Rurn O ON BIRRS. 128 pages, 80 ill 

Held and Marine Glaagea, Telescopes, Spy- jj i i US tmtlon*. All farts on birds. 

Glasseg, Microscopes. Spectacles, Eye- ^ mall, 25 cents, eUtmps. HO 

OlaMes, &c„ &c. IJe best goods DEVS BTETY MAGAZINE, an lllostrstdl montl 

-g-w a « Artirl»*s on 8atln Starling. St. Andrraabnrg Canary, lip 

u *J, Jt>llsd\, Rulfinch, (with music,) Talking Canary, Cate, Rird B1 

Manufacturing Opticians, Philadelphia. Illns- ket, ^1.50 a year. Somplr, 1«c. 
trated Trice List Free by Mail. In writingr , Diniti/pd hvVjQCl^ H * 

u* mention this Magazine. I Digitized by V Tllith Avenue, N. 


■ | HOLDEN’S NEW HOOK 

I—J 5 O ON BIRDS, 128 pagra, 80 illua- 

1 f L4 Q tmtlon*. All fart* on birds. By 
mail, 25 cents, stamps. HOL¬ 
DEN’S BTED MAGAZINE, an lllustretwl monthly. 
Artirl»*« on Satin Starling. St. Andrimahrrg Canary, lilting 
Rulfinch, (with mueic,) Talking Canary, Ciuo, Bird Mar¬ 
ket, Ml.50 a year. Sample, l«c. T 

Digitized Av.nu^K. Y. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


Sammie C. Moore. Charlie C. Moore. Jr. Bertie K. Moore. 

Every Boy or Girl who will send me 10 cents (for postage), I will send you one doxen boxes of Moore’* 
Throat and Lang Lozenges to sell, in nice hinged m.-tnl boxes. Retail, lUcts. a box; wholesale, 80eta. 
perdox.: balance, 70 cLa., to bo paid when Lozenge* are sold. The only thing that will positively cure a 
Cold, a Cough. Hoarseness, Sore Throat, Bronchitis, Whooping Cough or Croup. Beautiful curds and picture 
books freo. Every boy or girl can rlo well, as thousands nlrctidv have done. Each of the a»>ove boys huv© 
been cured of nara Colds, Coughs and Hoarseness with the Loxenpes. Every family that keeps Moore’s 
Lozenges will get solid comfort. DR. C. C. MOORE, 78 C'ortlandt St. f New York. 


(I’ve had. one.) 

Bertie SprowL 
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ORGANS 


CHRISTMAS 

PRESENTS! 






DRAWnO-HOOS IT BIGHT PL450. 


BEATTY’S ORGANS. 

Church. Chapel Sc Purlor. $30to$lfl<# 

2 to 32 Stops. Have you seen Bhatty’s 
Best Parlor Organ 1 Price, only SI 07.75 
Chapel, Organa,6H7.75. The I/jndo.v, 18 
Stops, 6 sots Heeds, only #65. Tho PARIS, 
now offered for $H ft. The BEETHOVEN, 
h w Stylo, No. 900J, 27 Stops, 14 full Octaves 
of tho Celebrated Golden Tongue Reeds. It 
is the Finest Organ over mode. Write or 
call at once for full particulars. Other 
desirable New Styles now ready. 

BEATTY’S PIANOS. 

GRAN I> SQUARE AND UPRIGHT 

$l25toflG00. Waiuianti.t*. If you cannot 
visit mo bo sure to send for Latest Cata¬ 
logue before Buying eMwhoro. 
i Always be sure to Remit by BToneyi 
Order, Bank Draft. Express prorodd on 


PIANOS 


NEW YEARS 
PRESENTS! 



--* U.n>. Order Ttarle SUPERB ROYAL UPRIGHT PLANO. 

r.\oi.c y ruffnded ^ft.• r Length6ft2. Helffht4ft.8. Depth2ft.A 
w AodTw^ 1 \« wfL*ri a 7 r^d 01,0 ycar’susoif not Justaa represented. _ Style, No. 6. 7k Octaves 

!i uicltA.e ftlu/aif.u, A lAA mA 3 Unisons Grand Scale, and Action. 

A >J^°/ craen ^ 73 7% visitors always welcome, carved Rosewood ca*e? &>ooo 7 X. 

wUkStvol Qmr and Book, 1 I V, I w * rce Coach meets all Trains. lfrico,wi:A&oi4 Cover* U* IU 

Order now for your Christmas and New Years Presents. 



T HAT 

ANr WATtH 


WRITE FOR HOLIDAY CATALOGUE, ELABORATELY ILLUSTRATED. 

Address or call upon DANIEL F. BEATTY, Washington, New Jersey. 


with CATARRH 


PATENT FOOT AND STEAM POWER 

MACHINERY. 

Complete Outfits for Actnsi "Workshop 
Business. l.ntln s f-.r Wood or Metal. 
Circular Saws, Scroll Saws, Formers, 
Mortisers, T< nouers, etc., etc. Ma¬ 
chines on trial if desired. Desnip- 
tlVe Catalogue and Price List FKEE. 

W. F.& JOHN BARNES, 

2006 Main Street, Rockford, III. 


any wyi A JJAWAIN W or BRONCH ITIS 
Who honestly desrle Relief, I can furnish means of 

Permanent and Positive Cnre, 

Rrv. T. P. Ciuluh’ Remedies are tin* outgrowth of his 
own experience. Ho first obeyed tho injunction, “Phy¬ 
sician, heal thyself.” His trentnwut is tho only known 
means of permanent cnre.— Bayti*l. 

HomsTreatment. Thousands of Testimonials. Valua¬ 
ble treatise sent free. Itev.T.P. CHILDS, Troy, O. 


AND NOT 


BOOKS FOR BUILDERS. 


bv Watchmaker*. Ry mail. 90 cts. drcnlr** 
PBEB.J. S. BIRCH A CO., 88 Dey St..N.V. 


For new illustrated catalogue, add reus 

_ VM. T. COMSTOCK , 194 Broadway, New York. 

^ A Landscapo, 8ea-Viow, Album, 4tc^ Curds in Cano, 
uM/ with name, 10c. VANN & CO., Fair Haven, Conn. 


11 M Cash for Stories, etc. Paper free. E. ZHi- 

fi Wi W d ■ vorth, A. K , 331 Seventh Gt, Detroit, Mich. 

ry/~v All ChromoCarda, N^w and Elegant designs. Bouquet 
I \ ) of Flowers, Pond Lilies, 8<*a-View, Fruit, Violets, Cu¬ 
pids, etc. Name on. l^c. Star Printing Co., Northford. Ct. 

YOOOAMESiSS 

10c. On 50 all Chromo 
Cnrds. Imported Designs (no two alike), Wnrranted to be 
the Finest Designs Published, sent by return mail, 10c. 
Game of Authors 18c. Wheel of Fortune Cards 25c. Blank 
Cards cheap. U. 8. Card Factory, Clintonvllle, Ct. 


** The Harp that once through Tara's Halls, 


MX Jf sLMEIlICsLy Z IT IT EH. 

,wfiV >4. String Instrumc. ts in the 

IV /j. World. Xhe easiest 

flWi V /'Zr Instrument to learn 

\ ////.%- t« piny unit ns sweet 

I \ . yjfMNiT /////A“ n,,< * B»el©«lloua us u 

f Vjs iA»r«\ \ //////a? tine harp or violin. 

I IJ W \'\ means of the in-truo- 

I P T\ M&///Z/// //I. tor, anyone witlian car for 

1 m !’\ lA ^r/////////\. n,u, * c <*»n learn to play 
(ft M ILa \uS'//////////1l. eevcraltuncainafew hours, 

flr; jMS^§ity//////y////]L. The llnrp-ettc Li 
ti played with thethumb and 

/%? forefinger, same i b a regular 

harp. You can learn irow 
^^f^0W////A *OP ! «y itlnTIVEMlUCTES. 
>•* /?/ /// ///u i8 tuned by pega and a 

iU r-r^'Sytk' •, ////AS hey,earnoasapiano, (a key 

jw WSalBfi^S////'ZF r goes freewiihc chonejand 

If ■&it is adjustable to any pitch j 

V both for solo niusieandocecinpani- 

IjP ill [&' ments to voice, or/an or flute. Also 

If Jyf pood for dance music. Yon can 

If vi Ifil hSRU learn one ot the eery waltz s in a 

bf I Ur 11 f M few minutes. They are very hand- 

I T l I v H IT fom« in appearai ce, being thor¬ 
oughly made of hard woods, highly finished, and Is an ornament 
to auy room. It ii a great favorite with the ladies and thous¬ 
ands are learning to play it. Price, 10 strings and key, only 
81.50, 1© strings, only S3.50. Instructor and 14 
popular airs, set to music for the Zither, fk-eo with each. 

N. II.—Do not confound this superior instrument with a cheap 
Imitation, advertised at same, or less price. Address XU K 
»I AM8A( HUMi:XXrt ORGAN CO., sole nianu- 
ft iturers,57 Woshivgton Street, Boston,Mass. Sent to any ad. 


40 Choice Pieces with Complete Words 
and Music for only 21 Cents. 

The tuual prtco ot sheet music Is 35 cents per piece, a t 
that price the above 40 pieces would cost @14, the high 
cost of music is duo to the few pieces sold of each piece and 
the large discount made to dealers. In order to introduce 
our MUSIC Into every household in the Country, we will 
send 40 pieces of our Idlest and best Music consisting of 
Song*, Ballads, Duets, YValtzes, Gallops, 
Polkas,&c.,Ac., by the best American and Foretgn 
Composers together with all the Vocal Gems from the 
Comic Operas of Olivette, Tho Mascot and 
Billie Taylor now all the rage in all the principal 
Cities of the Union, for only 21 Cents, (or 7 three 
cent stamps* Elegantly Printed Full Music 
Size, Each piece is a gem and the most desirable col¬ 
lection that has as yet appeared. Satisfaction guaranteed 
or money refunded. Address M. F. JONES & Co* 
P. O. Box 3630, Boston, Moss. 


A Year and Expenses to Agents. Outfit Free. 
Address P. 0. VICKERY, Augusta, Ha 


THE ART OF KNITTING 


SCRAP 


w ■ ■■ ■-PICTOtEHjOc.; 100 Decal. 

I comauie, loc.; 25 Christmas Cards 10c.; 

^ First Christmas Morn, loc.; 12 Mottoes, 
lfV\; 6 Cliromos, 6x8. loc. -8 OilVPicturex, 9>. 12.10c.; 

10a; 3 Autumn Bouquets, 7x9, 

J. W. FRIZZELL, Baltimore, Md* 


Containing Carefully Iliuitrnted Directions for Beginners, 
as well as Instruction in a Variety of Knitting Stitches, 
Patterns and Novelties for thoso advanced in Knitting,by 
Li'crpti \ P, Halk, Bent by mail on receipt of price, 76 
cents, byS. W. TILTON & Co., PubU»hers, Boston. 


Digitized by 


Google 
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MS. LYDIA L PINKHAM, OF LYNN, MASS., 



LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S 

VECETABLE COMPOUND. 

Is a Positive Cure 

for all lho«o PatnAil Pomp1alnt« and WealneMM 
no common to our best female population. 

It will cure entirely the worst form of remain Com¬ 
plaints, all ovarian troubles, Inflammation and Ulcera¬ 
tion, Falling and DLrdaccfficntfl, and the consequent 
Urinal Weakness, and Is particularly adapted to the 
Change of Life. 

It will dissolve and expel tumors from the uterus In 
an early stage of development. The tendency to can¬ 
cerous humors there is checked very speedily by its use. 

It removes faintness, flatulency, destrcysoll craving 
for stimulants, and relieves weal:nets of the stomach 
It cures Floating, Headaches, Nervous Prostration, 
General Debility, Sleeplessness, Depression and Indi¬ 
gestion. 

That feeling of bearing down, causing pain, weight 
and backache, Is always permanently cured by its use. 

It will at oil times and under all circumstances act In 
harmony with the laws that govern tho femalo system. 

For the cure of Kidney Complaints of either sox this 
Compound is unsurpassed. 

LYDIA E. FINKIIAM'8 VEGETABLE COM¬ 
POUND is prepared at 23 and 235 Western Avenue, 
Lynn, Mass. Price $L. Six bottles for $5. Sent by mail 
In tho form of pills, also lntho form of lozenges, on 
receipt of price, $1 per box for cither. Airs. Pinkham 
frealyanswers all letters of inquiry. Send for pamph¬ 
let. Address as above. Edition this I\:per. 

So family should bo without LYDIA E. l'lNKTIAM’S 
LIVER PILLS. They euro constipation, biliousness, 
and torpidity of the liver. 25 cents per box. 

ttr Hold by all Druggists. 

THE 

STANDARD 

SILK 

OF THE 

WORLD. 



KIDNEY-WORT 



As it is for all diseases of the KIDNEY8, 
LIVER AND BOWELS. 

It oleansaa the system of the acrid poison 
that causes the dreadful suffering which 
only the victims of Rheumatism can realiso. 

THOUSANDS OF CASES 

of the worst forms of this terrible diseaso 
have been quickly relieved, in a short time 

PERFECTLY CURED. 


KIDNEY WORT 


has had wonderful success, and an immense 
sale in every part of the Country. In hun¬ 
dreds of oases it has cured where all else had 
failed. It is mild, but efficient, CERTAIN 
IN ITS ACTION, but harmless in all cases. 

fVTt cleanses, Strengthens and gives New 
Life to all the important organs of the body. 
The natural action of the Kidneys is restored. 
The Liver is cleansed of all disease, and the 
Dowels move freely and healthfully. In this 
way the worst diseases are eradicated from 
the system. 

As it has been proved by thousands that 


1 KIDNEY-WORT 


is the most effectual remedy for cleansing the 
system of all morbid accretions. It should be 
usod in every honsehold as a 

SPRING MEDICINE. 

Always cures BHJOUSNE3S, CONSTIPA¬ 
TION, PILES and all FEMALE Diseases. 

Is put up In Dry Vegetable Form, In tin eons, 
one package of which makes 6 quarts medicine. 

Also in Liquid Form, very Concentrated for 
the convenience of thoso who cannot readily pre¬ 
pare it. It acta urith equal cadency in cithcrform. 
GET IT OF YOUR DRUGGIST. PRICE, $1.00 
WELLS, KICIIARDSON A Co., Prop’s 

(Will send the dry post-paid.) Brm.PfKTOM, VT. 


KIDNEY-WORT 


FITS 


A Lending London Phy- 
aician cutobliahcM an 
Office in New York 
for the Cure of 

EPILEPTIC FITS. 

r From Am.Journalof Medicine 
Dr. Ab. Meeerole (late of London), who makes a spec¬ 
ialty of Epilepsy,has without doubt treated and cured 
morocasca than any other living physician. His success 
has simply been astonishing: we have heard of cases of 
over 20 years’ standing, successfully cured by him. Ho 
haB published a work on this disease, which ho sends 
with a laru-o bottle of his wonderful cure free to any 
sufferer who may send their express and P. O. Address, 
We advise any one wishing a cure to address Dr. AB. 
MESKROLE.Nq Pd John B» , New York. __ 

Pfl T7T 17 P A "WT* New Imported Styles of Chro- 

JjlJ * mos, our Fruit, Flowers and Bird 

Series, In Beautiful Colors,n«mo in Fancy Script Type, 

10c. Agts’ Sample Book, 2f>c. CARD BULLS, NorthfonI, Ct. 

DESIGNS FOE ART 
NEEDLEWORK. 

Catalogue and Price List sent on application to J. W. 

TILTON A CO., Boston, Blass. 


JOSEPH {*1 LLOTT’S 
STEEL** PENS. 


Cold Medal* Paris, 1878. 

The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 332, 
351, 170, and his other styles. 

Sofd throughout the World. 
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ORGANS AND PIANOS. 

ORDER NOW for CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. 


An Unprecedented Piano Oiler, 

Length, 7 ft- Width, 3 ft. 6 in. Wt 1000 lb 
OvenfrnngHaR *! 1 Ln*-{ 

PIANO New Style No 


BEATTY’S ORGANS, 

( hun h, Chanel Par¬ 
lor, $:-u to $1UU> 2 to 32 stops 
Have you seen ‘‘Bkattt’s Btsr” 

Parlor Organ t Price only 
$107.45, CiiAiKb Organs, $97.75. 

The London LS Stops, 6 lull sets 
Of Reeds, only $05, T11E PARIS 
now offered for $85. The 
BEETHOVEN Tew Style- 
No. 9,000. 27 Stops. 14 lull Octaves 
of the Celebrated Golden Ton¬ 
gue Reeds. It is the Finest Or¬ 
gan ever made. Write or call at 
once for full particulars. Other 
desirable New Styles now ready. 

G%^£ T SQ,U J&L& prfF T unV C PJ 

upright $125 to $u»o. The BEETHOVEN 

Warranted. Tf you cannot visit etvlpltfn <>000 
me be sure to send for Latent * tyie 



. WtlOOO Cataloajne before Buying 07 STOPS, 

•ge SI*«' IfireatPowerll Always bo sure to Remit by ^L.%. . 

- 7 Ort. Elegant Kowwood Money Order,Bank Draft, Express A/ lfiiltOl <S 

case.Largo front. Round Comers. Ca^vod Legs. andLyre, prepaid or R*.gii»tored letter. _~ 

Fine Mouldings. Agraffe Treble. Best Ig )l 2J‘ rame, Froiich Money refunded after one years V«f0IOOiTi0 
Action, all improvements complete,j «/0 f/w us e it n ot just as represented, free coach trains 

with stool, book and cover, only. ^TtTxri'to for Ca-taloftTlO. 

serAddress or call upon DANIEL F. BEATTF, Washington, New .Jersey. 



IS A BEAUTIFUL WORK OF 82 PAGES MONTHLY, ELEGANTLY PRINTED with SCORES of FINE ILLUS¬ 
TRATIONS, and a BEAUTIFUL COLORED PLATE, usually of FLOWERS, in EVERY NUMBER. It is at least tho 
cheapest and handsomest Magazine in tho country. Price $1/25 a year; Five copies, $5.00. Spedmeu numbers 10 cents; 
3 trial copies for 25 cents. 

VICK’S FLORAL GUIDE for 1882 is an elegant book of 150 pages, a Colored Frontispiece of Flowers, and 1,000 
Illnstrutions of the choicest Flowers, Plants and Vegetables, and directions for growing. It is handsome enough for the 
Centre-Table or a Holiday Present. Send on your Name and Post-Office address, with 10 cents, and I will send you a 
copy, postago paid. I p nlish both an English and German Edition. 

VICK’S SEEDS ARE THE BEST IN THE WORLD. The FLORAL GUIDE will tell you how to get and grow them. 

VICK’S FLOWER AND VEGETABLE GARDEN, 175 Pages, six Colored Plates, ami 500 Engravings. 60 cents iu 
paper covers; $1.00 in elegant cloth. In German or EnglUh. JAMES VICK, Rochester, N. Y. 


Premium Engravings. 


It is the custom of “Peterson's Magazine,” as all its old subscribers know, to engrave, every year, a prkXium 
plate, in order to reward persons gottlng up clubs. These plates are executed in the highest stylo of art, at an original 
east of from ONE THOUSAND TO TWO THOUSAND DOLLARS. "Peterson” having kept up this 
practice for many years, has now an unrivalled selection of such engravings. These are now, as a groat kuhtesment, 
offered for Fifty Cents each, (postage paid by the publisherJ as follows: 


The Surrender of Cornwallis, .(27 inches by 20) 

Washington’s Adieu to His Generals, .(27 

Banyan on Tried, .(27 

Banyan in flail. . (27 

Washington’s First Interview with His Wife, .(24 

The Star of Bethlehem, .(24 

« Our Father Who Art in Heaven,” .(24 

Washington at Trenton, . (24 

Bessie’s Birth-Bay, . (24 

Christ Weeping over Jerusalem, .(84 

Angels of Christmas, .(24 

Not Lost but Gone Before, . (*♦ 

Christmas Morning, .'.(** 

Christ Blessing TAttle Children, . .(24 

Washington at Valley Forge, .(24 

Grandfather Tells of Yorktoum, . (** 

N, B.—Any reader of Out advertisement can have either of tkese engravings by remitting fifty cents, which is the mere ood tf 
printing and paper . Or five wiU be sent for two dollars . Always say which you wish. 
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Address, 


CHARLES J. PETERSON, 

No. 306 ChMtmt Street, PWttdelphh, h- 
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4mmS : 


PIAN OFORT ES. 

C3T IMPORTANT ! I ! J£3 

t*r \want it distinct 1 vunderstood that I am prepar¬ 
ed to offer to the public greater inducements to buy 

FIA30F0R7E3 F02 HOLIDAY PRESEITS tSan ever before. 

Why buyGrand.Square andUpri^ht Pianos and pay 


Price ONLY $222.75*3$ 

A “BEATTY’S PIANOFORTES, Magnificent 

• holiday present?; square grand pianoforte*, four very 
handsome round comers, rosewood com**, three unisons, 
Beatty’s matchless Iron frames, atool, bc« k, cover, box^l, 
*222.75 to K97.50 , catalogue prices. #sOO to *l,O</0, 
satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded, after one year’s 
u«" . upright Djanofortea $325 to $255. catalogue prices, 
$500 to #HOO. standard pianofortes or tin* universe, as 


"Where the cost comes in ; how a $297 50 Piano cost 
f IOOO through agents—profits of from $500 to $700 


made on a single sale. A $1000 Piano sold to one man 
for $800. to his neighbor, the same Piano precisely. 


for $950, to another for SAT). Ia th la j uat ? I have 
one price, no agents, roles are made direct, my cat- 


vs* . riau'iui puuiuiurtt^ ri *J|M UNlTIflbE, (U 

thousands testify; write for mammoth lust of testimonials 
Beatty*s cal>1 not organs, cathedral, church, cliapel, parlor, 
*80 upward} visitors welcome; free carriage meets ims 
w ngersi Illustrated catalogue (holiday edition) free.” 


alogue has no fictitious prices—ONE I 2ICS 70 ALL. 

VST Write for Catalogue, 

Address or call upon DANIEL F 


BEATTY, Washington, New Jersey 


An Elegant Gift 


DESCRIPTION OF ARTICLES -No. 1, a Kolld ColdPing, solitaire, French 
Diamond. No. 2, a^ollrl (.aid King, seven French Diamond*. No. 8, a Kolld Gold 
I King, three French Diamond*. No. 4, a Kolld Gold IUng, live French Diamond*. 

, No. 5, a Solid Gold TUrg. Ihreo French Dlnmond*. No. 8, a Gent’* Scarf 1 in, one 
French Diamond. Solid Gold setting < vre show In illustration hut aUut 1-4 the length 
of the Pin. No. 8, a Gentleman’s Bh'rt Stud, Solid (fold setting and spiral, rlnglo 
French Diamond. No. 7, a Pair of Lar Drop*. French Diamonds, Solid Gold f=et- 
[ tlngand Virus. I irRrmcnihcr, ait the above described p<*U urc SOLID GOLD. 

, Wo wish to caution you aga;:u;l the many firms who ore advertising cheap and woith- 
1 le*s jewelry Our go* Is aro Justus represented and if you are dls^atiriled after receiv¬ 
ing anything wo advertise Toiirrrnonejr will be refunded. Our price* for thenbove 
described article*, shlnp'ng ehnr~ea prepaid, to any address In thoUnited States, 
until March 31st, 1 '2. whl bo as follows: (provided, however, that when you order 
you trill cutout this advi-rtlvcmont and enclose m It h the money you hi«1 n*.) 
We will Stud either No. 1, 6, or8, upon receipt of or, upon receipt of 1*2.15, 

we wiilaend either No, 3. 5, or 7 ; or, uponrccrlpt c.f $2.00, wo will scud No.I or; 
upon rrcclpt of $2 85, wo will rend No. 2. Our object in offering a few styles or our 
Kolld Gold Jewelry at tho above nominal prices. Ls to Bocuro permanent customers 
for our other good*. We can only send u limited number of tLc;o goods at the prices 
named, and to pr toot ourselves again-1 jowolrrs and others ordering In quantities, 
we will insert this advert i:vvuent but one tlmo In this pajyer, hence, require you to 
cut ft out and tend to us, with your order, that we may know you nro entitled to the 
bcnelitof this offer. Kcrncmbcr, wo will not send more than two articles for each 
advertisement sent us. You ran make a se lection of any ©ms or tu o articles, and order 
them at above price, b t should you wish to rnnxhoso more, wo will furnish them at 
prices given In our cotolaguo w.iich we will mall you at tho tlmo wo forwnrd your 

E ixsda. »Ve could never make tho abovo offer unless wo felt sure that you would bo so 
•ghly pleased wPh our goods, that you will not only bccomo n regular customer 
yourself, but will Inl-jcneo your frl'-rids t<>purchase from us by showing tho beauti¬ 
ful Jewelry vo send you, nt tho tamo time exhibiting our catalogue to them, and 1m 
looking it ov. r, we know by c*rcriei.ee. ten chancos to ono they v 111 find aomethSng 
thoy want. The French Diamonds wo use os settings In our Kolld Gold Jewelry 
aro of our own importation*, they ore cut from tho v hlte*t stone, and exart propor¬ 
tions os the n&turc l gam; they aro very brilliant, and in fact wodefy anyone to detect 
them from tho ren 1 Diamond. I'J'If you •rdera ring wo will handb<*moiy eng "avo any 
Initial, name, motto or sentiment on tho inside without extra eharfje. To ascer-l 
tain the size ring you w ear, c.:t a slip of paper so os to just meet around yor.r finger 
and Bend to us; always *tate In you r order whatengmvlng you wi h. Cut 1 hi* adver¬ 
tisement out and send to u« before llorch 1.1*1, 1SS2 ,m* it will not appenr again. 
Send mone y by registered letter, money order, or draft. Por.tage Stamps taken. Ah 
to our reliability woaro well known throughoutthe U. R. oryoucan write to any Bonk 
or Express Co., or have your friends coil at our elegant salesrooms in this City. , 


Can now grasp a fortune. Outfit worth 

•H.N I S »10 free. KIDEOt’T & i O, f IO 
* ** Barcluy .Street, New York. 

iATEURS’ GUIDE • Exhibitions, Prac¬ 
tical Instruction*, 10 Tableaux, 6 Plays, for 25 cents. 
Dialogues, Exhibition Goods. Catalogues Free. 
Happy Hours Hazar, 2| Bookman fet., Y. 


JOSEPH WATSON, IS Murray Street, Now York, 


Beautiful Chromo. Cards, tho New Plctu 


ft f\ Beautiful Chromo.Carda, the New Picturesque, Bird A 
y '' Motto Series, no 2 alike, name on, 10c. always please. 
Anne Album of Samples, 25c. F.W. Austin, Fair llaron, Ct. 
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SCHOFIELD’S FATE1TT 

CAKE GRIDDLE 



The NEATEST and mos-. PRACTICAL thing ever 
seen. Pleases everybody. Every family wants one. No 
oneafter using will be without for many times its cost. 
ryThe Round Pons being hinged separately,each calm 
can bo turned into t-.e long pan a» soon as itisBufflcicnt- 
1.T do m on ono side.and the round pan returned ready for 
another cake. The Griddles are made of cast-iron ana 
weigh 4 lbs. Sample griddle by expre^ In shipping'box 
00c; by mail registered $1.25. POST AG E STAMPS 
TAKEN. Send for sample griddle and terms to agents: 
canvass your town right away, you will beaurpn^Jd at 
the great number of orders you will get. Address b. 
VANETTEN. Manrf’r. 203 LaSalle St., Cbicaro. 11L 

K Prize Puzzle or Word Hunt 

&3U IN GOLD Ushers of 1 * ‘ SEE DTDl E 

AND HARVEST,’* whibh is a now Illustrated Rural 
Magazine, for the best lists of words to be formed from the 
elovon letters composing its name. Send six cents for tho 
January number, which give* full particulars. Address 
SUED TIME AND HARVEST, La Plume, Lack’a Co., Pa. 


HEALTH PRESERVING, 

CORSET. 

SOMETHING ENTIRELY NEW. 

By a novel arrangement of fin® 
coiled wire springs, which yield 
readily to every movement of tlid 
wearer, thn most PERFECT 
FITTING and comfortable cor¬ 
set ever made is secured, 
la Approved b 7 tho Best Physicians, 
For sale by all leading dealers. 

- Lady Agents wanted. 

PR^E BY MAIL, $1 50. 

' L'frr>\/ Manufactured only by 

OR CHICAGO CORSET ca, Chicago, IL. 

MONEY REFUNDED TOY, HARMON A GO., New Haven,CU 

DTIJCiniJO For SOLDIERS, 

■ tIlVPSUriO widows, fathers, mothers or 
children. Thousnndsyetentitlcd. Pensions given 
for loss ' t finger.too.cyc or rupture,varicose veins 
or any Disease. Thousands of pensioners and 
soldiers entitled to INCREASE and BOUNTY. 
PATENTS procured for Inventors. Soldiers 
land warrants procured, bonghtand sold. Soldiers 
and heirs apply for your rights at once. Send 2 
stamps for ‘The Citizen-Soldier." and Pension 
and bounty laws blanks and instractions. We 
can refer to thousands of Pensioners and Clients. 

Address N. W. Fltzeorald & Co. Pevsiok & 
s. Lock ilox&Stl, Washington,«>. U. 



Vatknt Att’ys. 



Beautiful Chromo, Mot. 
ilLff to. Bevel, Gilt-Edge. In*- 
ported A- Hand Painted Floral Cardi, 
All ta* Utc»t& b* rtSlylc*,uo3 alSLe 10c. 
.•50 E,e * ant X*- 2 * ra fine board ]Cllt- 
v PvwFflnyn. Chromos, Fnn, Ivy- 
_ .VrenTh.GIlt Vuho of Bosch etc., ni me neatly 
printed In lanry-type 10c. 14 parks |1.00 AgenMI 
Ur ^ can mskfl 40 per-cent. Beautifully bound book of 
Samples 25c. Paxton Printing Co., NorthfordCt, 



How to Get Well, Keep Well and Live Long. 


DR. DANELSON’S COUNSELOR, WITII RECIPES, 

A TRUSTY GUIDE FOR THE FAMILY. An illustrated book of nearly 800 



- .~~ -workings Oi ww uinvuiu^.j ».-———...— . 

There are t57 pages on Hygiene, or the preservation of health. A chapter 
of Inestimable value. _ ,, 

The essay t n Marriage treats the subject historically, philosophically ana 
physiologically. It should be read by everybody. ,.. a 

600 pages present Medical Treatment, -with sensible and scienwflc motnoas 
of cure. All known diseases are described, and plain prescriptions aro 

given for their euro, with proper directions for home treatment. 

1 ho Recipes arc Indorsed by eminent physicians. Remedies aro aiway® 
given In a pleasant form and the reason for their u*e. It describes tho dccx. 
washes. Liniments, Sulvcs, Plasters, Infusions, Pills, Injections, fcprajs. 
Syrups, Tonies, etc., making it a manual for reference. 

It gives Recipes fXSflStfrt 

pimples, tetter, milk crust, salt rheum, dandruff, liver spots freekles , -B 
wormTooils, felons, carbuncles, corns, warts, bullions ingrowing aug, 
frost kite, bums, etc. For successfully treating pneumonia, diphtheria. 




COUNSEI/I 


" will be sent, post-pnia, ano xms opponuunj " i.fowlthln 
one to secure a volume of sound and practical literature, which may be the means of saving j our mmethods 
a month. The well should possess it in order to continue healthy, end learn by what ins.alousjn 
disease takes us when off our guard. Tho invalid will And every page of Interest, and many exac • 
point. Those wlthfainlly cannot afford to pass it by, for it ^rs written with especial . j. 

dally needs. Price, In Elegant Cloth binding, $2.50. L' •nther^.ibr:iry~Style J $3.00. Agents ;•* vnrk. 
Sample pages, contents, terms, free. Address, A,L. BUR^fjJ^JlWikkeri %7 I’urU FlncCf New x 
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ALUMINUM GOLD WATCHES. 

During the past year, wo have bad many enquiries for a Stem Winding and 
Stem setting Watch, Olio that could bo relied upon, sufficiently attraUllvo for 
o gentleman to carry r.u<! t hut we could sell at a price low enough to come within the 
reach of th<>so whose duties compel them to ciirry a correct time-keeper, 
but whose circumstances \t 111 not admit of their purchasing a liTgn priced watch. After 
going over the wholo field of American Manufacture and not finding a watch that 
wnuid “ Fill the IUll n w<' concluded to look over foreign markets.. A memberofour 
firm visited England, Frnnce, Germany and Switzerland. In the latter country, he 
found Just what we wanted; A STEM Wl N DINC V/ ATCH WITH FINE 

-- NjCKEL MOVEMENT, (equal to those put up In Gold Cases 

Id In this Country at $100 and $160.) By giving a large order, wo 
got the price reduced so that wo could use them In our trade. The next step 
was to find the right kind of case for the new watch. Armed with a letter of 
Introduction to Professor I.orschfield (the discoverer and only manufacturer 


JEWELED 

ana sold 


A $15 


WATCH 

FOR 


of tho celebrated metal known as Aluminum Cold,) an Interview was 
obtained. Specimens oftherm-tal werecxhlbltedand also numorous articles 
manufactured therefrom. Tho ITofessor also exhibited with much pride, 
two grand prize mcdalB awarded at tho International Expositions hold at 
Part**, for the marvelous rosemhlance of the metal to gold, and also for Its 
lasting brilliancy. The interview resulted In our giving an ordor for cases 
to be made lrom his Aluminum Cold. We nave them made both in 
roundaadmansard style and they are Elegantly Engraved or Engine Turned, 
and aro unsurpassed in beauty of workmanship. The Watches 
are manufactured of tho best material, and finished by skill¬ 
ed hand labor, and are only equaled by watches costing ten 
times as much. They aro perfect time-keepers and fully 
guaranteed, and that they aro in every respect os represent¬ 
ed, the thousands of testimonials recelvod from our custom¬ 
ers amply attest. Prlco of Sample Watch by Registered 
mail, SI 5.00. Wo will send tho abovo watch to any person 
who orders with the Intention of acting as agent, or who will 
recommend It to his friends, on receipt of $ | 0 . 00 , 

Gentlemen:—'Tho Aluminum Gold Watch I purchased from your firm 
throo months ago still retains Its color os brilliant as when first received. 
I have delayed sending my second order because I wished to test tho mo 
tal. I can now conscientiously recommend them. Enclosed find I1C.00 for 
lu Watch, same as the first. Yours Respectfully, 

41. M. Watts, liawthorn, Fla., Nov. 2d, 1881. 

Gentir:—'The second lot of $10.00 Aluminum Gold Watches wore recelvod all right 
Enclosed find P. O. Money Order for five more of the Stem Wind Aluminum Gold 
Watches, and other watches and goods from your Catalogue, as per ordor enclosed. 
Please forward at once and obligo, Respectfully Yours, Goorgo P. Wilson, Grand Forks, Dakota, Oct., 80th 1881. 


ono moro Aluminum Gold 


Gentlemen >—The Aluminum Gold Stem Wind Watdh I purchased from jour firm Is as g 


>od a time-keeper as I ever saw. 
f your Stem Winding Coin Silver Watches and oblige 
0. A. Walker. Eastman, Ga., September 18th, 1881. 
Letter. We will send the watch C. O. D. If Two Dollars la tent 
hen the watch is delivered. Let os bear from you with an order. 

WORLD MANUFACTURING CO.. 188 Naaian Street. New York. 


Enclosed find P. O. Money Order for $16.00, for whlch'semTmoone of" your litem Winding 

Bond... 

on account, the balance can 


REVOLUTION 


PRICE8. II.60S. 

8. library books 
for 6 cents each* 
•1.50 temperance 
books for 6. ents 
each. 25c pkgs. reward cards for 10c.. 3 for 25c. fi.50 
holiday books for 10c. Teachers' library of 12 books for 
•l—worth $15; single b oks 10c. e oh. Als > fall line H. 

8. banners, pledge rolls. Hand of Hopecertift cates, chro- 
moe, wall mottoes, etc., at prices that will astonish. 
Testament* at 6c. and upwards. Most complete teach¬ 
ers* Bible* only $1.30. See adr religious press. Gats- 

!si3&«3Ss& DAVID C. COOK, 

_ i« gaLoT8^.:cSlS SS ^ , 

Bfl i L If lour Linen. Clark’s Indollblo Poncils 

IVI u\. IV aud Ink. Sold at all stationers. 


GARFIELD ENGRAVING. 


SIZE, 19X24. 

FREE! FREE ! FREE! 

To every reader of this magazine, upon receipt of three 
cent stamp to pay postage. Address, 

E. G. RIDEOUT & CO., 

10 Barclay Street, New York. 

SPLENDID PREMIUMS for 1882 

- The now premium 

engraving for “ Peterson’s Magazine," to be sent to 
persons forgetting up clube, for 1882, is entitled, K Hush I 
Don’t Wake Them," and is of the sizo of 20 inohes by 16. 
No more beautiful, or cultured, ornament, to bo framed, and 
hung on the parlor wall, could be desired. It Is a work of 
real art, and a copy should be had by every family. 

Or, 1m place of this beautiful engraving, “Peterson" will 
give, for a Premium, a handsome Photoobaph Album. 
This offer is asade In consequence of the popularity of the 
Quatio Illnstrated Album, which was one of the premiums 
for 1881. The Photograph Album will t*e even more desir- 
shle. It will be bound in featberetta, embossed and gilt; 
and will contain places for twenty-four photographs, of the 
•vis de ritite Mae, or, for the larger olfcbe, oven more. 


THE ORGUINETTE 



AND CABINETTO 


The Most Wonderful Music Pro¬ 
ducing Instruments in 
the World. 


FLAY EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POFULAR. 


Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Heed Organs may all bo 
seen operating mechanically as Orguinettes, Musical Cabi¬ 
nets, and Oabinettos, at the most novel and Interesting 
MuMc Warerooma in the world. 


PRICK, $$-$$•; URfil INSTRUIWTS, $6S-$2,000. 


No. 831 BROADWAY, 

Between 12th and 13th Stroota. NSW TOOK. 


THE IECHAIICAL ORGUHETTE CO., 

Bole Manufacturers and Patentees. 

OALL AND 811 THEM, OR 8END FOR CIRCULAR. 


Digitized by- 
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ORGANS AND PIANOS. 

188ljBgai«MM1882. 



New Style 
No. 2023 

297.50 

INCLUDING tLtUANT COVER. STOOL, BOOK& MUSIC. 

THIS SQUARE GRAND PIANO Now Style No. 2023 has all modern improvements. Mag¬ 
nificent Hoamroo'l Case 9 $ Unisons In Treble, 7H Octaves. Allround Corners, Carved Logs and Lyre; 
Heavy Serpentine Moulding, baclc and front finished alike. He tty's Best Iron tVame, Improved 
froft Orerstrung & ss, Agraffes, French Grand Action, Double Capped Hammers. 

-'v Length, 7jt. Width, 3 ft. 6 1ns: Weight abo ut tO OO lbs. 

HOLIDAY OFFERS, Now is your time to order PTANOS and ORGANS, 
flavin* largely Increased niv facilities for manufacturing, my Holiday Offers for 1S81-2 


are decidedly the lowest I have over made. Send for lull particulars. Special Low 
Trices given on one hundred different instrument*. ORGAN'S, $.10 to $ 1080 , 2 to 32 
Stops. Have yon seen t *BEATTY , 8 BEST” PARLOR ORGAN l It is a magnificent 
. Instrument, price, only $107,75: "BEATTY’S BEST CHAPEL ORGANS. *07.75; 
|The "LONDON,” IS Stops. 5 full sets Reeds, only $05; THE "PARIS” now offered for 
$85. Other desirable new styles Now Reach* PIANOS, Grand, Square and Upright. 
$195 to $1,000. Every instrument is fully warranted. Satistaction guaranteed 
%r Money refun ded , at ter the Instrument has b een in use a year. Nothing can H*» 

fairer Umn 3E3f c> -'C"r 7 - tO OrdCT. 

REMIT by POST OFFICE MONEY ORDER. Bank Draft, Registered Letter or by 
F.xprese Prepaid. Money refunded and freight charges paid both ways by mo if not 

f as re pro ten tod. g-^“Beatty> are the BEST.”-4Tt 

VVSITOltA ARtf ALWAYS WELCOME, a free Coach with polite 
attendant meets all train** If vou cannot call, be pure t o write for Catalogue before buying elsewhere. 

Address or c*U upon DANIEL F. BEATTY, Washington, New Jersey. 


Y 


ATTTJ AT AMP Finely printed in Fancy Type on 
vUA iliililu f>o all Now Stylo Chromo Cards 
(no two alike!, 10 eta., or 25 Extra I*argo Chromo Cards 
(no two alike), 1<> eta. Agent’s I.arg« Samp!oBook,40c. 
35 Fnn Cards, 10c. Clinton Bros.. Clintonville, Conn. 


JAA WADQTUH Crosa-Stttch Patterns for 25 

1UU IlUilOl nu cents. A Book of 100 Patterns fur 
WORSTED WORK, etc.: Border*.. Comers, Pansies, Loses, 
Binls, Deer, Elephant, Stork, Comic Designs, 8 Alphabets, 
etc. 25c. each. 8 Itooks, $1. J. F. Inoa i.ls, Lynn, Maas. 



THE IMPROVED COMFORT CORSET. 


-NO BONES TO BREAK.- 

Ladies once fitted with thin Corset will wear no other. Be suro and the COMFORT 
CORSET. Do not bo put off with uuother kind of Corset. 

Stylish aud tasty nau French Corset, yet combining easoand cemfort with eleganceand shape. 

In tho plax’O of bones aro inserted continuous rows of a very stiff Cord, which gives all 
the supjxtrt of bones, with the advantage of yielding to every movement of the form, 
and of being washed without changing the fitness of tho garment. , . 

The whole burden of tho clothes is transferee to that jmrt of the shoulders best adnptea i 
sustain their weight; supporting everything withoutthe least inconvenience, and almost without 
the wearer’s consciousness, and realizing the name wo give to the garment—making it in very 
truth A COMFORT CORSKT. 

Two measurement* required. Send for Circular with Rules for Measurement and Price Last. 

Also children’s waists on the samo principle. 

Manufactured and for Sale by the 

BOSTON COMFORT CORSET COMPANY, 


76 CHAUKCY STREET, Bouton, Mass. 


Also for Sale by tho Leading Dry Goods 
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C’HTfjpRKN’S FASHIONS FOR FEBRUARY. 
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J; I! HEY eat at their homely meal, the 
widow and her young Bon. It con¬ 
sisted of a cup of tea, and some 
bread, but no butter even. Fate had gone hard 
with them. They were at their last penny. 
M What will become of us,” the widow said to 
herself, “ heaven only knows.” 

It was winter, and one of the severest known 
for years; and the times were exceptionally 
hard. The country had not yet recovered from 
the great financial crisis of ’73. Wages were 
low, and there was little to do, even at that. 
Hundreds of those, who had once thought them¬ 
selves rich, were impoverished; the more fortu¬ 
nate, who had saved something, were forced to 
economize; the poor were starving; and among 
the poor, the very poor, was Mrs. Ashcroft. 


She was a pale, overworked woman, still 
wearing a widow’s cap, though her husband had 
been dead for more than three winters. She had 
traces of beauty left, notwithstanding her sorrow, 
i her penury, and her mourning. There are 
! women, now and then, whose hearts and faces 
are proof against the wear and tear of time; 
they seem never to lose the tender freshness of 
their youth ; and Mrs. Ashcroft was one of them. 
It was in her nature to rise against fate, and to 
be young and happy. After all, age does net 
consist in years: it is the affections that make us 
young; and, in Bpite of all her tribulations, 
Mrs. Ashcroft was still young and beautiful, 
even under her disfiguring widow’s cap. 

Mr. Ashcroft had been wealthy when he mar¬ 
ried her. But only a few months before his 
death, reverses had come upon him, as upon so 
many in *73. When she followed him to his 
grave, her sorrow was embittered by the knowl¬ 
edge that she and her little ones were penniless. 
Tut her fortitude, her Christian trust, did not 
desert her. She left her luxurious city home, 
and sought an humble cottage, on the outskirts of 
a distant village, where she supported herself by 
fancy sewing, embroidery, and other accom¬ 
plishments, which she had learned in happier 
days. But it was only a scanty support, at 
best; and often it failed her. It had failed her 
now. For weeks, she had scarcely had anything 
to do; the little she had saved had melted away ; 
and now she was face to face with starvation. 

Her marriage had been one of esteem, not one 
of “ first love.” She had been engaged, at one 
time, to a young man, handsome, ardent, and 
generous, with whom she had become acquainted 
under romantic circumstances. Afterwards, she 
could scarcely remember how, the cause seemed 
so trivial, a misunderstanding had arisen. Her 
lover was exacting; perhaps, the least bit inclined 
to jealousy ; and she was proud and sensitive. 
So the “little rift” had widened imperceptibly, 
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“THE WIDOW’S CRUSE.” 


until, one day, in a fit of pique and anger, he ' 
had said, “ Perhaps, I had better release you : I • 
don’t wish to hold you to a promise which you > 
seem to repent.” And she, all her woman’s 
pride up in arms, had answered, “ Thanks! : 
You only anticipate me: we shall both be hap-; 
pier, if we part.” 

She soon repented of her folly; she felt that 
her heart was breaking; and she would have 
sent for her lover again. But her uncle, who ■ 
had other views for her, interposed. i 

“You surely would not stoop,” he said, “to 
such an unwomanly act? Why, your lover has 
already consoled himself with another.” 


That was enough. She made no further effort 
to undo what was done; but bore her heartache 
in silence. She never knew, or even dreamed, 
that her lover, loyal and fond as herself, bitterly 
repenting of his hasty words, had sent letter 
after letter to her, which her uncle had returned 
unopened. 

Her cottage, though of but one story, and ex¬ 
ceedingly diminutive, was, in summer, quite 
pretty. There were beds of flowering poppies 
and purple heart’s-ease,. in the green yard; and 
pots of heliotrope and mignonette stood on the 
little, movable shelf, outside of the window. 
The house, too, was scrupulously clean. Nor 



was there any appearance of squalor and poverty 
about the outside, even now, in winter. Mrs. 
Ashcroft was too refined for that. But the 
flowers were gone from the window-sills; the 
poppies no longer bloomed; the tree, by the 
gate, whose shade was so pleasant in summer¬ 
time, was leafless; and the snow half buried the 
low roof, weighed down the firs, and covered the 
tiny garden in its chilly mantle of white. 

Her little son, who had shared her meal, the 
elder sister having gone to put the youngest to 
bed. was wise, poor boy ! beyond his years, as 


; the children of the poor so often are. He had, 

> days before, divined the straits to which they 
had come, and had been debating with himself 
; how to assist his mother. He had finally formed 
I a bold resolution. It was near Christmas time, 
and the main street of the village, he knew, was, 

! at this season, thronged of evenings. Why not 
go there, and beg, for once, at least? He wa* 
not generally known ; he had an old Scotch cap, 
that would disguise him : degrading as it was ti 
solicit alms, it was better than to starve. If it 
had been only himself that was to starve, he 
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“TUE WIDOW'S CRU8E.” 



more and more of this ; so that, after hesitating a 
moment, she stopped, and said to the lad: 

“ My child, does your mother know you are 
oat begging ? Come, be honest; it shall not hurt 
you. What is her name?” 

44 Her name is Ashcroft.” he stammered, with 
a palpitating heart. 44 But, oh ! don’t be angry 
with me. Don’t say you won’t help me. We 
ore starving. Only, don’t tell, and don’t go in. 
Mother would die, rather than beg.” 

44 Ashcroft?” she cried; and she seized the 
child’s arm. 44 Did you live, once, in Balti¬ 
more? Was your mother’s name, before she 
married, Hnrdinge ?” 

44 Yes,” said the boy, drawing close to her, and 

speaking in a whisper. “And I’m sure mother 
knows that gentleman. She has his picture. She 
keeps it in the bottom of the blue chest; and one 
night, she kissed it, and cried over it. I saw 
her. It must be him: there can’t be two so 


him 

to-u 


much alike.” And he looked back, over his 
shouder, toward Captain Ogilvie. 

“Child,” said his hearer, “where is your 
father? Why don’t he take care of you and 
your mother?” 

“ Father’s dead,” said the boy, in an awed 
whisper. 44 He’s been dead these three years; and 
he died poor, you know. That’s why mother 
has to sew for a living, and can’t get work enough 
to live on, even of that kind. Oh! dear, dear 
lady, do help her, and Qod will help you, may be, 
some time.” 

Miss Ogilvie drew her breath hard. She knevr 
the romance of her brother’s life. She had also 
known Mrs. Ashcroft in other days, and had 

always believed her more sinned against than 
sinning. Instinctively, she shrank from going 
in, under these circumstances. “ Jack will be a 
better messenger, to-morrow,” she said, to her¬ 
self. "Truly, the ways of Providence are past 
finding out.” 

She turned to the lad. 

“ I will do os you wish,” she said. 44 1 will 
not go in. But here is some money,” giving 
i five dollar bank-note. “ Keep that till 
rrow. If you don’t hear from me, you can 
spend it in time for 
your dinner; but wait 
awhile, und perhaps 
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I’ll bring you even better news.’* With these 
words, she was gone. 

The next day, alter another cup of tea and a 
dry crust, Mrs. Ashcroft ftat down to her work. 
The room, in spite of its general poverty, had an 
air of refinement, still. Elsie, the daughter, 
who was trying to learn to draw, was at work at 
a table near her mother; and Harry was stand¬ 
ing by a chair, wondering if the time had not 
almost arrived to tell of his adventure of the 
night before, and burning to display his five 
dollar note, which assured them of a good din¬ 
ner, at least, if not of many. Suddenly, there 
was a knock at the door. 

“ Come in,” said the widow, going on with her 
stitching, thinking it some poor neighbor. 

But when the door swung back; and a tall 
figure entered, that she knew well, even after 
all the lapse of years, she started hurriedly to 
her feet. 

The intruder came quickly forward, holding 
out his hand. Mrs. Ashcroft trembled so that 
she had to lay one hand on her chair for support. 

“ Therese!” 

“Oh! Jack.” 

That was their meeting, afteT that dreary waste 
of years; and then their hands clasped. Miss 
Ogilvie, as the reader doubtless has suspected, 
had gone home and told her brother all. 


Then they both eat down. Mrs. Ashcroft 
could only motion her visitor to a chair, and her¬ 
self nervously resumed her sewing. Her little 
daughter, meantime, quietly put away her draw¬ 
ings, and motioned for her brother to follow her 
from the room. Then Captain Ogilvie found 
words, and explained all. At the end, he took 
the widow’s hands, and said: 

“ Tell me, if everything had gone right, in the 
long ago, would you have been happier with me, 
Therese?” 

Her lips quivered, and she looked wistfully up 
at him. “ My husband was good to me,” she said, 
softly; “ and I tried to do my duty: but I have 
never ceased to regret that foolish parting, Jack. 
I think, now, that the fault was all mine; and I 
scarcely deserve that you should come back to 
me, with your dear, faithful love, in my present 
hour of trial.” 

“ I deserve it, then, if you don’t,” he answered, 
softly. “I’ve lived all these years for your sake. 
Yesterday, my life was without an aim, or an 
object; and now—I am the happiest man the 
world holds. God bless your little boy. God 
bless my sister. Without them, after all, we 
might never have met. My darling, all toil and 
trial are over, for you and your children. We 
missed our springtime, Therese; but our Indian 
summer shall be all the brighter for it” 


MY VALENTINE. 
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As I went down my garden, 
Before the dew was dry, 
Along the road to Harden, 

A lovely laae came by. 

Her cheek waa rosy, rosy— 
Bine, blue her eye; 

1 offered Mar a poey, 
i And ahe did not deny. 

Pansy, pansy— 

Yellow, white, and bine; 
She has won ihy fancy, 

Par away with yon. 


At long last I found her, 

Alone in a wood; 

With linnets warbling round her. 
Would do your heart good. 

Her cheek no more was ropy, 
With woe her eyes were wet ; 
And to her lips a poey 
Of faded flowers was set 
Pansy, pansy— 

Yellow, white, and blue; 
Have I won her fancy, 

She so favors you ? 


So much I mused about her, 

I could not sleep o* night, 
And one month without her 
Left me weak and white; 
Till lily-o’-the-valley, 

Her leaves did decline; 

And forth I must sally, 

To seek my Valentine. 
Pansy, pansy— 

Yellow, white, and blue; 
She has won my fancy, 

Far away with you. ' 
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Toward her I hasted, 

- And told my loving tale. 

She saw my’fbrm was wasted. 

She saw my cheek was pale; 
And blushing rosy, rdiy, 

She sighed in my ear, 

“The day I took your posy. 

You tbok my heartVeaee, dean” 
Pansy, pansy— 

Wherever I go, 

You shall be my fancy, 

Of all the flowers that blow. 
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Everyone pitied the Broomes, because they 
were going to live in the country. Some horrid 
bank or railroad had given out, and swallowed 
up half of their moderate income; and nothing 
was left to them, as aunt Jane sagely remarked, 
but to “cut their garment according to their 
cloth.” 

Sage remarks were aunt Jane’s strong point. 
In these, and in giving advice unasked, she was 
positively lavish. She did not offer any prac¬ 
tical assistance to her relatives—not she; but she 
advised them to go into the country: and when 
it was quite settled that they were to go, she said, 
spitefully, to her sister-in-law : 

“ Mark my words, Ellen: Every one of those 
girls is sure to die an old maid, in that out-of? 
the-way place P* 

“ Let us hope that they will at least live old 
maids,” replied the mother, cheerfully: “celi¬ 
bacy not being necessarily fatal to life.” 

“ Yes,” said Elizabeth, the eldest daughter, to 
her intimate friend, Louie Burgess, “ we are 
going to live at Mullen avenue, a horrid plnce, I 
think; and the house is not old enough or re¬ 
tired enough to be picturesque, nor anything else 
that one wants. But then, what can you expect for 
two hundred dollars a year? You can fancy 
a yellowish strip of country road, fringed with 
painfully young trees on either side; five diminu¬ 
tive attempts at villas behind each row of trees; 
and a general glare and barrenness of aspect per¬ 
vading everything.” 

The girls bravely made the best of it, however. 
To be sure, the idiot who projected Mullen avenue 
—a “ self-made ” man, with more money than he 
knew what to do with—had spoiled a really 
picturesque bit of wilderness, to make this ugly 
settlement, and call it by his own ugly name; 
but the far-off views were pretty; and it is as¬ 
tonishing what wonderful effect-scan be produced, 
even in an unpromising house, by the exercise 
of taste and dexterity. 

The Broomes had plenty of these qualities: 
Elizabeth was a born artist, though she neither 
handled pencil nor brush; Bora was a perfect 
housekeeper and Cook, and withal, a very pretty 
girl; Adeline was a practical gardener, and a 
most successful florist; while Frank, the young¬ 
est, was as yet a troublesome school-girl, and 
somewhat incorrigible hoyden. 

( 122 ) 


There was no Mr. Broome. Five years be- 
; fore, he had died peacefully in his comfortable 
city home, owing no man anything, and leaving 
his family more than respectably provided for. 
But the very investment, on which he had most 
confidently relied, proved the broken reed of all; 
aud caused the hegira from city quarters and 
conveniences, to the barrenness of Mullen avenue. 

“ That horrid house of Mr. Mullen’s, our land¬ 
lord, rouses my indignation,” said Dora, vin¬ 
dictively, “ every time I see it. What an 
abomination it is, to be sure! Worse, if possi¬ 
ble, than the avenue.”. 

She and her elder sister were taking the usual 
daily walk to the post-office; and they were ap¬ 
proaching the house in question: a huge expanse 
of light-colored stone, innocent of shade, but with 
various statues, in lieu of trees, dotted over the 
bare lawn. The statues looked bare, too; and 
it quite made one shiver, of a cool day, to see 
the poor things. They were very dear to the 
heart of Timothy Mullen, Esq., however, because 
they seemed to him to express wealth and taste. 

His wife wore checked aprons, and lived 
principally in the kitchen; but the couple had a 
son, who was not cut after their pattern at all. 
This youth, *fco was both well-looking and well- 
behaved, was now gazing admiringly after the 
graceful apparition of Elizabeth Broome, as she 
passed with her sister, himself unseen; and he 
then and there resolved that the merest shred of 
an excuse should serve for a call upon the new¬ 
comers. 

Being a man, however, he was naturally slow 
where ingenuity and fijuese were -required; and 
before he had succeeded in manufacturing a 
respectable excuse for presenting himself at 
Wisteria cottage—there really was a plant of that 
name at one end of *he piazza—Miss Broome 
herself appeared at*Mr. Mullen’s. 

Not that she voluntarily perpetrated so un- 
maidenly an act as that of calling upon a young 
gentleman. But when a distressed family un¬ 
expectedly find themselves with three or four 
feet of water in the cellar, decisive measures for 
relief are the first consideration. So, Elizabeth, 
embodying, as it were, in her own pretty person, 
the energy of the whole family, set forth, with 
her head rather high in the air, to complain to 
their landlord. 
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Mr. Mullen, however, was absent on a jour¬ 
ney; but, in his stead, appeared his son; and 
asked if he could be of use in his father’s stead. 

Elizabeth blushed with surprise and vexation, 
and the blush was wonderfully becoming. Ral¬ 
lying, however, she favored the young gentleman 
with as dry and practical an account of their con¬ 
dition, at the cottage, as a lawyer could have 
done. Mr. Mullen, junior, listened with praise¬ 
worthy gravity. He was not only a very nice 
fellow, but one of those fortunate individuals, 
who, without saying or doing anything in partic¬ 
ular, always convey the impression of being 
perfectly well-mannered and uncommonly agree¬ 
able. His business was civil engineering, in 
which he had just finished his course of study; 
and he was now at home, on a visit, prior to his 
departure on a six months’ trip. 

“ I flatter myself, Miss Broome, that I under¬ 
stand these things pretty well,” he said, speaking 
of the inundated cellar; “ and if you will kindly 
allow me, 1 will examine the damage done, at 
once. Allow me, also, the privilege of driving 
you home, as the sun is quite hot, and I pass 
directly by the house, on my way to N- 

There was no earthly season why he should go 

to N-; but this happened to be the most 

convenient thing to say, and gave an air of 
respectability to his proposal, which could not 
be gainsayed. 

So, with a somewhat queer feeling, Elizabeth 
found herself committed to a ttU-a-tite drive, 
with a young gentleman, whom she had never 
seen before; and who evidently considered the 
beast before them a dangerous creature, if allowed 
to get beyond a snail’s pace. The young lady 
laughed appreciatively at some witty remarks of 
her companion, and stole an occasional glance at 
the fine gray eyes, that flashed forth from the 
shade of the wide-awake hat; but the pleasant 
little journey had to come to an end, at last, as 
all pleasant journeys do; and fonr anxious female 
fcces met them on the piazza, wondering what 
had happened now. 

Mrs. Broome immediately decided that “old 
Mullen’* had promptly sent a young carpenter 
or mason to repair the cellar, and conducted 
Elisabeth’s companion there forthwith. The 
young man saw the mistake, and thoroughly 
enjoyed it, poking Among the bricks and mor¬ 
tar as knowingly as if he had been a mason in 
reality. 

“We are neighbors,” said he; at last, some¬ 
what to Mrs. Broome’s consternation; “and a 
household of ladies is an appeal to every man’s 
helpfulness. I am sure that pay father would 
wish to do all in his power to have this bungling 


work repaired, and I will send up the proper 
workmen at once.” 

He was as good as his word. He even called, 
next day, to see how things were progressing, 
bringing a lovely bouquet, and an invitation for 
Miss Broome to accompany him on a drive, in 
search tf a wonderful butter-woman, whom her 
mother was anxious to engage. 

The errand was quite practical, you see; but 
the drive was pleasant, all the same. Only, 
Mrs. Okra, the lady engaged in butter pursuits, 
rather bluntly asked them if they were going to 
make a match of it. 

“ Not to-day,” replied Granville Mullen, with 
, a look of enjoyment; and Elizabeth was forced to 
J laugh, in spite of herself, at the woman’s puzzled 

( expression. 

Our heroine was decidedly embarrassed, though, 
during the remainder of the drive; and she be- 
; gan to think that she and Granville Mullen 
| were getting entirely too friendly; at least, on 
so short an acquaintance. She must, Bomehow, 
she said to herself, put a stop to it; for it would 
never do to continue driving around the country, 
with him, in this way. 

But this was easier said than done. Young 
Mr. Mullen seemed to have taken the whole fam¬ 
ily on his shoulders, and made himself invaluable 
to them all; and by the time that Louie Burgess, a 
school-mate of Dora’s, arrived, on a visit, she found 
him established on a familiar footing. He was 
always available for driving, lawn tennis, and 
the other mild country dissipations that were 
possible; he was quite equal, iu fact, to a 
brother; but Louie, being a young lady of 
discernment, did not consider his regard for 
Elizabeth at all of a brotherly nature. Eliza¬ 
beth, however, flared up, whenever she was 
teased about him. “ Wfiat,” she cried, “ marry 
a Mullen ? The name is enough.” 

Louie, herself, was one of those unfortunate 
people who are always having accidents. The 
very day after she came, she was helping to 
: nail up some window-curtains, when she slipped, 
lost her balance, and fell from the chair she was 
standing on. 

She laughed merrily, at first; but, attempting 
to rise, she was obliged to sink back again. A 
bodly-epitoined ankle was no laughing matter; 
and soihebody started at once for the respectable 
elderly doctor, who ministered to the ills of 
Mullen avenue, “and parts adjacent.” The 
worthy man* however, was not to be found; and 
Granville Mullen 4*ove at a furious pace for his 
college friend, Doctor Sathw&he, who lived about 
five miles off. 

Doctor Sathw&ite had a fine figure, and dark, 
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laughing eyes; and poor Louie felt it to be hard j 
linos, indeed, that her foot, the least pretty thing j 
about her, should be the particular member se- j 
lected for the attentions of this handsome young j 
physician. 

Dora, with her prettily waved hair, lovely » 
complexion, and dainty hands and feet, made a \ 
charming little nurse; and plied the invalid, j 
faithfully, with various appetizing messes, coo- , 
ing over her the while, and sympathizing with j 
her, in a very sweet way; until Doctor Sathwaite ! 
savagely wished that it was aha who had got the 
sprained ankle: and had his fate and wishes j 
agreed, it would probably have been the most 
tedious case of the kind on record. \ 

It. was slow enough, as it was ; and Dora found , 
that the next best thing to a sprained ankle of j 
one’s own, is to have a friend with one. Various \ 
little attentions were lavished on Miss Burgess, > 
that they might be duplicated for Dora; and the \ 
drives were managed with a reprehensible disre- j 
gard for plausibility. Taking Louie on a very > 
short one, her medical adviser would carefully \ 
restore her to her cushions, some time before she ) 
desired it; then ho would pick up Dora, for an j 
endless round, to keep the wild-rose cheeks, as ’ 
he said, from being dimmed by indoor confine- I 
ment. “I don’t wish,” he gravely remarked^ I 
*• to have nurse and patient on my hands, at J 
once, you know.” { 

“ It is a little tough, I think,” groaned Louie, J 
one day, “to sprain my ankle, for another girl’s < 
benefit.” ] 

“You must be light-headed,” rejoined Dora, ’ 

wkh a crimsoned face. “ Do stop talking, till j 
you can talk sense!” \ 

Dora tried to look unconscious, as she fastened 
a rose in her bright hair. But the doctor’s step, ; 
at that moment, was heard on the stairs; and she ! 
darted from the room, muttering something about 
wishing to qppsult her mother, as to dinner. 1 

“This mtfftt be a very bad sprain of yours, j 
dear,” said good Mrs. Broome, that evening, to 
Louie. “ I had no idea that a doctor ever came, 
every day, to look after a matter like that.” 

There came a day, at last, when Mrs. Broome’s 
eyes were opened ; and after the fashion of people 
generally, she wondered that she could have been 
so blind. No objection could possibly be made to 
Doctor Sathwaite, and Dora was the first one of the 
family promoted to the dignity of being engnged. 

Not long after this, Adeline’s gardening pro¬ 
pensities brought her into danger, also. Adeline 
was a picturesque-looking girl; and seen under 
the advantages of a most becoming straw hat, 
handling her rake in a graceful fashion, she was a 
refined edition of Maud MUller; and Judge Ark 


passed and repassed in his carriage, and cast 
admiring glances at her. In the end, Adeline 
Broome, whom he might have passed unnoticed 
at city gatherings, was carried off triumphantly 
from the pasteboard villas of Mullen avenue, to 
“ dwell in marble halls.” 

But Elizabeth, though she professed to like 
young Mullen well enough as a friend, still t 
laughed at the idea of accepting him as a lovci | 
“ Mullens are too common,” she would say, 
saucily; “ you find them at every roadside.” 
“ Yes, but there are Mullens, and Mullens, my 
dear,” retorted Dora. “So, take care!” The 
only answer, however, was a saucy toss of the 
head, and the old reply, “ What 1 marry a 
Mullen ?” 

At last, came a day, when Elizabeth and Gran¬ 
ville were out, on the neighboring river, rowing. 
It had been one of those divine days, in summer, 
which come only once or twice in a lifetime. 
Somehow, Elizabeth, for once, forgot her scorn. 
The sky, the water, the gentle breeze, the trees 
overhanging the banks—everything, was poetical, 
romantic, imaginative, different from common 
life. They gathered water-lilies, and other 
aquatic plants; loaded the boat down with 
them: decked the sides with them. Granville 
repeated poetry; she sang tender songs; and 
the plash of the oars kept time in unison. All 
things became glorified. Her pulses beat fast. 
She could no longer frankly meet her companion’s 
eyes. She felt the color flushing her cheek. 
Then, before she knew it, the boat had stopped; 
tor Granville had ceased rowing. Unconsciously, 
his oars had caught in the thick network of 
aquatic plants, through which they were pushing; 
and instead of seeking to disengage them, he 
seemed to take it as a hint: and leaning forward, 
lie stole his arm around Elizabeth’s waist. What 
he said, he never could remember, nor could she. 
Only, as he laughingly answered, whenever ques¬ 
tioned, “ I was fast caught, you see.” 

“ I have only you left, now, Frank,” said her 
mother, sadly, after this last engagement became 
known. 

“ Y r ou won’t have her long,” returned aunt 
Jane, “ with three such houses as she has to visit 
at. And I really think, Ellen, that, all things 
considered, you have done remarkably well.” 

“ It” remonstrated Mrs. Broome. “ I have 
not done anything, and would have prevented 
most of it, if I could.” 

“ Remarkably well,” pursued aunt Jane, calm¬ 
ly. “ Moving into the country has proved to be the 
very best step you could have taken. To be sure, 
the Mullens haven’t a drop of decent blood in their 
veinB; but they have money. Young country 
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doctors are as poor as church-mice; but Sath- 
waite is a bright fellow, and will make his way. 
As for Judge Ark, although not particularly 
agreeable as a prospective relation-in-law, (to tell 


the truth, I can’t bear tlje man,) he is certainly an 
unexceptionable parti .” 

And with this closing benediction, aunt Jane 
retired. 


JOHN’S C’RI 

BT M. a. MCCLELLAND, AUTHOR 


Dxar Mammy: 

I biu ponderatin’ now fo’ quite a spell, 

Ton do ’cessity of ’formin' you dat I is mighty well. 

So I take my pen in ban’, to-day, to ’municata de fac* 

Dat I'se feel in’ jus' as lively as a spider in u crack, 

A-settin' safe an' easy, an’ a-grinnin’ iu de gloom, 

Wliar ole trouble can't git at liim wid de longest han’el broom. 
I feel so mighty sot up, dat I dunno what to do, 

To eepreas my pleasure properly to daddy an’ to you. 

So I'll put do question legally, an’ “sum it up,” I b’lieve, 

By informin’ you, do writer’s gvcine be married C'riemu» Eve . 

Yah! yah! I ’spec’ my ’telllgenc© is took yon by surprise; 
But when you sees de lady, den you’ll open bof ’ yo’ eyes. 
’Kase she's lubly os de morniu*, an’ her linerments do shine, 
An’ her ha’r curl like de tindrcls ob de wuter-million vine. 
Ilcr eyes is dat provokin’, an’ her figger is so trim, 

Dat a man’s heart 'gins a-thumpin', ebery time she look at 
him. 

An’ ile way I got dis jewel, is bekase I wtis bo smart, 

Dat I beat another feller, do’ he liod de bestest start. 

Miss Yiuy Small, ob Pinch-Neck, is a mighty belle, you see; 
Bekase she’s young an’ bootiful, an’ smart as she kin be. 

An’ she bab a heap o’ lubbors, ’mong de boys about de town, 
But de ones de mos’ in yearnest, was myself an’ Parson 
Brown. 

Yon kin bet yo’ life dat parson thought hisself a miglity man, 
An a bright an’ shinin’ 'zample to de people in de lan’, 

De President, an’ Goberment, an’ Jedges nil aroun’, 

I tell you wa’nt a sarkumstance ’longside o’ Parson Brown. 
I didn’t think no big things ob dat minister myself; 

He thought ho was real chany—he was only common delf. 
An’ I didn't see no use for him upon de yeorth at all, 
A-scttiu’ his perzemptuous eyes on my Miss Viny Small. 

Yet I feared of Mat ar’ feller, from do very fas’, bekaso 
lie had, you sec, such oily, sly, insinervatin’ ways, 

Mos* 'ooman folks is cottony, in some especial place; 

But they all is soft as ’lasses, when a preacher’s in de case. 
And cf he’s spry an’ single, den de maidens, young an’ ole, 
Git powerful consumed ’bout de sabin’ ob dc soul. 

No matter who de lady is, ’tis bad ’nuf, I say, 

Bat when you want de gal yoWf, de dickens is to pay. 

"Well, I treat Miss Tiny to de show, an’ kar’ed her ’roun’ to 
church, 

An’ done my level bes’ to leave do preacher in de lurch. 

I toted cakes an’ candy, too, sum two, three times a week; 
An’ was savin’ up my courage, t’well T got ’nuf to speak. 

One evenin’, d’out my thiDkin’, do whole thing come to a 
head. 

(By do fool a-comin’ blunderin’, whar de angel feared to tread.) 
A heap of na young fellers was a-etandin 1 ’roun’ de do’, 
Discuasiu’ ob de wedder, in ole Nathan Brandy’s sto,* 

When Miss Viny’s name was mention, on’ dat fool, young 
Parson Brown, 

H5un puttin’ on a conscious look, an* grinnin’ all aronn’. 

“Hie! Brown, you look so bunuhus-like,” said little Harry 
Wild, 
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“ You want to make de ’pression you is won de lady’s smile.” 
“ Haw! liaw!” larTd Brown, a-brayin’ jus’ de same as my 
ole mule, 

<( I think'» dat ef you’ll notice good, you’ll fin’ it is de rule 
For men o’ my perfession, sar, to bob der pick aud choose. 
We’se only got to say de word. De ladies don’t refuse. 

An’ ’bout Miss Yiny Small, my frien’, I guess you’re mighty 
right, 

’Kase I’se got my .invitation to eat supper dar, to-night.” 

Dat feller look so braggish, dat t’was mo’ dan I could stan’, 
A-settin’ ’pou de counter, wid a big weight in my han’, 

Ten solid pounds o’ iron, too, it was, I do suppose. 

An’ I accidental dropped it down, right on dat braggart’s 
toes. 

You might hab’ hear dat feller howl, nigh a half a mile, I 
’clar; 

An’ tho’ he were a minister, de hypocrite did sw’ar. 

He hopped aroun’ upon one foot, an' groaned, an* tore, an’ 
fuss'd. 

An’ ’clar’d I’d “ fairly ruined him, he b’lieved his toe was 
bu’st.” 

I smothered down de larfter, whar was swellin’ in my bres', 
While I made my lamentations, fo’ my dreflul awk'urduces. 
Well, he wouldn't ’cept my ’scuses, so I lef ’ him 'pon de flo’, 
A-6cttin’ down an’ nussin’ ob his awful swollen toe. 
lie wouldn’t eat dat supper, whar he bragged about, I knew, 
’Kase a man ain’t g’wine arcourtiu’, when he can't git ou his 
shoe. 

Well, to shorten up de story, I went dar myself, dat night; 
An’ sot beside my darlin’, in de pine-knot firelight. 

My arm, it slipped aroun’ hor, fo’ I know’d what I was *bout; 
An’ I whispered honied nothin’s, to peivent her find in’ out. 
An’ befo’ she could git skittish, by diskiverin’ my drif’, 

I had made her promise faithful, qhe would be u my C'ris'- 
mut ffilf\" 

So dis cornin’ Cris’inus ebenin’, gwine to see my Joy com¬ 
plete; 

’Kase she nebber lubbed dat preacher, ’spite o* all his big coi£ 
ceit 

An* dat’s de yearnest narrative, ob how my lub was won; 

£o I’ll sign myself, dear mommy, 

Yo’ respectful, lovin’, 

John. 

Po’ SCMPSHTTM. 

I ax dat darky preacher, when I met him ’pan de lot, 
To perform de ceremony, an’ unite de bridal knot. 

*Kaso I never b’ars no malice, when^’se got de bestest place, 
Au’ forgives a man right equar’ly^W^ien I beat him in de 
race. 

An* I tole him dat de ladyM take it fo’ a compliment, 

An’ de fee —dat wa’nt no object, ’kase I’d nebber grudge a cent 
Yoli I dat feller was so mean ldsself, he couldn’t ’predate 
De largeness ob my nature; so de envi’ness an’ hate, 

It swelled him up wid passion, t’well I thought he’d sho’ly 
bu’st, 

An’ ho swore—well, I forgive him—-dat he’ll “see me roasted, 
fust” 
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THE STORY OF A STORM 
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ooxTnruxD from paqi 48. 


CHAPTER IV. 

JACQUITA. 

“Well, wife,” remarked Jabez Shillaber, to 
his spouse, as they retired to their well-earned 
rest. 

“Well?” rather snappishly retorted his wife. 
u I hope’t is well, I’m sure.” 

“ Thought you said you wouldn’t take summer 
boarders, nohow,” chuckled Jabez, tagging off 
his heavy boot. “ Seem to have got ’em, though, 
hain’t you?” 

“Boarders? Well, I suppose the sick girl 
has got to stay, whether or no—” 

“ I should say so, seeing the doctor said she 
wasn’t to stir, hand nor foot, for weeks,” dryly 
interposed Jabez. 

“ And goodness knows, I ain’t the woman to 
grudge houBeroom to a poor, dying creeter, flung 
right onto our own door-rock, as you might say,” 
declared Hannah, with energy. “And I suppose 
the other girl will have to stop to nuss her, for I 
can’t do it, and see to the house; but as for that 
fine madame, with her airs and her graces, and 
her ‘good woman’ to me—” 

“ Why, don’t you call yourself a good woman ?” 
inquired Jabez, much delighted to see his habit¬ 
ual commander and critic smarting under enforced 
patronage. 

“ If I be, it ain’t none of her business,” replied 
Hannah, angrily. “ And if my sheets ain’t linen, 
I guess they won’t pizen her, nor her girl neither; 
and to say the least, it wan’t very mannerly to go 
teetering ’round the parlor, quizzing all the pic¬ 
tures, and mantle-tree things, tlirough her eye¬ 
glass ; and talking a forrin language, and laughing 
with that girl.” 

“ I didn’t see the girl laugh none. To my 
mind, she looked most as mad os you did,” said 
Jabez. 

“ Well, she did; and I guess she said something 
kind o’ settin’ down on the old lady, for she 
stopped laughin’, and looked real provoked. I 
don’t say but what the girl’s well enough,” al¬ 
lowed Hannah, grudgingly. “ But I oan’t abide 
the mother; and os for that minx of a maid of 
hers, I won’t have her another night under my 
roof, and that’s flat.” 

“ Well, if it’s flat, it’s settled, I do suppose. 
Pshaw ! Call this a bed ?” For they had given 
( 126 ) 


up their own room to the strangers. “ Why, I 
didn’t suppose there was a plank in the house, 
with a side as hard as that. Ugh 1” 

“ Well,” replied Hannah, gloomily, “it’s the 
only bed in the house, while these folks stay. 
Madame has got the spare room, and the sick 
girl our’n; and the other girl and the maid are 
sittin’ up: but, to-morrow, I'll have to fix up 
some sort of a bed, in the new room, for the girl: 
and the maid’ll go to the hotel, or to Jericho; she 
won't stop here.” 

A snore from Jabez, testifying that the hard¬ 
ness of the couch had not banished slumber from 
his eyes, cut short Hannah’s lamentations. 

The next day, matters settled themselves, in 
some sort of shape; or rather, Magdalene settled 
them. At nine o’clock, the doctor came, reported 
all going on as favorably as could be expected, 
and then said: 

“ And now, ladies, what is the plan of the 
campaign ? Miss Vivian will need a great deal 
of nursing, for a good while to come; and this 
young lady cannot give it alone: nor do I think 
the mamzelle, in there, will bo of much use.” 

“Estelle 1” exclaimed Mrs. Vivian. “Oh, 
you needn’t count on her, doctor. She couldn’t, 
and wouldn’t, undertake anything like nursing. 
She’s my own maid, you know ; and really, she 
has no time for anything, except her regular 
duties. She can't nurse.” 

* Doctor Williams drew his shaggy, white eye¬ 
brows together; and looked at the fine lady, with 
keen, and not favoring, scrutiny. He never had 
met a specimen of this sort of human being be¬ 
fore ; but he had heard of it, especially since the 
opening of the Silver Lake Hotel: and he recog¬ 
nized the species. What was more, he did not 
fancy it. Moreover, like most elderly, country 
doctors, Doctor Williams was a good deal of an 
autocrat, and not in the habit of concealing his 
sentiments. 

“ Perhaps, then, you’re going to take care of 
your daughter yourself, ma’am V* said he. “I 
tell you, she needs care, or she’ll die; and more 
than this young lady can give, willing as she is. 
She's half sick herself, this morning, from one 
night's watching. After all, It is a mother’s 
place, beside her sick child.” 

“My dear doctor,” remarked Mrs. Vivian, 
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patting up her eyeglass, and contemplating him l 
with supercilious curiosity, “ do you really, for a 
moment, suppose me capable of taking care of a i 
sick person ? Don’t you really see any difference 
between me and the women of this place—the ; 
worthy creature who keeps the house, for in¬ 
stance?” 

“ A difference between you and Hannah Shilla- 
ber?” exclaimed the doctor, with a short laugh. 

“ Yes, madame, I do see a good deal of difference.■ 
If Hannah had a sick child, there’d be no ques- ; 
tion who should nurse it.” 

But here, Magdalene interposed. 

“ I have been thinking, mamma,” she said, 

“ that we cannot do better than to send for Jac- 
quita. She is at home, in Savannah, tp be sure; 
but she can be here in three days, if we telegraph < 
at once. Mrs. Phillips will send her to New ; 
York, and the colonel can meet her, and bring 
her up here. He is at Long Branch, this week.” ; 
Then, turning to the doctor, she continued, 
“This Jacquita is an old black woman, who 
nursed both Alice and me—” 

“ And Carlotta, and me, before you,” interposed 
Mrs. Vivian, who had a not uncommon habit of 
referring everything to herself. 

Magdalene went on, as if her mother had not; 
spoken. 

“And she has always been with us—we are 
Southerners, you know. She used to belong to 
us; and after the war, stayed with us at wages; 
and takes care of us still, when we are sick, or 
anything,” continued Magdalene. “Alice is 
very fond of her, and was moaning for her, 
this morning—” 

The doctor fumbled in his pocket for pencil and 
paper. “ Here, my dear young lady,” he said, 

“ you write a message, as quick as you can, and 
I will drive over to the telegraph station, and 
send it. Nothing could be better. It may easily : 
make the difference of life and death to my pa¬ 
tient. Four days? She’ll be in fever then, I : 
suppose, and will need nursing, if ever a girl 
did.” 

“And I’ll write a note to Colonel Lithbridge, 
too, shan’t I, mamma?” asked Magdalene. 

“Oh, you’ve planned it all; you needn’t pre¬ 
tend to consult me—I’m nobody,” replied Mrs. 
Vivian, peevishly: and the doctor, folding up ! 
the paper, and placing it in his pocketbook, j 
muttered to himself, “ That’s a fact 1” j 

Magdalene now turned to her mother. < 

“ I know it is not very comfortable for you, j 
here, mamma,” she said, in her winnihg way; i 
“ and as for Estelle, I doubt if she would not { 
leave you, sooner than remain here: so I was \ 
thinking it might be nice, if you would go to the l 


hotel, where our rooms are all ready, you know; 
and you could sleep and take your meals there; 
and leave Estelle here; and you could drive 
over, and stay all day, if you chose. It would 
be almost the same thing as living here.” 

“ And the colonel can take the room engaged 
for Alice and you,” exclaimed Mrs. Vivian, joy¬ 
ously. “Well now, for once, Magdalene, you 
have shown some common sense, and hit upon a 
very good plan; for really, I could not possibly 
live here, with these common people—bovine, all 
of them,” with unutterable contempt. “1 have 
been trembling, all the morning, lest my maid 
gave warning: she hardly spoke, all the time she 
was dressing me; and, though I gave her my 
lace scarf, the only pretty thing I had with me 
here, she barely thanked me—” 

“ Don’t talk nonsense, mamma,” exclaimed the 
girl, half angrily, turning to leave. “Never mind 
Estelle now.” 

But suddenly, in the open doorway, she found 
herself face to face with a toll, stalwart, young 
man, who fixed his broad, black eyes upon her, 
with such an unmistakable expression of reproof, 
that Magdalene, still angry, exclaimed: 

“ Well, what is it?” 

“ I didn’t say anything, Miss Magdalene.” 

“ Miss Vivian, if you please, Mr. Shillaber; 
and if you didn’t speak, you looked at me; and 
I insist upon knowing what you meant.” 

“Well, then, Miss Vivian, you won’t know 
what I meant, for I shan’t tell you,” replied the 
young man, as he passed her, with a bow as 
haughty as she herself could have given. 

Half-an-hour later, Magdalene came back from 
a rapid tour of the orchard and cornfield, lying 
adjacent to the farmhouse; and found her mother 
sitting beside Alice, who was trying to sleep. 

“ I spoke improperly to you, mamma,” she 
said; “ and I am sorry.” 

“Dear me, what next?” exclaimed Mrs. Viv¬ 
ian, scoffingly. “ Magdalene apologizing I Won¬ 
ders wilLnever cease.” 


CHAPTER V. 

DOUGHNUTS. 

A wbbk later, everything was arranged, and 
going on as quietly as if no other condition of 
things had ever been contemplated. 

Five days from that on which the stage-coach 
upset, the same stage-coach drove quietly down 
the hill, stopped at the head of the green lane, 
and there discharged several packages. After 
these had been handed down, a gentleman and a 
colored woman descended. The former was a 
fine, soldierly-looking man, in early middle life; 
but with more silver than sable in his magnificent 
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beard, and an air of combined weariness and | “ Thank you, for one, Miss Magdalene Vivian, 

hauteur. The woman was short, squat, intensely But, as it happens, 1 was not speaking of you.” 
black, and wore a Madras turban, and a necklace j “ And that's the woman come to take care of 
of gold beads. j Miss Alice?” continued Hannah, glancing at 

Magdalene flew out of the house, like a deer, j Jacquita, and skimming the crisp, brown dough- 
at sight of them. But she shot past Colonel > nuts out of the fat. “ Come in, and make your- 
Lithbridge, as if he was of comparatively small j self at home, ma’am. Don’t she talk any English, 
account, and pounced upon the negress, clasp- > Miss Magdalene?” 

ing her in an affectionate embrace, and kissing \ “ Yes, indeed, she talks nothing else, Mrs. 

the sable cheeks, with loving fervor. j Shillaber; but she don’t talk much, at all: and 

“ Oh, you dear, old mamma! 1 am to glad to j you mustn’t call her ma’am, if you please. Her 

see you,” she exclaimed. “ And so will Alice be; 
and we are going to be so comfortable, at last.” 

“ Mighty glad to see you, honey; and how’s 
missy?” replied Jacquita, whose strong point 
was action, rather than speech, and who seldom > “ To be sure. We call her Jack, sometimes; 

uttered as long a sentence as this. J and Alice and I always say mamma. May I have 

“And haven’t you a word for me, Madge?” >a doughnut?” 
demanded the colouel, speaking in a cultured, j “Dear heart, do help yourself 1 Ray, get a 
but not altogether pleasing, voice. \ china plate out of the settin’-room closet, and a 

Magdalene, suddenly losing all her gay abandon, \ napkin.” 
straightened herself, and said, coldly: < The young man scowled, and did not stir; and 

“ How do you do, Colonel Lithbridge ? Mamma 5 Magdalene, flashing a scornful glance at him, 
will be very glad to see you. But you know I > cried: 

don’t like being dalled Madge. Go speak to > “Oh, pray, don’t ask Mr. Shillaber to wait 
mamma. There she is, at the door.” ! upon me; I don’t care for plate or napkin, I 

While the colonel advanced to the front-door, ! assure you. How nice they are, ain’t they?” 
Magdalene beckoned Jacquita to follow, and i “ I’m proper glad you like ’em. Won’t she 
conducted her to the back of the house. Shave some?” 

The great kitchen, there, was all open to the S “Who?” innocently demanded Magdalene, 
July evening; and as they approached, a deep 
voice was to be heard, saying, decisively: 

“ And quite time they did go. Home isn’t home, 
with a pack of insolent fools, making you feel that 
you’ve no right to your own parlor, and doorstep.” i the fat was just then pretty quiet, his mother 
“Thank you, for one, Mr. Ray Shillaber!” \ heard; and turning sharply around, said: 
cried Magdalene, standing upon the threshold, j “ Ray, I wish you’d take the pail out to the new 
and looking splendidly handsome, with her hazel j well, and get some water for supper. It’s colder.” 
eyes full of light, and the rich color burning like j The young man obeyed, without reply. As 
fire upon lips and cheek, and the slant rays of \ soon as he was gone, his mother, turning to 
sunshine kindling a dusky glow in the braids of l Magdalene, said, anxiously: 
her chestnut hair. < “ I hope you won’t none of you take anything 

Ray, who was sitting sidewise, on the edge of ? amiss that Ray says. He’s a dreadful proud, 
a table, fanning himself with his palm-leaf hat, i high-stepping sort of a fellow, and as bold as a 
stood up, looked at her, recognized her beauty, s lion. If things don’t suit, he’ll out with it, if 
and said nothing. j ’twas to the Queen of Sheby herself; and he got 

His mother, who was frying doughnuts, in > pretty mad, a while ago, when your ma wouldn’t 
a great flat kettle, and hardly heard what was {set down in the parlor, because he was settin’ 
said by either, turned toward the door, and said, \ on the doorstep: and I believe she said some- 
pleasantiy: \ thin’ about folks not knowin’ their places, and 

“ Oh, have your folks come, Miss Magdalene? < I don’t know what all; but Ray, he’s that sort 
I was so busy, I didn’t hear the stage. Did you, \ of a fellow, he don’t feel nobody’s any better than 
Ray ?” < what he is; and we never had no boarders before; 

“ Yes,” replied Ray, succinctly. s and he ain’t used to not havin’ the whole run of 

“ But was too ill-tempered to speak of it,” 5 the house; and a separate table and all, it kind 
muttered the young lady; and was a good deal } o’ galls him; but lor*, the boy ain’t got no hnrm 


j determined to break in her hostess, to saying 
\ Jacquita, at once. 

S . “ My mother referred to your servant, as I 
\ presume you understood,” growled Ray ; and as 


< name is Jacquita.” 

i “Jacquita? Well, I never!” exclaimed Han- 
s nah, skilfully dropping more doughnuts into the 
l bake-kettle. “ Sounds most like moskeeter.” 


astonished to receive a reply, in the same tone: > in him; and he’d do anything to help Miss Alice: 
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he went oyer to the village, when he ought to i “What are you thinking of, Magdalene?” 
ha’ been at his dinner, to get them lemons; and asked he, softly, after some moments, 
he’s just as keerful about noise as ever you see, The starry eyes slowly sank from the moon’s 
and always hushin’ up Jabez, who’s young and \ mysterious face to his, and dwelt there, still with 
foolish—” | that strange yearning in their depths, as she 

“ Don’t say any more, Mrs. Shillaber. He’s | answered, very gently: 
coming, and I think he’s quite in the right. But j “ You wouldn’t understand.” 

don’t let him know that you told me anything.” “ Try me, and see,” he urged, taking her hand 

As Ray entered the kitchen porch, with his in his. 
pail of bright and sparkling water, Magdalene dis- She withdrew it, quietly, and shook her head, 

appeared through the door of the dining-room. “ No, I wish you could, I wish anybody could ; 

A few minutes later, Estelle appeared, with a sum- j but I don’t believe they ever will. I suppose 
mons for Jacquita to the bedside of her nursling. j every soul has its own wonders, and struggles, 
That very night, Mrs. Vivian, with her maid j and longings, and they have to be worked out 
and Colonel Lithbridge, was driven over to Silver j alone, and in silence.” 

Lake Hotel; there to find, os she subsequently j “ Child, shall I tell you the answers to all 

declared, her first night’s rest, and her first j the wonders, and struggles, and longings of 

civilized breakfast, since entering the valley of j your soul?” 

Crosnest. Her departure seemed to remove an “You cannot.” 

element of unrest and discontent, that had per- “But, if I can?” 

vaded the house, ever since her entrance; and! “Yes.” 

everybody felt the relief. Magdalene’s brow j “ In one word—love.” 

lost its frown, and her lips their air of severe | “ 1 don’t know wh$t love is.” 

self-control. Hannah began to sing once more \ “ No, my darling, you do not. Your fresh 

about her work. Ray permitted himself to speak, \ young heart is still untouched, but its own in- 

and smile, when not absolutely necessary; and | sti nets are astir. It is like the water-lily blossoms, 

Alice’s flower-like face began to gain a little ■ that feel the sun, and unfold their pure petals, to 

color and light, and to lose the worried look that l show him their golden hearts. Sweet, it is love 

had so troubled Magdalene. i you are longing for, and I will teach it to you !” 

Of course, Mrs. Vivian drove over, at least j He tried to put his arms about her, but she 
once a day; but as the weather grew hot, her j drew back, still with that, strange quiet, almost 
visits were confined to the morning: a message l apathy of manner, upon her, and said: 
of inquiry sufficing for the evening. j “ No. If it is love I want, it is not your love; 

These messages were generally brought by i do not speak of it again.” 

Colonel Lithbridge, who made them the occasion j “ But, Magdalene, I must speak, if not again, 
of protracted calls upon Magdalene. The latter l at least let me speak out now—” 
received him capriciously: sometimes coldly ; \ A rustling among the thick bushes, bordering 
sometimes with polite indifference; sometimes, ! the road, and clustering about the gateway, star- 
in the reaction from long hours in the sick room, tied both ; but the sound of retreating footsteps 
with a gnyety bordering on levity ; and on a few \ showed that the intruder was going away : and 
delightful occasions, with a soft and pensive j after a moment’s pause, Lithbridge continued, 
tenderness, the most dangerous of all her moods, in a low and eager voice: 

It was on one of these occasions, that the colonel, j “I have loved you for years, Magdalene: ever 
who had walked over from the hotel, asked Mag- j since you began to blossom into the brilliant, 
dalene to come with him, as far as the head of > high-hearted, powerful and fascinating woman 
the lane, on his way home. She silently com- that you are, to-night. Long ago, I determined 
plied. Nor did she resist, when he took the that, if ever I married, you should be my wife; 
lace handkerchief from her belt, and tied it over and I have only waited to see some sign of liking, 
her bead, d Id Rigolette. The two strolled to the some symptom of tenderness amid all the brighfc- 
end of the lane, almost in silence. Here, Magda- ness, before putting my wishes into words.” 
lene paused, and lightly leaned against one of the Magdalene was no longer looking at the moon, 
gate-posts. Lithbridge turned, and looked at But the cold brilliancy of that maddening orb 
her in wonder, almost in awe; for never had he seemed concentrated in her eyes, as she turned 
seen her so beautiful, so spiritualized as now, by them upon the agitated face of her wooer, and 
the radiant moonlight from without, and the slowly said: 

yearning spirit within, that, pleading through “ And you see the liking, and the tenderness in 
her upraised eyes, seemed longing for heaven. my mood, to-night, I suppose?” 
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“ Not for me, perhaps; not consciously for me: 
but yet I do see awakened tenderness, and a vague 
longing for something you have not yet found—” 

“ Yes,” interrupted Magdalene, almost eagerly, 
“ a longing for something I have not found.” 

“And I tell you, child, that that something is 
love; and that nobody ever has, nobody ever can 
love you, as I do ; and that if you will but let me 
try, I will soon show you that all these vague 
yearnings, this aimless longing, that torments 
you, shall be satisfied, in the wealth of love I 
will pour into your heart, and in the response 
that heart will surely make, for love infallibly 
evokes love in an unoccupied heart. Magdalene, 
may I try?” 

“Try to make me love you, do you mean? 
For I am absolutely certain I do not love you 
now. You must understand that, clearly.” 

“ Very well, let it be so. You do not love me 
nbw, but you will let me teach you to love me?” 

“ If you can.” 

“ But I must have opportunities. You must 
be engaged to me, and give^pe a lover’s claims.” 

“ By no means. That would be taking the 
prize, before you had run the r^ce. If you make 
me love you, I shall naturally become engaged to 
you ; but meantime, I shall remain as I am : free 
as air, in person, spirit, and affections.” 

“ That is a very unfair bargain.” 

“Then don’t make it. I am quite indifferent 
whether you do or not.” 

“ Of course you are,” exclaimed the colonel, in 
a rage. “You are just falling back, now, into 
your usual jeering, cynical fashion of meeting 
anything verging upon tenderness. I believe you 
have no heart, after all, more than other women.” 

“ Why, who ever supposed I had?” exclaimed 
Magdalene, with a scoffing laugh. “I don’t 
claim to be a lusus natures , and different from 
Other women. But as you have lost your temper, 
and I have lost my interest in the conversation, 
don’t you think you had better go?” 

“ Child, child! I have put the hopes and 
desires of years into your hands, I have laid 
my heart at your feet, and you treat them as 
toys, you trample them in the dust.” 

“In other words, you are ‘ the victim of a 
child’s caprice,’ ” laughed Magdalene. “ No, 
cousin colonel, os I used to call you, you won't get 
any more sentimentality out of me, to-night; and 
1 am going home, and advise you to do so. Good¬ 
night.” 

But Colonel Lithbridge was too angry to reply, 
in any quiet fashion of leave taking; and as 
Magdalene ran gaily down the lane, he strode 
away in the moonlight, biting his lips, clenching 
his hands, and muttering words not good to hear. 


> CHAPTER VI. 

BERRYING. 

\ When Magdalene reached the door-stone, she 
\ was surprised to find it the pedestal of a tall, 

\ motionless, human figure. She was more sur- 
j prised, when, in the deep shadow of that side of 
j the house, she recognized Ray, and found that 
; he intended to speak to her. 

| “ Oh 1 Is it you?” exclaimed she, not know- 

) ing what else to say; and then waited, nervously 
\ conscious of two glowing eyes fixed upon her 
: face, and an electric cloud of anger, or suspicion, 
or some unpleasant feeling, hanging about her. 
i “Yes, Miss Vivian, it is I,” replied a gloomy 
voice. 

j “ By the way, Mr. Ray, I have changed my 
\ mind : I had rather you called me Miss Magda- 
| lene, insead of Miss Vivian.” 

“I was obeying your orders.” 

“Goodness! How humble you are, all at 
once.” 

| “I have had lessons enough, in the last three 
| weeks, to make some progress. But I was 
| waiting to tell you, that Sarah and Lizzie Blake 
said that you wished to go berrying, when they 
went; and they intend going, to-morrow, with 
Jabez and me: and if you would like to go too, 
we shall, of course, be very much honored.” 

“ Ray, why need you always assume that tone 
with me?” demanded the girl, passionately, “f 
never have treated you as an inferior, or patron¬ 
ized you, or—-or—anything; and why can’t you 
behave like a reasonable creature, and put aside 
all that air of injured dignity, and 4 grand, gloomy, 
and peculiarnes8,’ that you always wear toward 
| me?” 

\ “Why can’t I?” replied Ray, slowly. “Be- 
\ cause—well, I can’t just tell why. Perhaps, I 
5 have my puzzles, and wonderments, os well as 
| you, Miss Vivian.” 

j “I told you to say Magdalene; and how do 

> you know, pray, that I have any puzzles and 
? wonderments?” 

\ “Just as old Bose here knows that the moon 
\ is bright—by looking at her face; and just as the 
| fine lady moon can’t help the dog looking at her, 
i and thinking of her, and growling and baying at 
$ her, so Miss Magdalene Vivian can’t help even 
| poor Ray Shillaber reading her face, and thiuk- 
1 ing his own thoughts about it.” 

> “ And growling and baying at her, too,” sug¬ 
gested Magdalene. 

“Exactly. Very impertinent; but it can’t be 
j helped, that I see.” And lifting the torn hat 
j from his thick black curls, the handsome young 
cynic strode round the corner of the house, leav- 
| ing Magdalene alone. She stood, for a moment, 
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absorbed in reverie; and then went to Alice’s > crowded, five, so. Maybe though, you three 
room, where the sick girl lay, sleeping like a lily > girls might set on the back seat, together; Sadie 
among her fair white surroundings: while Jac- > and Lizzie’s pretty Blim, both of ’em; and you 
quita, black, ugly, and faithful, lay upon a couch ain’t very large.” 

dose beside her. Magdalene looked on, silently, “ Oh, I want to go in front, and drive. I do 
for a moment; and then crept up the stairs, and j so love to drive, especially down these steep 
Bat for quite an hour, staring from her window, > hills.” 

into the fragrant gloom of the summer night. | “ Very well,” interposed Ray, hastily. “I’ll 

Since she had been left alone, Magdalene had | settle it all. You shall drive, Miss Magdalene, 
petitioned that she might eat with the family, \ Now, about our dinner, for we shall be gone hll 
instead of being served in lonely state by herself; j day.’ 


and Hannah had so far complied with the request, • 
that she and her two sons now sat at the table in j 
the dining-room. But Shillaber himself, except j 
occasionally at tea-time and on Sundays, preferred j 
the freedom and despatch of the kitchen-table, j 

So, it chanced, that, coming into the dining- j 
room, next morning, Magdalene found the two 
boys, as they were called, although Ray was 
more than two-and-twenty, and Jabez only two 
years younger, standing by the open window, and 
busily discussing plans for the day. 

“The light wagon is plenty large for four; 
what are you thinking about, Ray?” exclaimed 
Jabez, a good-natured, freckle-faced, sandy-haired 
fellow, as unlike Ray as a plough horse is unlike 
a racer. 

“ Well, suppose there’s more than four,” sug¬ 
gested Ray, in a low voice, and moving away 
from his brother, who only raised his voice, ex¬ 
claiming : 

“How more than four? There’s Sadie and 
Lizzie, and you and me. Who else? Mother 
won’t go.” 

“I am going, Mr. Jabez,” remarked a blithe 
voice: and Magdalene, radiant in a white dress, 
with carnation ribbons glowing from the crest of 
her sleek head, to the toes of her pretty slippers, 
made a mocking little bow to the younger brother, 
and shot a half defiant glance at the elder. 

“ You! Golly, why that’s first-rate,” exclaimed 
Jabez; and then conscious of his solecism, blushed 
furiously, and was suddenly silent. Ray, who 
never said “ golly,” and who, not having two 
sets of manners, could never be surprised into 
using the wrong ones, shot an angry glance at 
his brother, and said, haughtily: 

“We shall be much pleased to have you go, 
Miss Magdalene.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Ray,” said the girl, with a 
smile, accepting his use of her Christian name. 
“And when do we go, and how? You were 
talking of wagons: can’t we have that nice, 
jumpity-jump one, that we went to the springs 
in? How is it, Mr. Jabez?” 

“Why, you see,” replied Jabez, recovering 
his equanimity, “ we’re most afraid you’d be 


“OhI I don’t know about that,” exclaimed 
Magdalene, in a disappointed voice. “I don’t 
think I could leave Alice all day.” 

“ How is she, this morning?” asked Ray. 

“ Quite comfortable and bright; she wouldn’t 
need me, I dare say; and mamma will be over, 
this morning: but you see, it’s me, myself; I 
can’t bear being parted with her, all day.” And 
Magdalene looked at Ray, with a sort of appealing 
glance, as if sure of his comprehension and sym¬ 
pathy. He answered, with the first cordial smile 
she had ever seen upon his face; a smile so bright 
and frank, that it lighted up the dark features, and 
gloomy eyes, like a burst of sunshine, and said : 

“Nor you needn’t. I will drive you home, 
myself, any minute that you say, after we reach 
the high pastures.” 

“ It’s all of six mile up there,” suggested 
Jabez, in a tone of remonstrance. 

“ What of that ?” demanded his brother, an¬ 
grily. “ It won’t hurt Tom, I guess; and I 
know it won’t hurt me. Besides, I can change 
Tom for Kitty, while I’m at home; and maybe 
mother would want something done, and be glad 
to have me run in.” 

“ Oh, it’s all right, of course. Only, I thought 
you wouldn’t pick many berries,” suggested 
Jabez, who had a broad streak of New England 
thrift in his composition. 

But Ray did not deign to notice this suggestion, 

\ in any way; and just then, Mrs. Shillaber en- 
| tered, with a plate of biscuit in her hand. It 
\ was accompanied, too, by a roll of butter, churned 
: by Hannah’8 own hands, and redolent of clover 
! and cleanliness. Add to these, a delicious broiled 
| chicken, and potato croquettes, with a great glass 
| pitcher of ice-cold milk, and we need not won- 
; der that Magdalene was supremely indifferent to 
the badness of the coffee, or the nomadic char¬ 
acter of the tea, which could claim neither China, 
Japan, nor any other known habitat, as justly its 
own. Magdalene was young, Magdalene was 
strong and healthy, and consequently, Magda¬ 
lene ate well, and with reasonable enjoyment, a 
fact of unending satisfaction to Hannah, whose 
own appetite was generally worked and worried 
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away, and who 44 kept up,” to use her own phrase, \ tween the two seats, and also between the two 
on the adulterated tea and coffee, and a beverage Miss Blakes, remarking: 

called diet-drink, brewed by herself, from various “ That’s the stool of penitence, girls, and one 
roots and barks. of us three has got to set on it, and confess our 

Alice, being consulted as to her sister’s absence, sins to the other two. Guess it had better be 
stoutly declared that she was perfectly able to Liz, hadn’t it? She’s the biggest sinner.” 
be left all day; indeed, that she should rather It was at this moment that Magdalene appeared, 
prefer that state of things, to any other, as she and a sudden constraint dropped, like a cloud, 
could have such 44 splendid naps.” upon the two girls; who sat up straight, looked 

Magdalene and Alice were still talking, when genteel, and remarked, in mincing tones: 
a voice was heard outside, but softened down, “Good-day. Pleased to see you.” 
calling: Ray, who had busied himself about the horse’s 

“ The wagon is ready, Miss Magdalene.” head until now, came forward, with alacrity; and 

“ Oh, thank 3 r ou, Mr. Ray, I will be out direct- remarking, 44 This is your seat, Miss Vivian,” 
ly,” said Magdalene, stooping to kiss Alice. ' handed her to the front bench, placed himself 
44 What a nice voice that Mr. Ray has,” said beside her, gathered up the reins, and started, so 
Alice. 44 So deep and grave, and still so musical, promptly, that Jabez had hard work to tumble in 
He ought to sing. I should like to see him.” at the back of the wagon, and climb over the 
41 Yes, it is a good enough voice,” replied seat, to the penitential stool, which Lizzie found 
Magdalene, indifferently. 44 And you can see j it funny to upset, just as he was seating himself, 
him, very soon, 1 suppose; for the doctor says 5 thus inducing a convulsion of merriment and 
it will be good to carry you out on the stretcher, \ scuffling, lasting, with the three, for at least a 
and let you lie in the sun, some hours, every fine ■ mile of the way. 

day—” Ray was annoyed, but not for himself; and 

44 Yes, he talked to me about it; and I think j Magdalene tried to see and hear nothing that 
it will be perfectly lovely,” cried Alice, the soft \ would force her to appear annoyed. So she de¬ 
color mantling in her cheeks. j voted herself to the horse, which, young and 

“Well, to-morrow, if mamma approves, and j strong, required a good deal more driving than she 
the doctor will superintend, we will have you out, knew how to give; and had not Roy’s hand, eye, 
dearest.” ! and voice, been constantly on the alert, she might 

And Magdalene stooped to kiss her sister again, ! have experienced an upset, 
ami so hide the tears brimming her eyes: tears \ Presently, however, the road began to gteadily 
of love, and pity, and thankfulness for even so \ ascend. At this, Jabez jumped out, to relieve 
much amendment. S the horse, while Sadie and Lizzie subsided into 

“ And Ray can help cany me out,” said Alice, \ a quiet conversation. Magdalene, resigning the 
with a shy little smile. f reins to Ray, suffered her delighted eyes to roam 

44 Yes, you baby, with a new toy,” laughed j over the magnificent landscape unfoldiug before 
Magdalene. 44 But now, good-bye. What, all but \ her, as they ascended the mountain, 
crying! Well, I shall be home, by two o’clock, j The high pasture was reached, at length, and 
at latest. Very soon after mamma leaves.” And the three girls jumped out; the two Blakes with 
without waiting for farther remonstrance, she ran a solid bounce; Magdalene with a spring strong 
away ; and passing through the dining-room, to and light as a young deer. Ray, who helped all 
the great kitchen, found the wagon waiting out- three, noted the difference. Jabez did not. 
side the door: where, two-and-twenty years 44 Now, let’s see who’ll get berried first,” re- 
before, the mysterious stranger, in his muffling marked the latter young man, gathering the four 
cloak, had stood, upon that stormy Hallow E’en, ; tin pails in one hand, and jangling them together, 
promising to give Hannah Shillabers dead baby discordantly. 

back to life and health. 44 Why, there’s none for me!” cried Magdalene, 

Forgetting that byegone time, which had in- as they were divided around, 
deed grown to be little more than a dream in her 44 1 brought this for you,” said Ray, somewhat 
memory, Hannah now stood chatting with two embarrassed, and so somewhat surly; and from 
pleasant-looking girls, who were seated upon the 1 the breast-pocket of his blouse, lie produced a 
back seat ot the wagon, and just then giggling i silver porringer; the solitary piece of plate, ex- 
violently at some remark of Jabez’s, who was \ cepfc some spoons, belonging to the Shillaher 
stowing the basket of provisions, the pails for the j family. Magdalene colored, half in pleasure* half 
berries, and the meal for the horse, underneath j in vexation; and as she took it, and followed the 
the seats. Finally, he put a milking-stool be- \ others toward the bushes, she said, in a low voice: 
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4 ‘ It is very nice, and I like it very much ; but 
I wish you wouldn’t make a difference for me.” 

“ But there is a difference, and not of my 
making,” replied Ray, almost bitterly. 44 You 
never could be like those girls—like us, I ought 
to say, for 1 am one of the same class as they. I 
am Jabez’s brother.” 

“Oh, but that’s all nonsense, you know,” re¬ 
plied Magdalene, eagerly. “ People are not made 
like—like stoves, for instance—all of one sort, run l 
in one mould, and impossible to change. For; 
instance, you were not cast in the same mould as ; 
Jabez, or the Miss Blakes. You are just as much \ 
a gentleman, when you are good-natured, as any- \ 
body need to be.” 

44 As much as Colonel Lithbridge?” asked Ray, j 
diyly. | 

“ More, in some ways. Don’t talk about him, j 
please.” j 

Her voice was so cold, that there was a silence i 
of some moments. Then Ray said: 

44 1 am going to answer your question, about j 
bow I knew of your having puzzles, and wonder- j 
meats, more truly than I did last night. I heard j 
you say it.” j 

44 Heard me? How?” \ 

44 1 was sitting on a rock, outside the gate, j 
looking at the moon, and thinking, when you 
znd he came up the lane; and when you stopped, \ 
I looked through the bushes, and saw you, as j 
you stood leaning against the post, with that j 
white thing on your head, and your face turned [ 
up; and I forgot that I ought to go away.” > 
“Forgot?” interrupted Magdalene, in would-j 

be severity. \ 

44 Yes, forgot everything,” said the young man, j 

slowly, and fixing his intense eyes upon hers. \ 
44 It was true enough that I read the wonderings ; 
and longings, that the moonlight pictured out on i 
your face; but besides that, I heard you say it.” J 


44 And then?” demanded Magdalene. 

44 And then I went away,” replied Ray, quietly. 
44 Didn’t you hear mo go? I didn’t try to hide 
myself.” 

44 Yes, I heard you go.” 

The young man’s eyes questioned her; but 
would not answer; and presently, he said again : 

44 1 have no right, no shadow of right, to ask; 
but I wish you would tell me, won’t you?” 

“Tell you what?” 

44 Whether you are engaged to Colonel Lith¬ 
bridge?” 

“What do you think? ” 

44 1 think not.” 

44 Why ?” 

44 1 looked into your face, when you came up to 
the house, last night, and 1 couldn’t see it.” 

44 One would think my face were a Farmer’s 
Almanac,” cried Magdalene, with sudden pettish¬ 
ness. 44 You study it so, for every change of 
weather.” 

44 A queer almanac, that shows fair and stormy, 
all at the same time,” said Ray, quietly. 

But Magdalene’s mood had changed, and pour¬ 
ing her porringer full of berries into his pail, she 
declared: 

“ There, I’ve done. I’m going to gather some 
flowers; all by myself, thank you; and then I 
shall rest in the shade, until lunch; and then I 
shall go home.” 

44 Very well, Miss Vivian. You will do just as 
you like, of course. I am ready to take you, at 
any time.” 

And Bhe did do just as she liked, and hardly 
looked at, or spoke to Ray, again, until he was 
taking her home; when she scoffed, and jibed, and 
teased him, until he was wrought into a white 
heat of silent wrath, and looked as handsome as 
a young gladiator, thirsting for the combat. 

[TO BB OOJfTIHintD.] 
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Onr last night, at the Raynors’ ball, 

She twisted my roee in her shining heir; 

And would I carry her fan and shawl ? 

And did I really and truly care 
Tor her love? Ah, the night had been eo sweet, 
She never dreamed it could be tills late— 

Then a whisper of 44 Courage and love complete.” 
And of “all things coming to those who wait.” 

This morning, I saw her standing there, 

’Neath the tree where the apple-blossoms fall, 
And give him a rose from her shining hair, 
Sighing, * I missed yon, last night, at the ball; 


What is the reason we seldom meet?” 

Giving her hand at the garden-gate, 

44 Have the sharp thorns ruined love’s bleeding feet? * 
All things come unto those who wait.” 

Lond in the branches the robins call. 

Is the gloom, that has come on the summer air, 
The shadow of God’s hand over all ? 

At least, good-bye to you, lady fair. 

Ah, I have found the tares in the wheat: 

Deeper than tears are the stings of fate. 

But surely, in front of God’s mercy-seat. 

The truth is coming. For that I wait. 
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The train was on the point of starting, as Max } 
Ingersoll entered the railway station of the quiet 
old German town, where he had been halting for 
a few days. He got his ticket, fortunately; but 
the instant after, the clerk shut the window of 
his office with a bang. 

Ingersoll hurried out upon the platform, where 
the guard opened the door of an empty carriage; 
and Ingersoll sprang in, portmanteau in hand. 

“ How many minutes, yet?” he asked. 

“About half a one,” the guard answered. 

“Just time to light a cigar,” thought Ingersoll; 
and he put his hand in the breast-pocket of his 
coat, to take out his cigar-case. All at once, his 
face changed. 

“I can’t have forgotten it,” he muttered, as 
his hands flew from one pocket to another, with 
a rapidity worthy of a conjurer. “ By Jove! I ? 
have, though—left it on the table in my bedroom \ 
—what infernal stupidity ! I must have a weed, \ 
by some means. No use to ask that brute of a < 
guard. Maybe, the station-master would send— j 
there must be a tobacco-stall—” j 

His sentence died away unfinished. He was s 
rising to lean out of the open window, when his l 
ear caught the sound of a girlish voice- saying! 
quickly, and in very agitated tones: i 

“ But I entreat—the ticket-office was shut. I i 
will pay at the first station. I must, must go to \ 
Nuremburg.” f 

“You can’t go without a ticket; it’s against j 
the rules; you will have to wait for the two \ 
o’clock train,” responded an inflexible voice. I 

“ I cannot—indeed, I cannot—it is very, very \ 
important. Oh, I must gol” cried the girlish 
voice—such a sweet, musical voice, with a 
piteous quiver in it, which showed that the 
speaker was near tears. 

Ingersoll thrust his head out of the carriage, 
and saw a young lady, standing at a little dis¬ 
tance, in a dark-green travelling-dress, aud 
picturesque Tyrolese hat. She was pretty 
enough to move even a German railway offi¬ 
cial. But the station-master was inexorable. 

“ Stand bock, if you please,” he cried. “ You 
can’t go, I say.” 

“ But I must—I must!” 

“ You can’t go—stand back,” was the only 
reply. 

All this, of course, passed in a few seconds. 

( 184 ) 


But- during them, Ingersoll had made another 
discovery. Besides his cigar-case, he had left 
behind, at the hotel, a little packet of important 
letters, which had been that very morning for¬ 
warded to him, and as yet only partially read. 

The station-master, as he spoke, had begun 
ringing the bell. The girl had uttered a low cry. 
Ingersoll paused no longer; but seized his port¬ 
manteau, threw it out, and sprang after it. 

“ Here’s a ticket,” he exclaimed, thrusting his 
into the girl’s hand. At the SAme moment, he 
fairly snatched her up in his arms, and lifted her 
into the carriage, which was already in motion. 
A porter, standing by, had just time to shut the 
door, as the train swept away. 

Ingersoll saw the young lady lean out of the 
window, her face eloquent with thanks. Her 
portmonnaie was in her hand, and she was try¬ 
ing to extricate money from its recesses. Then the 
train steamed on; he caught one last glance of 
gratitude; and she was gone. 

“The prettiest creature I ever set eyes on,” 
muttered Ingersoll. 

He ^picked up his portmanteau, as he spoke, 
and turned to leave. 

“ The lady has good reason to be obliged to you, 
sir,” said a smothered voice, at his elbow. There 
stood the porter, who had shut the eovpS door; 
and when Max glanced at him, he saw his shrewd, 
ugly face puckered into a perfect network of 
wrinkles, in his efforts to keep from‘laughing 
audibly. “It’s not often, nowadays, that a 
German gentleman would do so much for a 
stranger. No, nor one of those rascally French, 
either, for all they brag so much about their 
politeness.” 

The fairly jeering tone, in which the words 
were spoken, and*an unrestrained titter from the 
station-master, increased Max’s irritation to such 
an extent, that he quite forgot his dignity. 

“ I have the good luck to be an American,” 
quoth he. “We are in the habit of treating 
ladies courteously, in my country.” Then he 
was So annoyed, at having made this speech, 
that he condescended to farther explanation, 
before he knew what he was about. “ I found 
I had forgotten some important letters. I should 
have had to stop over, for the two o’oloek train, 
in any case.” In a second, he was more vexed 
than ever, to catch himself explaining, especially 
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Irhen he saw that his hearers were incredulous. } 
M Be good enough to take charge of my portman¬ 
teau, till I come back ; and let me find you in the 
way, when I get here,” he said, with oold sever¬ 
ity, to the porter. 

Max walked off, ftirious, when he had spoken, 
the angrier at the chorus of low chuckles that 
followed him. When he reached his hotel, he 
learned that his letters and cigar-case had already 
been safely put away by the inn-keeper, till they 
should be sent for. He read his correspondence, 
wrote two or three epistles, strolled about till 
noon, took an early dinner, and had ooffee, and 
then went to the station. But on the way, he 
was in a maze of pleasantly vague dreams, as he 
had been all the morning. Wherever he looked, 
he saw always the same object: an exquisite, 
girlish face, with heavenly blue eyes, under the 
shadow of a Tyrolese hat; and no matter what 
sound he heard, it was half deadened by the 
pathetic tones of a girlish, pleading voice. 

• “ Have I fallen in love, at first sight, and with 
a person I may never see again?” he asked him¬ 
self, scornfully. Then he swore mentally that he 
would see the face again, and soon, too; and felt 
also a shrewd suspicion that he really was in 
love, absurd as it might seem. 

At the station, the porter came up, with his 
portmanteau. 

“ You see I did not forget^ sir,” said the man, 
touching his cap, politely. “ I have been on the 
lookout for you. There’s a gentleman, down by 
the cafe, who wants to see you.” 

“ A gentleman who wants to see me ?” repeated 
Ingersoil, surprised. 

“ It’8 on account of the young lady.” And 
now the porter smiled. “The young lady you 
gave your ticket to, sir.” 

Ingersoll followed the man to the caff, at the 
fUrther end of the long platform. Here, the 
porter addressed himself to a gentleman, at that 
instant coming out of caff. 

Ingersoll took a quick survey of the stranger: 
a stout, rather red-faced pereonof fifty-five or so. 

At the first words the porter spake, this person 
harried forward, and lifted his hat, with cere¬ 
monious politeness. Max returned the salute. 

“ I beg yoUr pardon for the intrusion,” said 
he. 

“ Not at all,” said Max. “ You wished to see 
me?” 

“The porter tells me, sir, that you were to 
have left by the half-past ten train; but that you 
gave up your ticket to a young lady* who reached 
here too late to procure one.” 

Max bowed, and looked still more curiously at 
his interlocutor; for it was plain that his meas¬ 


ured mode of speech was an effort to hide anxiety, 
anger, or strong emotion of some kind. 

“ A young lady, in a dark-green dress, and 
Tyrolese hat,” pursued the old gentleman, in the 
same laboriously assumed tone of composure. 

“ Yes, that was her dress, I believe,” replied 
Max. 

“ Ah!” said the stout gentleman, evidently 
much relieved. “Will you have the kindness to 
tell me what station the ticket was for?” 

A new thought struck Max. Compliance with 
the stranger’s request, might be far from a favor 
to the blue-eyed damsel. Yet, what possible 
excuse could he find, for declining to give the 
desired information? His momentary hesitation 
caused the other to make a movement of im¬ 
patience. 

“ Perhaps, I might ask—” said Max. Then he 
stopped, and altered his beginning to, “ May I 
inquire what special interest—” 

“ I am the young lady’s father, sir,” interrup¬ 
ted the elderly gentleman; and now his voice 
was as impatient as his face: “ her father. My 
name is Heinrich Holdeniss.” 

Her father 1 Ingersoll remembered having 
been told by the loquacious landlord, that the 
fine villa, on the hill outside of the town, be¬ 
longed to Herr Holdeniss, a retired merchant, 
and one of the wealthiest and most important 
personages the place could boast. 

“The tioket was for Nuremburg. I hod heard 
the young lady tell the station-master that was 
where she wished to go,” returned Max, quickly, 
and in the most obliging tone. 

“ I thank you,” said the gentleman, with an¬ 
other ceremonious lifting of his hat; which, of 
course, Max imitated. Herr Holdeniss motioned 
to the porter, who was standing at a little dis¬ 
tance, and put some money in his hand, saying: 

“Get me a ticket for Nuremburg—second- 
class.” 

While lighting a cigar, Max flirtively watched 
him, and decided that the l6ok of relief in his 
foee was pfoof that his previous agitation had 
been caused by anxiety. 

“By the way,” said the Herr, “which class 
was your tioket for?” 

“ Second,” said Max. “ I am too old a traveller 
to waste tneney on a first, in Germany.” 

“Ah,” said that gentleman, “the porter told 
me you were an American—but that must be a 
mistake—you speak German like a native.” 

“ Yes, I am an American. But my grand¬ 
mother was a German, and brought me up to 
speak the language.” 

“So!” returned Herr Holdeniss, who had 
taken out his pocket-book, and extricated some 
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money. “ I cannot repay your kindness; but i 
I can replace the price of the ticket.” < 

Of course, no refusal was possible; so Max 
bowed, and took tbe offered florins, saying: \ 

“ I am very liappy to have been able to be of S 
service to your daughter: she seemed so exceed- ; 
ingly anxious—so distressed, when she found 
that she must lose the train.” 

“ Ah!” said Herr Holdeniss, again, but in a 
less cheerful tone; and took a pinch of snuff. 
“An American? Always courteous to ladies, 
the Americans. A fine country—a noble country 
—the most interesting I ever visited.” 

“So you have been there?” said Max. 

“ Oh, yes. Spent twelve months, partly on busi¬ 
ness, partly to have a change, just after my poor 
wife’s death, four years ago ; my daughter went 
with me; she was only fourteen then.” 

The utterance of that name gave Max an addi¬ 
tional interest in the subject cf the Herr’s travels. 

“Was your daughter as much pleased as your¬ 
self?” he asked. 

“ Oh, yes. Girls always like everything new. 

I put her to school, in New York, for six months. 
She speaks English perfectly. I am not a bad 
hand at it myself,” he added ; and burst into the 
language, which he spoke fluently enough, though 
with such an execrable accent, that Max only 
understood about half of a voluble account of a 
visit to California. 

The porter came back, with the ticket, at this 
moment; and informed the two gentlemen that 
it was time to take their places. His practiced \ 
eye speedily lighted upon an empty coup* to- j 
ward which he conducted the pair. j 

“ If you do not object to our making the jour- : 
ney“together ?” said Herr Holdeniss, treating Max 
to another wave of his hat. 

“ I shall be delighted,” cried Max, with an 
evident sincerity, which would have surprised ; 
his most intimate friends, had they looked at the 
stout party, without having first known that he 
had a pretty daughter. 

“This is very comfortable,” said Herr Hol¬ 
deniss. “ I have a great many good friends in <: 
America. I wonder if we possess mutual acquain¬ 
tances there?” 

Upon this hint, Max gave his name, and added 
particulars in regard to himself, that he was not 
in the habit of bestowing upon strangers. Sure 
enough, not only did Herr Holdeniss know a 
number of his fViends, but when he went to 
America, had taken a letter of introduction to 
one of Max’s uncles, who had a seat in the Senate 
of the United States, and had been very civil to 
the traveller. 

“ I remember his speaking of a nephew, who 


had just graduated from Yale, with great honors, 
and had gone to Europe,” said Herr Holdeniss; 
“ that was you, I suppose?” 

“ I don’t know about the great honors,” said 
Max, laughing. 

“ I do,” said Herr Holdeniss. “ And have 
you been over here, ever since?” 

“ I went back once, for a few months, only.” 

“Hum!” quoth Herr Holdeniss. “So you 
don’t mean to have business or a profession ?” 

“ Oh, I don’t propose to be an idler,” cried 
Max, eager to produce a good impression ; “ but 
—but—well, I have not been obliged to hurry in 
making a choice,” he added, a little confused 
between his desire to excuse his procrastination, 
and his dislike of uttering what might seem a 
snobbish allusion to his large fortune. 

“ So !” ejaculated Herr Holdeniss; and his 
tone showed that he quite understood the case. 

But what Max wanted, was to persuade his 
new acquaintance to talk of his daughter; and, 
if possible, to induce him to give some explanation 
of her journey, which had evidently been under¬ 
taken with an attempt at secrecy. Presently, 
some remark of the other’s enabled him to say: 

“ So the porter did not recognise Fraulein Hol¬ 
deniss ?” 

“ No, both he and the station-master are new 
people here. I should have gone to her aunt’s, 
at a venture. 1 didn’t like to telegraph, for my 
sister-in-law is an invalid, and easily alarmed. It 
was all right enough. The whole thing wa3 a 
whim—a girlish caprice: girls are made up of 
them.” Ho was looking at once vexed and 
amused; and now had recourse to his snuff¬ 
box, and muttered something to himself, of which 
Max only caught, “ If she had waited to hear, 
she might have saved herself a wild-goose chase, 
and me too.” 

But now he began to talk of other matters. 
Yet though their conversation was so free, that, 
by the time their two hours’ journey came to an 
end, they were on the most friendly terms, not 
one word further of explanation did Max get in 
regard to Miss Lina Holdeniss’ departure, which 
looked so much like a flight from her parent’s 
roof. Still, the old gentleman talked a good deal 
about his daughter, incidentally, in giving details 
of his own past, which he did with great freedom, 
and in a very interesting manner. Max learned 
that he had commenced life penniless, but had, 
years ago, retired from business, with a fortune, 
which, according to moderate Teutonic ideas, was 
more than ample. 

He had had his little romance, too, German- 
like ; and could still dwell, with a certain degree 
of romantic feeling, upon its memory; elderly, 
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and stout, and given to snuff-taking, as he was. 
He narrated his idyl, to be sure, while eating a 
sausage and some black bread, which he had 
bought at a way-station; but there were tears in 
his eyes, all the same. He had loved, and been 
loved by a young lady, belonging to a family 
who could write Von before their name; and who 
cast her off, when she insisted on marrying be¬ 
neath her. But the two had been very happy; 
and though her husband was poor when she 
accepted him, before a decade elapsed he could 
surround her with every comfort, and such luxu¬ 
ries as suited their simple tastes. 

*■ 1 She was an angel,” sighed Herr Holdeniss. 
“The most wonderful combination of intellect 
and sweetness. Ach , Gott! to hear her repeat 
Schiller, and Goethe, was music. She could make 
such coffee as I shall never drink again; and 
the real receipt for cream-cabbage died with her 
—died with her.” And Herr Holdeniss gulped 
down his sigh and his last bit of sausage together. 

There was one of the deceased lady’s relatives, 
who had not deserted her, he went on to say: a 
sister, a few years older than herself. This sister 
had married a rich old man, with a title, who had 
treated her very ill; but he had been a long while 
dead; and his widow now lived, contentedly, at 
her country-seat, a few miles from Nuremburg. 
Aunt Caroline, Frau von Klenze, was very fond 
of her nieoe. It was to her the young lady had 
gone, this morning; and then Herr Holdeniss 
looked vexed and amused again, as he added: 

“But whether, this time, she will not have 
had to pass a bad half-hour—the aunt Caroline is 
very particular.” Then he checked himself, in 
the most provoking manner; and began to talk 
of the celebrated great trees in California, to the 
great exasperation of Max, till he secretly cursed 
those astounding marvels of nature. 

The train, at length, puffed into the Nuremburg 
station. Max had been haunted by a mad hope 
that his new friend might ask him to go out with 
him to Ledenthal. But, no-! The new friend 
expressed renewed pleasure at the acquaintance ; 
learned what hotel Max meant to put up at; 
Baid he should call, if he stopped over the next 
day; but gave no hint that a visit, on Max’s part, 
would be agreeable to himself, or the mistress of 
Ledenthal. I regret io say that Max, internally, 
called him “an old, sausage-gobbling, German 
fox J” Even elegant young men can be very in¬ 
elegant in their reflections, under sufficent cause 
for irritation. 

Max, being close to the door, got out of the 
carriage first. As Herr Holdeniss was descend¬ 
ing, his foot slipped, and he would have fallen, 
except for his companion’s timely aid. As it was, 
Vol. LXXXI.—9. 


the old gentleman bad twisted. his ankle, suffi¬ 
ciently to make the pain very severe, for a few 
moments; and he uttered numerous groans, 
interspersed with sundry German oaths, each 
a yard long. When he grew quieter, Max said: 

“ Take my arm, and give me your travelling- 
sack. Lean on me. So. That’s right.” 

They passed through the station, and out upon 
the broad grass-plot, decorated with flowers and 
shrubs, and sat down on a bench, to rest for a few 
moments. 

“ I am better now,” Herr Holdeniss said. “ I 
believe I shall take a turn or two on the turf— 
that will put my ankle straight.” 

If the venerable parent’s heart was not harder 
than a rhinoceros’ hide, Max thought, it would 
soften, under his tender attentions; and he 
aided the Herr, in his little promenade, with 
os much solicitude as a mother would her lame 
child. 

But be received no invitation to Ledenthal, in 
spite of this; and that was what the sly young 
man was after. 

“ A friend of mine lives quite near the station,” 
said Holdeniss. “ I must stop and speak with 
him. I shall walk to his house. So, good-bye. 
A thousand, thousand thanks. I am charmed to 
have met you. Adieu, adieu !” 

He was gone; and Max, instead of seeking a 
hack, strolled away to the further end of the 
lawn, and sat down under a linden tree, and up¬ 
braided fate and fathers; and then fell to dream¬ 
ing of those blue eyes, that had looked so grate¬ 
fully at him, earlier in the day. He would see 
them again, he vowed, finally, in spite of parent, 
or aunt Caroline ; and soon, too. 

Sooner than he imagined! He was roused by 
the rustle of a woman’s dress, looked up, and 
started to his feet: for there, only a few paces 
away, was the lovely girl, in a dark-green dress 
and Tyrolese hat; and she was more lovely than 
ever, as she half paused, And glanced towards 
him, with a smile, at once embarrassed and mis¬ 
chievous. 

“ Fraiilein Lina!” he exclaimed, in a voice of 
delight, and he hurried toward her, so bewildered 
by this unexpected bliss, that he hardly knew 
what he said or did. “You here—you have not 
gone out to your aunt’s, at Ledenthal?” 

“ Not yet,” she replied, smiling and blushing. 
“ My courage failed—I was afraid she would 
scold me, though she never does. Bo I deter¬ 
mined to wait, and go by the post-carriage, that 
leaves after this train comes in. I%saw you and 
papa: where has papa gone ?” 

This address, speaking as if to. a person whom 
she knew, completed Max’s bewilderment, equal 
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though he -was, usually, to any emergency; and 
to increase his dazed state, she still regarded him 
with that mingling of fUn and embarrassment. 

“ He has gone on to his friends, near the sta¬ 
tion. He will get a carriage, then, to drive out to 
your aunt’s, expecting to find you, Fraiilein Lina.” 

“So, you told him where the ticket you gave 
me was for?” she asked, laughing outright, 
though the pink in her cheeks deepened to 
damask. 

“ Yes—he—I—oh, I hope I did not do wrong?” 

“ Oh, no—quite, quite right.” She tried to 
subdue the confusion, which rendered her so 
beautiful, and went on: “I should have come 
out, when I saw you and him. I was there, 
behind the thicket, reading; but I thought I’d 
belter let him get to my aunt’s, first—only I was 
curious to know why you waited. And I’ve not 
thanked you for the ticket—and, oh! I must pay 
you.” 

“ But your father did that,” he said. 

“Ah, did he? Well, you will let me thank 
you?” Now she looked terribly embarrassed, 
and 03 if she had a mind to run away; but stood 
her ground. “ It was very kind of you—and— 
and now I will admit that it was childish and 
silly of mo to run away—but—but, well, nobody 
must ask me to explain, else I shall run away 
from Ledenthal, also.” 

The glance and smile, which accompanied this 
speech, dizzied Max out of his last faint gleam of 
sense; he knew that he was going to utter words j 
that would be both mad and impertinent: still, 
he could not refrain ; he must speak. 

“Fraiilein Lina!” he cried; but was checked 
by the headlong approach of a little man, in a 
porter’s garb, shrieking: 

“Fraiilein, Fraiilein, the post is starting! I 
have hunted for you everywhere. Quick, quick, 
they won't wait.” 

The young girl started off, with the fleetness of 
a deer; looked back over her shoulder, and waved 
her hand, crying: 

“ Till we meet, adieu, adieu!” 

Positively, she had' crossed the lawn, before 
Max recovered himself sufficiently to follow. 
Away he darted; stumbled over some obstacle; 
fell flat; picked himself up: and rashed oh, 
reaching the side of the Btktibn building just in 
time to see the post-wagon drive off, With Lina 
Holdcniss therein. The carriage turned; she 
saw him; waved her hand again; and then was 
gone. 

Max stddflj for a few moments, stupefied; 
then remenibered he had left his valise by the 
bench whfcre^fie and Herr Holdeniss had sat; 
and went back to get it. As he stooped to take 


it up, he Baw a large-sized morrocco letter-case 
lying on the ground beside it—Herr Holdeniss’ 
letter-case—Max had seen it in his hand, two or 
three times. 

Here was a direct interposition of destiny in 
his favor. However mad Max might still be, in 
regard to most matters, he was perfectly dear 
and Bane on one point—it was his duty to take 
that letter-case out to Ledenthal, with as little 
delay as possible. 

He drove to a hotel, ordered a room, and went 
\ through a pretence of dining; then changed his 
j clothes; and very handsome he looked, in the 
stylish, light-gray costume. 

Presently, he found himself driving through 
the approaching sunset, along the smooth high¬ 
way. After a few miles, the coach turned into 
another road, which led through a smiling, well- 
wooded valley; and at the end of an hour, reached 
a tiny hitmlet, which could boast no house of 
importance enough to look like the dwelling of 
Frau von Klente. 

However, though the coachman, being new to 
Nuremburg, could give no information, there was 
a little inn in sight, and in the entrance stood the 
fat landlord, who looked good-natured enough fo 
give advice in the premises. To the eager in¬ 
quiries of Max, he replied, at once: 

“ The-ever-to-be-most-highly-esteemed, the-so- 
much-honorable, noble Frau von Klenze! Of 
course, I know her house—it is not far. The 
road to the left.—but it wants mending. I shoffTd 
advise the Herr to walk. If he passes down my 
cabbage-patch, and across the field, and mounts 
the hill, he will see the mansion below him, and 
can go through the ^wit-orchard and garden.” 

The consequence of implicitly following which 
advice Was, that, in about twenty minutes, Max 
reached the gate of the large, old-fashi6ned ga*- 
den; and saw, before him, the house, with a 
brood terrace, that was decorated with pots of 
flowering shrubs; while beyond, several glass 
doors led into the dwelling itself. 

He had come so quickly, that he Iras almost 
breathless. So, to recover himself, he sat down, 
on a moss-grown sundial, till, physically, he had 
cooled off somewhat. Then he rose, and walked 
along the centre garden path, till he gained a 
leafy arbor, built directly over it. 

He stopped again, for, seated in a rustic chair, 
beneath the emerald screen, he perceived Lina 
Holdeniss. She was leaning back, resting her 
head on her hand ; but her brilliant color and 
her Smiles were gone. She looked pale and de¬ 
jected ; and Max could have sworn that he dis¬ 
tinguished the traces of tears upon her cheeks. 

Some involuntary inovement of his arm caused 
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a rustle among the vines. Lina raised her eyes, 
and saw him. She started up; made a movement 
as if to flee; then stood still, looking at him; 
but as horrified and frightened as if some noxious 
reptile had suddenly appeared at her feet. 

“ Fraulein—Fraiilein Lina!” he exclaimed. 

“ In heaven’s name, have I frightened you ?” 

The words died on his Ups, for a gust of 
passionate anger swept across her face, leaving 
her paler than before. Then he saw what was 
more inexplicable than her terror, more painful 
than anger—a slow smile of scorn, of unutterable 
contempt, wreathe her beautiful lips. 

“Frightened?” she repeated, with a wave of 
her hand, as if brushing off some troublesome 
insect. “ Frightened—of you ?” 

It seemed to Max as if he must be in some 
horrible nightmare. This could not be reaL 

“ Fraulein Lina?” he repeated. 

“ How dare you?” cried she. 

Max had a hot temper of his own, and this-con¬ 
duct stirred it somewhat, even amid his confusion. 

“ My errand must be my excuse for this-in¬ 
trusion,” said he, drawing himself up to his 
fullest height, and looking very stately, though 
be trembled so that his grandeur was a little mar¬ 
red. “ It was necessary I should come—I could 
not send. I came to say to jour hither—to bring 
your father—” , 

“ Now, then, oh, then, heaven 1” cried FraSlein 
Lina, her eyes blaring mote hotly than before. 
Then she regarded him from head to foot, and 
added, “ And it is necessary for me to tell you 
that I find your coming uncalled for—indecent— 
yes! And I spoke graciously to you, at the 
station yonder. I will never forgive myself—I 
—oh, what is jour visit to me, that I should even \ 
be angry ? My father—you came to see my j 
father—well then, you shall. I will pall him. 
I—” 

“Fraiilein Lina!” hp broke in, interrupting! 
the passionate utterance of her rhodomontode. i 
. “ I will call him—do you.wait here/’ said she, ; 
imperiously. 

She darted out of the arbor, and up the terrace- ; 
steps; and as he, mechanically following, reached : 
them, she fled through one of the open doors, and ? 
disappeared down the corridor. [ 

Max dropped into the nearest chair, and sat ? 
utterly confounded; while a new thought dia- j 
turbed his brain, so unutterably terrible that his j 
anger was lost in pity. < 

“ She is mad—she must be,” he^ muttered, j 

Oh, the poor, beautiful, young mature! Can j 
she be ? How else to account fbr her conduct in j 
the garden, and now here—and her father’s j 
anxiety to follow—” I 


He was interrupted by a voice, calling: 

“Lina! Lina! Who wots you talking to? 
What—” 

It was Herr Holdeniss, emerging from an open 
door, lower down the terrace. He was rubbing 
his eyes, and yawning, in a fashion that showed 
he had just wakened from a nap. He caught 
sight of the visitor, and exclaimed: 

“ Herr Ingereoll—or am I asleep, still?” 

“ Yes, it is 1,” said Max, owning forward, and 
trying to compose himself. “ I beg your pardon 
for intruding.. But I found your letter-case, on 
the stationriawn: so I thought it best to bring it 
out myself, at once.” 

“How kind of you, how thoughtful,” cried 
Herr Holdeniss. “ And I did not even know I 
had lost it—full of important papers, too; what 
abominable carelessness on my part.” 

“ I am very glad I happened to see it. I will 
not disturb your siesta further,” said Max, with 
more than Castilian stateliness. 

“What, the deuce! Yqu don’t mean to ny 
off in that fashion,” cried the old gentleman, 
catching his arm. “ I’ll tell you a secret. My 
sister-in-law is the best creature living, but croch- 
etty. I knew, when I told Jhpr about you, she 
would bid me invite you; but since you are here, 
do wait: I’ll find her, and explain.” 

“ No, no, thanks,” said Max. 

“ You must^—you .shall! And Lina must thank 
you—” 

“ Oh, there is no need of that,”- broke in Max. 
“I must tell you, that, just after you left the 
station, I saw your daughter. We spoke, and she 
was very civil. I met her now, as I came in. 
I can’t imagine how 1 haveoffended her. 1 could 
not, in the least, comprehend the extraordinary 
things she told me—” 

Herr Holdeniss interrupted. 

“ Told you? That was odd for her to do. I 
suppose you’d said 1 knew your uncle, and so she 
felt acquainted. I’ve had no time to mention 
you. Well, well, no wonder she is upset and 
vexed. So she told you ?” 

“ Why, the old man is mad, too,” thought Max. 

“ And women are such incomprehensible crea¬ 
tures,” pursued Herr Holdeniss. “Since she 
has spoken, I’d like to tell you the whole. You 
see/German-like, I thought it my duty to ar¬ 
range a marriage for her. My old friend, Peter 
Dornhelm, had a son in England. I knew him 
a little; a handsome fellow; money, good busi¬ 
ness. I’d no mind to buy my girl a title, and a 
husband, who would despise her q,nd me.” 

“ Hopelessly mad,” thought Max. 

“ So, when Peter and I had settled matters, I 
told Lina. That’s nearly a month ago,” continued 
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the father. “ She was very rebellious; vowed t she behaved very bravely. She walked up to 
Bhe should detest the man: but I thought that Max, and extended her hand, 
would wear off. Well, the fellow himself did not " I beg you pardon,” said she ; " you must 
write, or send a photograph; but Peter said it have thought me crazy. But I saw you with 
was all right—” jpapa; you called me by my Christian name; 

" Oh,” broke in Max, " I must tell you that { my mistake was quite natural.” 
you misunderstood me. Miss Lina spoke of none “ Quite,” said Max, in high delight; " but I*m 
of these things.” j glad I'm not Herr Dornheim, for I judge you 

" No, I suppose she hated to give the details,” \ don’t like him.” 
said Holdeniss, and was deaf when Max tried to j “I never saw him,” said Lina, recovering her 
explain. " But, this morning, I got a telegram | dignity. 

from the young chap, to say that he would be at my \ “To own the truth, Lina,” said her father, 
house, at ten o’clock. I told Lina, and the monkey J " I thought you had told Ingersoll, so I’ve let it 
just put on her hat, and ran off here to her aunt,” j all out.” 

concluded the old gentleman, laughing heartily, j " Pnpa!” cried Lina, half vexed, half laughing. 
" Oh!” ejaculated Max. \ “ Well, now, let us never mention the odious, 

"Yes, but she needn't have been so silly. The \ selfish man’s name again.” 
fellow came to confide a secret—he was married \ " What, the deuce!” cried her father. " But 

already. Some low match. He is afraid to tell j so, why have you been fretting, or cross, ever 
his father yet: he wanted me to take the blame \ since I told you ho was married ? And, by the 
of,the breaking off of the proposed alliance upon j way, when you met Ingersoll at the station, you 
myself; he admitted he oughtn't to have waited \ thought he was Dornheim. It’s lucky you didn’t 
so long to tell me. But, after all, I was rather j scratch him.” 

sorry for him.” r “ You hadn't told her then,” exclaimed Max. 

“ Oh!” was all Max hould say. before he knew he was thinking aloud. ’ 

"But this is the odd phrt. I told Lina, when j Lina's intolerable confusion, as she ran back 
she got here; and it seems, though she professed j into the house, on a pretense of calling her aunt, 
to be so averse, and ran away this morning, to ; was a confession which ’ Max dared not then 
escape seeing young Dornheim, that she must \ admit to himself he understood; but which he 
have been weaving a little romance; for she j afterwards did: it was a confession, that, mis- 
turned very pale, and shut herself up in her j taking him for the proposed bridegroom, she had 
room. Hush ! here she comes.” J felt that running away to escape him, had been a 

But when Lina saw Max, she started back, silly thing to do. 
stammering out that she thought her father alone. Ingersoll stayed a month at Nuremburg, in- 
" Don’t run away, Lina,” said Herr Holdeniss. stead of the three days he had expected ; and 
" I want to introduce my friend—” before the enchanted weeks ended, such mystery 

" Your friend?” interrupted Lina, with a as there was, had been fully cleared up. 
scornfiil laugh. "Oh, there is no necessity Max had confided to Lina that he fell in love 
for an introduction. Mr. August Dornheim ! with her, at first sight; and Lina had admitted, 
and I have already met twice.” that, when she saw him crossing the station lawn, 

" August Dornheim ? What, the deuce,” cried with her father, she recognized that iier youth 
her father. " This an American friend of mine— had found a hero to realize its dreams. The only 
Mr. Max Ingersoll.” mistake she made Vas in the hero’s name, but 

Lina’s embarrassment was pitiful to see, but i even intuition must stop somewhere: 


LINES. 


BY A. O’SH AUOH NESST. 


Love, on your grave, in the ground. 
Sweet flowers I planted are growing 
Lilies and violets abound, 

Pansies border It wand, 

: And cowslips alt of my sowing; 

A creeper is trying to cover 
Your name with a kiss, like a lover. 


De^r, on.your grave, in my heart, 

Grow flowers you planted when living: 
WembHee that cannot depart, 
k'aitb fcrlifb't holier part, 

Love, aU of your giving; 

And Hope, climbing higher, is surer 
To reach you, as life grows purer. 
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MY CHRISTMAS DINNER: 

A TALE OF ARTIST-LIFE IN PARIS. 


BT AN AMERICAN A It T I S ¥ . 


We first knew each other at the “ Atelier 

O -,” in Paris, long ago, when we studied, 

hoped and despaired together. I speak of my 
friends 44 Mac,” and 44 the Baron,” so they were 
called. 

Now, they are married, and have happy homes, 
to which I am always welcome. I drop in, to 
dine and share their happiness, almost too often; 
but I cannot help it: they will never give me a 
hint, even, that it is inconvenient; and I—well, 
I am getting did and selfish, and somehow can't 
see it. 

My coursd in life has been less pleasing than 
theirs, since that time. My eyesight returned to 
me, after a mishap, too late in life to help the old 
ambition which Obce burned in me to be a great 
artist. I have remained single, too; though, of 
course, I came near to being married, once. 
CircimstAnees, 44 over which I had no control,” 
kept me a bachelor; so, since then, I have lived 
in and out of the gay world, playing godfather to 
my friends’ children, and trying to be a philos¬ 
opher. “To be a philosopher,”—as I often re¬ 
marked to the Baron— 44 one must—” But I am 
getting beyond my depth; and besides, it has 
nothing to do with my story. 

On Christmas day, I always dine alone. In the 
old times, before my own family was scattered, 
Christmas was the feast of all the year. My 
brothers and sisters were there; my mother, 
(bless her!) at the head bf the table; my 
father, (bless him. too!) at her right hand. 
He would never sit at the other end, opposite 
her: never. 44 Do yotf think I am going to give 
the best seat at the table to one of my young 
rascals?” he ^ould say; and catching my 
mother’s lovely eye, he would bow, and drink 
her health. I never saw my father’s left hand, 
just then, nor my mother’s right; and I knew 
they had met beneath the table. 

Time came wlfen I had to leave my home, to go 
abroad, to study my art; and—I did not know it 
then—to be forever separated from that dear, 
old, Christmas dinner. Then, I always dined 
alone, and ate my •* family dinner,” even if I 
was all the family; but I drank the same old 
healths, and my plum-pudding had a piece of 
holly in it, as it always used to have: and there 
was no one to make remarks about the weather, 


if (the roof of my garret leaking) a few raindrops 
found their way near the region of my cheeks. 

Once, however, I broke my rule; and sitting 
here alone on this Christmas night, I felt that I 
must relieve my mind: I must write.something, 
to tell the world how three men dined together, 
one Christmas night, and came to be good friends, 
who were once anything but pleased with one 
another. 

I arrived in PariB, when twenty odd years old. 
I went through the time-worn farces of a “nou¬ 
veau* a ” life in the atelier. I wee painted prussian-, 
blue, paid my pout botre , bought milk and eavon 
noir for the older men, fagged like an Etonian, and 
was as miserable as all* Am teeceux are. I dearly 
loved my art, and had talent, too; which, un¬ 
luckily for my country, was. never allowed to 
burst into genius. A yeavte,]|drd study, by .day 
and night, so affected my ayes arfd health, that I 
had to give up all work; new and then, I could 
sketeh a little, but never study in an atelier. 

Fortune had favored me with a good income; 
and, I suppose, wanted to equalize things: not 
give one too much, you know ; so fehe took away 
my strength, and made me see what a fortunate 
man I was the more strongly—pardon the bull— 
by taking my eyesight, too. Still, a good bank- 
account, youth, and the hope that my eyes would 
soon be better, kept me, during the winter months, 
at Paris; and the other seasons, at Barbizon, with 

my French friends, M- and R-. Their 

souls, so ftill of music and poetry, we still see in 
their pictures; and through all their struggles and 
trials, they could ever sing and lend a little of 
their light to others. They painted as I had 
dreamed of painting, some day; how little they 
were appreciated then: can anyone tell how 
much they are loved now ? 

I had a studio in Paris, which I needed to store 
my ftirniture and tapestries in, and which a young 
ariist kept for me. As I could not paint myself, 

I thought the best thing I could do was to busy 
tnyself with those who could. Consequently, I 
lived with the artists in Paris, and was one of 
them. There were two men in the atelier, in whom 
I was much interested: “ the Baron,” and 44 Mac.” 
How “the Baron” ever got that name, I don’t 
remember. 14 Mac ” wets the contraction of—say 
Macpherson. I knew little of them* for two rear 
• . . ( 1 «) 
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sons: When I myself was a student, the Baron j 
and I were looked upon by the Americans as 
rivals; and we could not, in all human nature, 
be friends: while Mao was so cold and brusque, j 
and, in his manner, so much of a bear, that I j 
could never bear him; he would not tolerate me. 

The Baron was quite young, and had lots of 
light hair, once golden, and blue eyes, set far into 
his head—and never at rest; his figure was tall, j 
slender, and loosely put together. Often, we 
tried to be friends; we were drawn towards each 
other, but a cruel, cold, something prevented 
familiarity.' He was not well off, but rich in 
his talents and disposition; by far, the strongest j 
of us all as an artist. He was as much loved and j 
looked up to by us all as he was admired. When 
I was forced to stop studying, and give up what j 
I was so fond of, the Baron came to me, and ex- j 
pressed such warm sympathy, (confirmed by those 
blue eyes of his, for they could not lie any more t 
than his tongue,) that all barriers were down, 
and I found a true friend where I had lost some¬ 
thing else. So, it was not long before the Baron \ 
became an habititt of my atelier. Mac never offered j 
a word of sympathy, was as brusque and distant < 
as ever. The Baron knew him no better than I < 
did, but had a high opinion of his talents. “ Mac 
isn’t the man you think he is,” he said. “ He is i 
so poor, and you are so oonfoundedly condescend- j 
ing, that, although I think he likes you, you will 5 
never find it oift.” Mao was a large Scotchman, 
who had the papers of an American citizen; had j 
red hair and beard; and rather affected the l 
mysterious, from mere bashfulness; wore a cap \ 
down over his eyes, and a large Spanish cloak; < 
lived, no one knew nrhere nor how^ and made j 
drawings, which, though often incorrect, had still 
a feeling of tenderness about them, utterly at 
variance with the rude character he outwardly : 
affected to be. 

There was another American in the atelier , a 
peaked little chap, named Wight, whom the Baron 
patronized ; and whom, consequently, I made the 
butt of many flat sarcasms. "A Frenchman laughs 
at small stature; and on these occasions, when j: 
the little chap foil hurt, the Baron would comfort 
him. Mao vtould sing out, ** Shut up r blast you l” 
at me; but just as sharply, “ Get out of my way, 
you little beggar,” at Wight. He would not let 
me chaff him ; but, at the same time, had no kind 
Word to give, himself. In my secret heart, I had j 
a compassion for the boy; but was jealous of the j 
friedship my (at that- time) rival gave him. He ! 
had been cast off by his father, so the story ran, j 
because he would be an artist; and had worked \ 
his way over from New York, in a sailing vessel. \ 
1 kuew he was poor, as nearly all the students l 


were; but gave him little thought, and no com¬ 
fort. He passed entirely out of my mind, after I 
left the studio, until, one morning, I sauntered 
into the atelier, to see the Baron’s work. During 
a repos of the modd, a knot of us drew together, 
to smoke and talk. 

“ What’s become of Wight?” I asked, noticing 
the absence of the former butt of the mess. No 
one knew: he had not been there, they said, for 
several weeks. Some one thought he lived at 
No.-, Rue de Seine. 

After the Baron’s work was over, that after¬ 
noon, he proposed going to look up Wight; I 
consented, and off we started, found the place, 
and asked for him. The old concierge told a 
pitiful tale: how Wight had lived there all the 
winter, in a little room on the sixth floor, without 
any fire, and had boarded himself; how, not 
having seen him for a day, she had gone up to 
his room, and found him in bed, “ no fire, few 
bedclothes, and in a raging fever.” We were 
shocked, as you may suppose; and went up to 
see him, with the old woman. We entered. The 
room was bright enough then, and a good fire 
was burning in the grate; but, besides a chair, old 
trunk, and a few canvases,, there wa$ no other 
fhrniture than the bed, on which lay poor little 
Wight, with his face to the wall. Skeleton 
enough he had been before; but now, the change 
was awful. He could not turn around—he had 
not the strength. We asked if we could do 
Anything for him—couldn’t we sit up and nurse 
him? 

“ Non, non, messieurs,” the old woman said. 
“ I thank you, very much ; but monsieur wants 
me to watch him: will have none of his fellow- 
students, who, (he say8,) care nothing for him.” 

I then urged her to get everything needful for 
his comfort, slipping into her hand a bank-note: 
she would not receive it. 

“Non, monsieur; I am Monsieur Wight’s 
friend; and he has everything he needs, now.” 

“ But, madame, I am Monsieur Wight’s friend, 
also.” 

“ Then, why did you not do something for him, 
before?” 

She would not take the moqey: incredible in 
a Paris concierge. . We saw we® could be of no 
service, and left, promising to call again. 1 felt 
I had received a rebuke, which would give me 
something to think over. I had spent m^mopey 
where I would be requited by the society of men 
1 liked: where it would pay me back. . 

I did not feel like talking, on the way nome : 
no more did the Baron; so, after a dinner, dull 
as our walk had been, we separated. 

A concoure at the school, the next week, took 
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op so much of the Baron’s time, that he could 
doc go with me to see Wight; and I was afraid to 
go alone * 1 felt contemptible by the side of the 
old woman. 

I met Mac, one very cold day, on the street, 
without his usual cloak; he wanted to pass, but 
I stopped him. 

“ Tiens, Mac, how d’ye dot Haven’t seen you 
for an age.” 

“ Well, thanks, au 'voir /” 

“ Say, Mac, have you heard anything of Wight ? 
How is he?” 

“ Heard he wasn’t very well.” 

“How’s your work going?” 

“Badly, au * voir 

And so he passed on, leaving me commenting 
on his rude behavior. I saw the Baron at din¬ 
ner, who said he had heard Wight couldn’t last 
long “ Galloping consumption ” The Baron 
was going to see him, but I prevented him, 
sending him to bed, instead. He was so weak 
and worn out with his work, for the prize, that I 
was afraid for his health I promised to go my¬ 
self and tell him the news, before returning to 
mj own home 

It was the lost day of the concours, and the 
work had been judged, that afternoon, but the 
result hod not been published. The Baron had 
the best chance of all, but his work was too del¬ 
icate in color—so 1 thought—to please the strict, 
academical notions of the master Mac had no 
chance he had given up, for some reason He 
could not make a drawing, which would hold its 
own with those of Frepchmen, who could do 
nothing else He had, that morning, thrown it 
up, in despair, as I heard later, and the Baron 
told me, that, although he had said little about it, 
still he felt, as he thought, very keenly, his 
failure in nob being able to compete I finished 
my dinner, and went to & reception at Madame 

ft-’s, where I knew I should meet the patron. 

Knowing him socially, as well as in the school, 
I felt no hesitation in trying to find out who had 
won; but befofe I had a chance to speak, he 
said 

“ I must congratulate you • one of your country¬ 
men has taken the jam ” 

“Eh?” 

“Yes, Monsieur X-.” 

“The Baron, by Jove!” 

“ It will not be known for several days, so that 
was entre nous, you know ” 

“Certainly, certainly, monsieur” 

I had gained what I came for, and soon after 
took my departure ; and drove from the gay 
fceae, to the Rue de Seine 

The old condetge said Wight was very low, and 


could not live through the night; that he had 
hardly been able to speak for several days. We 
went upstairs, together, and on opening the door 
softly, I saw something which nearly knocked 
me off my feet. 

There, his back toward me, with one hand 
supporting the poor, emaciated body of Wight, 
and with the other giving him a cup of something, 
was that hard-hearted, brusque bear of a “ Mac.” 
I hardly recognized the tender voice, that spoke, 
to be that of the Scotchman. 

“ Try to drink just a little, Billy. I know it 
hurts, but just a little—for me. There, there— 
you shall rest again.” 

“ Has Monsieur Macpherson been here often ?” 
I whispered, to the concierge. 

“ Every night, monsieur, he has watched with 
Monsieur Wight.” 

“ But you said he would not have anyone but 
yourself.” 

“Y T es, monsieur; but he came: came often, 
and stayed. You left, and stayed away.” 

Mac had, by this time, laid the poor boy back 
again, gently ; no woman could have done it more 
so; and smoothed his pillow, while talking to 
him. 

“ No, Billy, I gave up the concours; no chance 
for me, among the Frenchmen / and even if there 
were, the Baron would have taken it: yes, and 
the Baron deserves it, if he can get it. I’m 
going back to Americ—that is—” he said, noticing 
& shadow cross Wight’s face, at the mention of 
going home—“ that is, you know, T shall try to 
stay here; but my money is gone: no, it was 
going, you know, but I have lots now; yes, yes, 
and you shall pay me when you get well; but, 
that doesn’t matter, I’ll get on well enough, old 
boy; and when you are through with this, why, 
we’ll go off to Barbizon, together.” A sad smile 
stole over the poor patient’s face, which as much 
as said, “ talk on, but you know it’s a dream ” 
“And we’ll see Millet, and Rousseau, and—is that 
comfortable’—get rich, too, you know; and, in 
the early spring, Barbizon, old chap 1 Barbizon !” 

By this time, Wight's smile showed that he had 
seen us, and was pleased to have us hear the gen¬ 
erous talk of his new-found friend. It was time 
to speak ; so, walking over to him, I said, gently 
as possible, “ Mac, how’s the boy?” 

Mac jumped up, as if the chair had suddenly 
become red-hot, his face looked as if it had, at 
any rate. “ Why didn’t you tell me you were 
coming? 1 might have staid away.*’ 

“ Mac, you are putting us to shame.” 

“ It’s none of your business, what I am doing,” 
was his answer 

I took no notice of this; but, sitting down on 
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Mac’s now empty chair, said to Wight: “Has* 
Mac been a good friend to you, Billy ?” His eyes j 
brightened up, and he struggled until he managed 
to get out: 

“ A—a—an—angel.” J 

“ Well, then, Billy, you’ll soon get over this,” j 
—he shook his head, slightly—“and then we 
will all go off, as Mac says, to Barbizon, and to 
the sea, too, in Normandy—to the woods and sea; 
and then, when we hare all got well, got good 1 
and strong, we’ll go to Venice, and to Florence, 
where there is so much sunshine: to sunny J 
Italy, eh, old boy? and see whole oceans of j 
pictures.” The light, which first came into his j 
eyes, at the mention of all this pleasure, died j 
away; and I saw, too well, that he knew how 
ill he was. He looked up, a second or so, from 
Mac to me, and then at Mac again, trying, like a 
dog, to express his meaning, while he could not J 


his eyes: “ I’ve two rooms here, and the beds 
already made, so you just tumble in.” 

He had no strength left to refuse. I saw him 
safe in bed, and fast asleep; then I returned to my 
chair. My cigar was good, and 1 was wide awake. 
Too late, now ! I remembered poor Wight’s his¬ 
tory. Mac, I knew, had been as brusque to him, 
as to us all; but had heard our conversation 
about the little chap, and had gone there after 
the Baron and I had left; found him sick ; and, 
with the goodness of a true man, had not left the 
care of him to another. “He came and stayed .” 
He nursed him, gave him everything he could, 
even to the cloak upon his back—for that had 
gone for bouillion and wine; and after watching 
all night, he worked all day, never telling a soul; 
and yet, that great rough bear of a Scotchman, 
upon whom I looked down as a boor, had been 
doing deeds as gentle and as great as they were 


Bpeak. “ Yes, yes, Billy,”—and I whispered— 
“ The Baron couldn’t come, this evening; because 
he, too, isn’t well—but, just think, he has taken 
the priz —and—and, Billy, Mac has just received 
a legacy,”—I am sorry to say, this was fiction ; 
but I wanted to take one thorn out of the poor 
little fellow’s pillow—“ Mac has enough money, 
now, to study here in comfort; and you shall, too, 
Billy.” 

The poor boy, by great effort, gave my hand a 
pressure; while a look of perfect peace came from 
his eyes: he tried to speak, but the effort set 
him coughing. Mac almost pushed me from the 
chair, and endeavored to give him some medicine. 
He could not take it; his poor tongue, too much 
swollen, would not let it pass: and while he 
racked himself, Mac held his hand, supporting 


i 


i 

i 

i 


I 


him, and still talking to him in the gentle tone I j 


had not dreamed he could use. It finally ceased; \ 
and the boy lay, for a long time, looking at Mac, 
with a smile on his lips. Gradually, his eyes 
closed, the smile remaining: and it never de¬ 
parted ; even after Mac, laying his burden back : 
on the pillow, and disengaging his hand, said :— 
and Mac’s eyes were wet, the big Scotchman’s 
voice was husky— 

“ Billy has fallen asleep.” 

When- all had been arranged, and two of the 
students called in to guard the poor little deserted 
temple of a body, Mac and I left together. 


“ Come home with me, Mac, and we’ll make 
coffee. Where's your cloak?” 

“ Left it home.” j 

But Mac, unexpectedly, accepted the invitation, j 
We made coffee, strong coffee ; but the easy chair, 
and cheerful fire, had their effect on Mac, worn j 
out as he was. 

“ Old man,” I said; and he wearily opened j 


unostentatious. No one—not even the Baron— 
knew what he had done: he had given the 
strength he needed to compete for the prize f 
where it could never be known nor repaid. 
Little Wight was buried by the students. Mac 
came with them, and did his part merely os one 
of them. The Baron and I were chief mourners. 
I heard one fellow say of Mac, “ So, that old bear 
has put in his phiz, to make it the more mourn¬ 
ful.” 

That was all the reward he got from men : they 
little knew how much more than all others he 
could look down on the free of the dead without 
remorse. 

Sorrow lasts but a short time, visibly, with 
students. A few days after the funeral, came 
Christmas; and Mac surprised the Baron, by 
accepting an invitation to a Christmas dinner, 
given by me. We dined all alone, in my little 
tatte d manger. 

“ Mac, are you going home, in/February, as you 
expected to do?” the Baron asked. 

“No, I shall stay longer, a year or two. I 
have taken TMoris old studio, as J have a picture 
to paint—” he hesitated; I said, “Mac, your 
cigar isn’t lighted.” He went on. “That leg¬ 
acy never came; but, far better, the good Lord 
has sent me a Christmas, indeed: somebody has 
found out that I can paint, and—if he could only 
have known it, wouldn’t that poor little fellow in 
the Rue de Seine , that was so forgiving—” 

Here, he grew choky, and so did I. And I do 
not exactly remember how we ended the dinner. 
But that Christmas made me think less of myself, 
and somewhat more and better of others. Since 
then, the Baron and I have felt ourselves honored, 
in being recognized as friends, by “ Mac, that 
bear of a Scotchman.” 


Digitized by v^ooQle 




A MOUNTAIN IDYL. 


BT MBS. B. W. DBMEBITT. 


A famous prima-donna had been giving a con¬ 
cert, in the parlor of the large hotel at Mount-. 

The few last rich notes of song had died away 
on the air; the applause had ceased ; and slowly 
the audience was breaking up into little knots, 
with the usual interchange of greetings and com¬ 
ments. 

Outride, by one of the long windows that 
opened on the broad piazza, stood a young girl, 
bending eagerly forward. The hood of her water¬ 
proof cloak was drawn back, and the light from 
within fell on her fair hair, her wide-open, blue 
eyes, and her red, parted lips. 

“Oh, Dick,” and the words ended with a 
little shiver, 14 wasn’t it beautiful? If I could 
only ring like that.” 

Her companion, a tall, broad-shouldered, young 
countryman, was leaning carelessly against, the 
window-frame, with his dark, earnest eyes fixed 
as intently on the girl’s face, as hers were on 
the gay scene before them. 

“ I think—I am almost sure—I could do it, if 
I tried,” she continued, without waiting for an 
answer. 44 Listen, Dick!” 

She dropped her head slightly, and warbled, 
in a clear, flute-like Yoice, first softly, then 
louder, two or three bars of the song she had 
just heard, ending with a crisp, little run. 

“There, I knew I could do it,” she cried, 
gleefully, “only, somehow, I do not exactly 
know how to manage my breath; and my voice 
seemed to run away from me. How pretty it is, 
in there. The beautiful dresses, the long trains, 
the bright lights, and the flowers. How glorious 
it must be to stand there, with all those faces 
looking at you, and all those grand people lis¬ 
tening. as if their lives depended on hearing 
every word you sang. And the applause, Dick 
—I don’t see how anyone could help singing 
after that 

A troubled expression passed over the young 
man’s face. 

“Let us be going, Milly,” he said, abruptly, 
“ or some of these fine people will be coming out 
here, and find us peeping.” 

But the girl did not stir. Her face was still 
turned toward the parlor. 

“ No one will think of coming out here; the 
dampness would spoil all those pretty dresses.” 

8he pressed her face, os she spoke, close to the 


window-pane. ** I believe I could stay here all 
night, and watch,” she added. 

44 Come, Milly.” Dick spoke sternly now. 
44 It’s after half-past ten o’clock, and I promised 
aunt Rhoda to bring you back early. The 
chances are that we will get caught in the rain, 
as it is; the sky is os black as pitch.” 

Milly yielded, reluctantly, to his grasp. But 
as they reached the edge of the piazza, and Dick 
sprang lightly to the ground, and raised his arms 
to assist her, she cast a lost, lingering glance at 
the window. 

44 There’s the beautifhl lady who sang, Dick,” 
she said, 44 standing there, with all (hose people 
pushing and crowding, to get a chance to speak 
to her. I had rather be in her place, than be a 
queen on the throne. IIow nice it would have 
been, if we could have walked in at the front 
door—I, with my long train, and you, with your 
white gloves, and have sat down with the best of 
them, instead of creeping up on the piazza, and 
standing outside, in the darkness, listening—” 

Dick lifted her to the ground. 14 Put this on, 
Milly ; it’s a chilly night, if it it July,” said lie, 
drawing the hood of the cloak over the girl’s 
head, and allowing his hand to linger, for a 
moment, on the rippling hair, with a caressing 
touch. 44 What a flighty little Milly you are, 
after all! To think that a few fine dresses, and 
gny people, should be able to turn such a sensible 
little head as yours.” 

44 Not so flighty as you think, perhaps,” re¬ 
turned the girl, proudly, drawing away from him. 
44 And it isn’t the sight of the fine dresses, and gay 
people: it is the thought of what I might do with 
my voice, if I only had the chance. There’s 
trouble ahead, Dick. It is coming slowly but 
surely. I’ve lain awake, many a night, thinking 
of it. Aunt Rhoda is old and feeble, and that 
trouble with uncle Seth’s eyesight is growing 
worse, all the time. Ever since he had to pay 
those notes, that he endorsed for a friend, and we 
had to put a mortgage on the farm, it has been very 
hard to get along. If his eyes should give out 
entirely—I hardly dare think of it—there is no 
one but me for them to lean upon in their old age.” 

44 You’re not the only one, Milly,” said Dick, 
bringing his hand down, heavily, on his arm. 
44 There is a good, strong arm—and a willing heart 
to back it.’* 

( 146 ) 
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“ But you have your mother, and your educa¬ 
tion, to look out for. No—no—it’s very kind of 
you to feel that way, but we have no claim on 
you. It wouldn’t be right—” 

“ No claim ?” echoed Dick. “ No claim f” 

Ilis heart beat fast, as he bit his lips hard, to 
keep back the torrent of impetuous words, that 
struggled for utterance. 

He and Milly had reached the gate, by this 
time, and in stooping to un asten the latch, he 
gained a little leisure for self-control. 

“What have I to give her but myself,” he! 
thought. “ And what am I but a great, hulking 
fellow, who has not yet found out what his place 
is to be in the world. Better wait forever, than 
come to her empty-handed.” 

He opened the gate, for her to pass through, 
and then, aided by his strong arms, she sprang 
into the wagon. 

“No claim, Milly?” he repeated, bitterly. 
“ No claim ! It’s a pity if the girl I have known 
ever since she was a baby, whom I have drawn 
to school on my sled, and who has been to me 
first playmate, then friend—I say, it’s a great 
pity, if the girl who is as dear—as dear—as 
dear—” Dick felt the blood mounting to his 
forehead, as he continued, stammering, “ as dear 
to me as—as—a sister—cannot feel that she has 
the best claim on me in the world. And as for 
uncle Seth, who, in his prosperous days, has 
done so many kind turns for mother and me, 
why, his claim is so plain that a blind man 
could see it. Oh, Milly, don’t speak like that 
again. You don’t know how the words hurt. 
Hold the reins for me, a moment, while I look 
for the lantern. Where can it be?” 

Just then, there was the pattering of feet on 
the gravel walk, and a young woman ran down 
to the gate, swinging a lantern in her hand. 

“ Here’s your lantern, Dick Ashley,” she said, 
raising it so that the light showed her to be a 
bright, black-eyed, rosy-cheeked, rustic beauty. 

“ I thought you would be wanting it, so I came 
down, and took it up to the house, to light it for j 
you. And I should have been back sooner, only 
I was hindered, in helping with the supper. 
Well, how did you like the concert ? You haven’t 
thanked me, Milly, for getting you a place, where 
you could see and hear it all.” 

“Thank you, Kate. It was a great treat. 

I shall remember that voice as long as I live. 
And all the time the lady was singing, I felt as 
if I was going up—up—up—I don’t know 
where.” 

“ Well, Milly,” and Dick laid his hand on her 
arm, “ please don't go up—we want you down 
here, just at present. You see, Kate, whenever 


Milly gets into her romantic flights, I am the 
weight to pull her down to sober common sense: 
otherwise, we might lose her.” 

Kate’s keen eyes caught the movement of 
Dick’s hand, and a scowl passed over her hand¬ 
some face. 

“Milly loves music so well/’ she said, “and 
understands so much more about it, that she feels 
differently from us. Now, for my part, Dick, I 
think Milly’s voice just as fine as the one you 
heard to-night; and 1 believe she could sing just 
as well, if she had the teaching.” 

“ Milly doesn’t need any teaching. She sings 
well enough as it is.” 

“Oh, Kate. Oh, Dick,” said Milly, deprecat- 
ingly, while Dick held.out his hand, impatiently, 
for the lantern. 

“I do,” reiterate^ Kate. “It’s the solemn 
truth. I only wish I had Milly’s voice. You 
wouldn’t catch qie settling down in a stupid 
place like this, when 1 might get to be rich and 
famous. There’s no end to the luck a good voice 

brings. Why, there’s Miss B-, up at the 

house, the lady who sang to-night: they say Bhe 
was a poor, country girl; and someone found 
out what a voice she had, and gave her lessons ; 
and now she is just rolling in money. She takes 
care of her mother, that gray-haired lady, who 
sat near the door; and does so much good 
besides. And I can see, as I wait on her at 
table, how much everyone, even those grand 
‘stuck up’ people, thinks of her.” 

Kate was the daughter of one of the village 
farmers. She taught school the greater part of 
the year, and during vacation, eked out her 
scanty income, by waiting on table at the Mount 
-Hotel. 

“ Wait a moment, Dick,” pleaded Milly, ns the 
young man murmured something about its being 

time to go. “ How long will Miss B-stay at 

the hotel, Kate?” 

“ Only this week. Than she goes to Europe, to 
rest. She gave that concert, last night, to help 
one of the poor women at the hotel. She is a 
kind body, and seems to be always ready to do 
a friendly act.” 

The young horse darted forward, as he felt the 
sudden sting of Dick’s lash. “ Good-night, 
Kate,” called the young man. “ You and Milly 
will catch your deaths, standing out here in the 
damp.” 

Kate stood, for a moment, listening to the 
sound of the retreating wheels. “ Look sharp, 
Dick Ashley,” she said, with a mocking laugh, 
“or you’ll lose your pretty bird. You think 
you have her safe caged; but for all your watch¬ 
fulness, she may fly out into the world and leave 
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you; and I am the one who has unfastened the door. 
I’Te seen that Milly baa been uneasy in her 
mind this long while, thinking of the old folks* 
trouble, and wanting to earn something to help 
them. It only needed (hose words from me to 
start the thing. With Milly once well out of the 
way, Dick might have eyes for girls who are far 
more handsome than she. It*8 a game worth 
playing, at all events, and I am willing to risk 
everything on it.** 

Dick, alarmed and vexed at the turn conver¬ 
sation had taken, drove home in silence; and 
Milly was too busy with her half-formed plans, 
to say more than a word or two. 

“ Good-night, Milly,*’ he said, tenderly, as he 
unlocked the door of the farmhouse for her. “ I 
shall not see you again for three weeks. I am 
going to start, to-morrow, for cousin John’s. He 
is the one who has promised to give me a little 
help in my education; and I shall make him 
quite a visit. Don’t borrow any trouble. There 
▼ill be a way provided, without your putting 
your shoulder to the wheel; trust to me for that. 
80, go to sleep, without a thought of what is to 
come. The * darkest day,* you know, ‘ is just 
before the dawn.’ ** 

The day after the concert, aunt Rhoda sent 
Milly up to the hotel, to tell the housekeeper 
that she could have “that week’s churning,” for 
the hotel table, 9 t fttie wished it. The young 
girl had delivered the message, and was walking 
slowly down the broad, well-kept walk, when she 
noticed that the great piazza was nearly deserted, 
it being tlrt hour when almost all the l&dfos were 
dressing for dinner. 

But one lady sftt, by the side of the front door, 
reading, and as she raised her eyes from her 
book, Milly saw that it was the singer, Wrhom 
She had heard the night before. 

It was a 81range thing for shy little Milly to 
do, but before she thought, sher found herself 
standing before the lady, who was looking at her 
curiously. 

“ If you please, ma^am,** said Milly, blushing, 
“I heard you sing, last night; and it was so 
beautiful. And I think I can sing, too; and we 
are so poor; and need the money so much at 
home. I wonder if you would tell me If my 
voice was worth anything.” 

The lady dropped her book. “ What is it, my 
dear?” she asked, kindly. “I don’t quite 
understand.” • 

“ If you would only, please , see if I could sing, 
ma’am.” Milly, as she spoke, wrung her hands, 
nervously. 

“ Oh, you want me to try your voice. Why, 
of course, I will. Come into the parlor, and you 


shall sing for me, and then I will sing a little for 
you. Don’t be afraid; There is never anyone 
there at this hour. We can have it all to our¬ 
selves.” 

She led the way, and Milly followed, timidly. 
The large parlor was deserted. Seating herself 

at the piano, Miss B-ran her fingers lightly 

over the keys, and then asked, “ What can you 
sing, my child ?” 

“All the old hymns and songs; unde Seth 
likes the old Scotch songs bdst of all.” 

“Do you know this?” playing “Within a 
Mile o’ Edinboro’ Town,” and she looked up at 
Milly, as she spoke. Milly nodded assent 

“Very well, now sing, right out.” 

Milly's voice trembled and hesitated, at first; 
but the accompaniment gave her courage, and 
then it poured out rich and strong, filling the 
large room, and echoing through the hall and 
corridors. i 

The lady paused in astonishment. “ Why, of 
course, you can sing. My child, yott have a 
glorious voice—now, go on—” 

After the song was finished, Miss B-tried 

Milly’s voice in sustained noteB and scales $ 
and, at the ewd of-the brief lesson, the delighted 
pupil found herself sitting by the teacher's side, 
pouring into her sympathetic ears all her troubles 
and fears, and hopes and plans. 

It waa the talk of the whole town, when, just 

a Week from that time, Miss-B- left for 

Europe, taking Milly with her. It had required 
much persuasion, on her part; but when she had 
satisfied uncle Seth, that Milly would be in good 
hands, he reluctantly gave his consent. Mis® 

B- undertook ' to pay all expenses, and the 

only condition of the agreement was a solemn 
promise, that Milly should not sing in opera, the 
good old man having inherited, from his Puritan 
ancestors, a horror of the stage. 

When Dick came home, he was stunned by the 
news of Milly’8 departure. Great, too, was his 
astonishment and grief, when he found she hod 
gone without one little note, or word of special 
farewell. 

“Did she leave nothing with you, Kate?” he 
asked, as he overtook that young woman, on her 
way to singing-school. 

It was too dark for him to notice Kate’s 
flushed face and conftised manner. 

“No,” said Kate, slowly, “the fact was, 
Milly’s head was completely filled with her new 
friends and new life. And she did not have all 
the luck, Dick. I have been appointed post¬ 
mistress. It will be far better than tramping 
through the snow to teach tiresome children.” 

But Dick hardly heard what she said. He 
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was thinking of Milly. “It’s but the beginning 
of the end,” he murmured. M She will never be 
the same Milly again. Oh, why did they send 
her out into the world, away from those who love 
her best.” 

He wrote her kindly, once, twice, three, four 
times, without receiving an answer. Then, in a 
fit of indignation, he wrote to Miss B-, de¬ 

manding an explanation—and that too failed to 
win & reply. 

44 Are you sure you put on the right stamps ?” 
he asked of Postmistress Kate, and she assured 
him that she “ was sure.” 

They had letters regularly at the farmhouse, 
however, and Kate seemed to be the favorite 
correspondent. Dick began to look on her as the 
only link left between him and Milly. He left, 
after awhile, for a neighboring town, to study for 
the ministry; but came home frequently; and 
never failed to pass a part of the time with Kate; 
for, in spite of Milly’s cruel neglect, he found 
himself hungering, for the slightest tidings of 
her. 

For the first two years, Milly wrote that she 
was studying hard, and making rapid progress. 
Presents came to the farmhouse, Ia*d money to 
pay the interest on the mortgage. There were 
oIbo pretty little gifts, sent through Kate, to old 
friends, Dick being the only one forgotten. At 
last, came the news of a grand triumph. Milly 
had sung in public, And her success was assured. 
Various extracts from foreign journals were copied 
by the papers, lauding the beauty and talent of 
the young American singer. Then Milly pleaded 
for two or three years more, and accompanied the 
letter with a check to pay off a portion of the 
mortgage; and with this, came a photograph of 
herself, in grande toilette . 

Meantime, the years went by. Seven had 
passed. During that time, gentle aunt Rhoda 
had been carried to her last rest, and slept in the 
village cemetery. Milly’s money, however, pro¬ 
cured a capable housekeeper for uncle Seth, in 
the person of one of his nieces. 

Dick, too, had been fighting his way in the 
world; and climbing step by step. The Rev¬ 
erend Richard Ashley was beginning to be widely 
known, as the able, earnest, young pastor of the 
large and flourishing church in the city of-. 

Uncle Seth finally placed himself in the hands 
of a skilful oculist, for an operation on his eyes. 
It proved unsuccessful; and the good old man 
was doomed to total blindness. Dick heard of the 
result; and hurried to the farm, to offer what 
comfort he could. 

It was a beautiful day, in June, when he step¬ 
ped upon the platform of the station at Mount 


;-. In front of him, stood a lady, who had just 

left the forward car. Something familiar in 
the quick step, and carriage of the slender 
figure, caused Dick to start, violently. The lady 
was dressed in deep mourning, and wore a heavy 
crape veil over her face. Handing a baggage- 
check to one of the drivers, she passed into the 
waiting-room. Dick felt strongly impelled to 
follow her; but chiding himself for his curiosity, 
turned on his heel, and walked away. 

Across the track, was a footpath, leading to a 
short cut, through the fields and woods, to the 
farm. But Dick had a business errand, at one of 
the houses near by, and he followed the main 
road. When he left the farmer’s house, he 
turned aside from the highway; and crossing 
a field, reached the bypath to the furm. How 
the old memories came surging into his mind! 
How often had Milly and he walked under those 
trees. Yonder, iyns the little brook, with the 
broad stepping-stones, which they had crossed a 
hundred times. He strode forward, rapidly, and 
stood by its brink. In the middle of the stream, 
on a large, flat stone, stood the lady whom he had 
seen at the station. The recent heavy mins had 
washed away some of the stones; and a. wide 
space of rushing water rolled between her and the 
bank. 

It was but the work of a moment to roll a stone 
into the stream, and to assist her to spring to the 
other bank. As she threw back her veil, to 
thank him, Dick raised his eyes, and saw—Milly 
herself. 

44 1 came but yesterday,” she explained, after an 

awkward silence. 44 Miss B-died, suddenly; 

and her mother and I left, at once, for home. I 
did not telegraph, because I wanted to surprise 
them at the farm. Are they well ?” 

44 You have not heard, then?” returned Dick, 
gently. 44 It is as you feared. Uncle Seth’s eyes 
have given out.” 

44 Oh, why did they keep it from me?” she 
cried. 44 1 would have Come, at once. It is a 
mercy that I am able to take care of him.” 

They walked along, slowly, talking of uncle 
Seth and his affliction. 

“It seems but yesterday that I left,” mur¬ 
mured Milly. 44 Thank God, if friends prove 
fickle, there are some thinge that do not change. 
This path, this brook, seem the very same that I 
left, years ago; and these trees are not altered : 
even 4 he little flowers are in the old places. How 
U—Kate?” 

She spoke hesitatingly, now. 

44 Kate?” he repeated. “Kate? I do not 
know.” 

“ Do not know ?” 
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“ She left here, four years ago—married a gay 
young clerk ; and went out West to live.’’ 

“ I—I thought she was married to you,” gasped 
Milly. “ In every letter, she spoke of seeing you, 
being with you; and the others wrote in the same 
way. She told me she was going to be married; 
and I supposed, of course, it was to you.” 

For the first time, Dick smiled. “ I did see a 
great deal of her: it was the only way I could 
hear from you,” he Baid. 

They had reached the short lane, by this time, 
that led to the farmhouse. 

“One word, Milly,” said Dick. “ I have a 
right to know. Tell me what I have ever done, 
that you should answer none of my letters, that 
you should leave without one word of farewell ?” 

“It is the very question I have been longing 
to put to you. I left a long, long letter for yoii, 
with Kate. I wrote* again and again: I sent 
messages and gifts by her, until hope died in my 
heart. And all these long, weary years, poor, 
little, homesick, faraway Milly has been waiting 
and praying far one word of encouragement from 
her old friend—is it possible that Kate—” 

“ I see it all, now,” replied Dick. “ She has very 
nearly made a total wreck of two happy lives.” 

The sound of a voieo, singing an old, familiar 
hymn, came through the open door Of the farm¬ 
house. Milly lifted her finger to Dick, and hur¬ 
ried through the hall, into the kitchen. 


Uncle Seth, with a bandage over his eyes, sat 
in an arm-chair, with his niece on a low stool at 
his feet. As the young woman arose, in surprise, 
Milly motioned for her to be silent. 

“Why do you stop?” queried the old man, 
impatiently. “ That was one of Milly’s favorite 
hymns. But you don’t sing it as she did. Go 
on, Sophia.” 

The girl obeyed. But after the first line, a 
clear, rich voice joined in the refrain. The old 
man started to his feet. 

“ Milly,” he cried, groping with outstretched 
arms. “It is—it must be—Milly, come back 
again.” 

Milly threw her arms around his neck, and 
answered, brokenly, «* It it Milly, come to be eyes 
for you, in your blindness-^-to stay with you, 
always—to share her good fortune with you—to 
leave you never, nevermore.” 

A smile lighted the meek, patient face. 

“I am content, now. It is Milly, come back 
to me, and—to Richard,” he continued, hearing 
Dick's voice. 

Dick could not-speak 1 ; but his earnest eyes put 
the question that hfa tohgue refused to utter. 

Milly*s lips parted, in a happy laugh, as she 
stroked the old man’s silver locks. 

“ It is Milly come back to you—to you, and to 
Richard,” she added, gently, placing her hand 
in the young foam’s eager grasp. 


ASHES. 

BY EMMA E. BIX. 


' I jrotMD strip* of paper there, 

■ »?4tM and fane; 

DHfefrC aa,the Western glories, when 
They brighten .up the yiew. 

Each held a promise, sacred once, 

And each had held a heart; 

And on the glowing embers there, 

I laid theip each apart. 

The bursting flames joined over them; 

And with a with’ring sigh, 

I saw the hopes of youth and love, 

In glowing ashes lie. 

Ah! heart of mine, and memory, 
Why dwell you still on one ? 

The ashes yet are glowfog bright, * 
But life Is all undone. 

A light glows o'er the meadow far, 
And through the woods between. 

' Oh, light of love, come back to me, 

■ It burns.for me, I ween; 

Strange fancies o’er me gather thick, 

. A ray of light I grasp— 

It may not be. Oh, life I Ob, lore! 
My empty hand* I clasp. 


Oh! arfhes, glowing bright and red, 
With deep and fated breath, 

I gate upon your graying light, 

And sigh me, “Is it death?" 

Oh, God I will only ashes gray 
Lie on my heart's hearth-stone? 

Are all the vivid dreams of life 
To die out, one by one ? 

Up, up the chimney, yes, I see 
The lighter ashes go; 

The dying embers cease to flame, 
And grayer still they grow. 

,0h, love, and heart, and memory, 
There's little yet is left: 

It's only ashes, gray and cold. 

Of life and joy bereft. 

I yearn, gray ashes, how I yearn 
To see you beam once more; 

To see your bonnie flame of red 
Begem me, o'er and o’er. 

Love, joy, and hope, no more can be 
The flAmes that brighten life. 

Ashes, cold ashes, whiter now, 
There's neither joy nor strife. 
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CHAPTER I,V. | 

Washakeb sprang to her feet, as the old man j 
gave this description of a scene, that was not the i 
less exciting, because it hod happened year* and j 
years before. In a* rush of feelings, that brought! 
the hot blood to her cheeks, and fire to her eyes, \ 
she bogan to pace up and down the length of those > 
two rooms, like a panther that suddenly finds its i 
jungle too dense for free movement. \ 

“ And this was a white woman ? One of those < 
I have envied—of whose blood I was so proud T < 
This was the Christian that missionaries would \ 
have us imitate ? They pity our savage condition, s 
and would redeem us from it. Why, grandsire, s 
there is not a squaw in the {meanest wigwam of > 
our grounds, who would not scorn to deal so j 
rudely with her own child. The bravest of our i 
men would never havo dared to insult the son of \ 
a great chief, as this white-faced woman did.” j 
“ Why did these people ask you to come among j 
them?” | 

A faint, sarcastic smile crossed the old man’s j 
lips. 

“ They invited us from the wilderness, that we 
might learn all the charities of their civilization 
—that we might learn to call our Great Spirit 
God, and worship him according to their laws 
of reverence.” 

“ So, in their eagerness of conversion, they 
forgot that we Indians have feelings, like other 
people: pride, honor, everything that goes to 
moke brave manhood, and devoted womanhood. 
In order to save your soul, this devout woman 
forgot that you had a heart, grand and generous 
os ever heat in a human bosom. But the white 
girl—she that was thrown liko a broken lily on 
your bosom—what did she do?” 

“ She was, indeed, white then—pale as snow, 
and seemed almost as cold. She drew herself 
from me: for I had not dared to touch her; and, 
for a moment, she stood under the blaze of her 
mother's wrath, mute and shrinking; hut she had 
some of the woman’s fire in her blood, and the 
insults rained upon her brought it to her face. 

“ ‘ Go,’ the mother was saying, 1 fbllow your 
savage into the woods; creep into his wigwam, 
with half a dozen other copper-faced wives, who, 
( 150 ) 


will help you to cook his meals, dress his deer¬ 
skins, and tramp by his side, loaded down with 
game, like a mule. Go; but remember, when 
you come whining hack, with baskets to sell, and 
begging cold meat at the door, the dogs shall 
drive you from my house.’ . 

4 * Jane Deming was standing perfectly upright , 
now—a fair, queenly girl, stung into wonderfhl 
dignity by this coarse assault. Before she could 
speak, I answered the»woman. 

*“Nq,’ I said; ‘this kdy may never be my 
wife. 1 h&ve not dared to hope it. But no 
other woman shall ever share,my home, be it 
wigwam or palace. The love that I have given 
to her, is hers forever and ever. This much, at 
least, I have learned from your civilisation. We 
savages can be faithflil even to an idea.’ 

“Jane Deming reached forth her hand. A 
flash of living fire thrilled through me, as her 
fingers closed on mine. 

“ ‘ I will go with him,’ she said, ‘ to his cabin 
or wigwam. I will carry such love, such faith 
as few women ever bestowed on a husband. You 
are' right, mother. There is no affection, no re¬ 
spect for me, here. I will seek for both, among 
his people.’ 

“Then, while I stood there,, dizzy with glad 
surprise, she turned her faee to mine; and I saw 
her eyes fill with tears, that thrilled through 
every tone of her sweet voice. 

“ 1 Whither thou goest, I will go; and where 
thou lodgest, I will lodge. Thy people shall be 
my people, and thy God my God. Where thou 
diest, I will die; and there will I be Juried.’ 

“Never since the world began, I do believe, 
was so much feeling thrown into one breath of 
speech. Gently, reverently, I drew her toward 
me; and while the mother stood mute and awe¬ 
struck, led her from the room, and out of the 
house. 

“ Scarcely had the door closed upon us, when 
it was flung open again. , A cloak and bonnet 
were hurled through the opening; and this was 
all the farewell that) your grandmother took from 
her home.” 

“ But that was enough,” exclaimed the Indian 
girl. “Oh, that grandmother was a glorious 
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creature. Tell me, am I like her, in anything? 
Was she so very fair, or a little dark, like me?” 

The old man smiled, as men of his race seldom 
do; and laid his hand lovingly on the young en¬ 
thusiast's head. 

“ She was delicately fair,” he said; “ with the 
color of a wild rose in her cheeks.” 

“ Not like me, then ? Oh, grandsire, it will be 
a long, long time before all the Indian blood is 
washed out.” 

A look of surprise betrayed the effect this 
speech had upon the grandfather. 

“Does that trouble you, then?” he said, 
gravely, and with a little touch of 'reproach. 

“ What, the Indian blood? No, no. Only—” 

Washanee hesitated. 

“Well?” 

“ Only this: Do white men—gentlemen, I 
mean, not traders and agents—ever really love 
girls that are dark with Indian blood ?” 

“ Your grandmother loved one, who had no 
other blood in his veins,” answered the old man, 
quietly. 

“ Oh, but you were a chief—young and grand 
looking. I know that from what you are now.” 

“ And you are beautiful, Washanee.” 

“ Beautifril ? Am I really, really beautiful— 
that is, I mean as people think here ? In our 
hunting-grounds, of oourse, I know what the 
young chiefa think; but it is not for them that 
I care. Tell me again, grandsire, that I am 
beautiful.” 

“ Very beautiftil, Washanee.” 

“ As she was ? Tell me that” 

“ Most men would think so.” 

“ But not like her. She had hair bright and 
golden, like corn-silk, when the ears are ripe. 
Our people have told me so, many a time. New, 
see, mine is as black as acrow’s wing.” 

“That is like night and morning: both are 
beautiful.” 

“Ah,I see,” rejoined the girl, thoughtfully. 
“ Besides, this lady was very fair; and she loved 
you.” 

While these reflections occupied Washanee's 
mind, a shy look of bewilderment and doubt 
struggled within her; but something in her 
grandfather’s faee reminded her of their sel¬ 
fishness, and all personal thoughts were flung 
aside. 

“But what did you do, grandsire—you and 
the lady—after her mother bad turned her out 
of doors?” 

“ It wss night, then. Dew was heavy on the 
grass, and stars shone thickly overhead; never 
were two creatures more completely alone. For 
some minutes, we stood together in the holy 


j stillness, lost and irresolute. This great change 
in our lives had oome upon us in a single hour. 
\ I had entered that house, hopeless, desperate, 
i prepared to be expelled from it forever; and, in 
S a few hurried moments, found myself standing 
J before it, with the young creature, to whom I had 
| not dared to lift my eyes, mercilessly thrown 

< upon my protection. Where should I take her? 

< Under what roof could I ask shelter ? Not in the 
| house where I boarded: there, prejudioe, strong 

as that which had driven os from her home, would 
j meet us with denial. 

| “ While these thoughts shot through my mind, 

Miss Deming stood regarding me with a look of 
piteous appeal. I could see, by the starlight, 
| that tears were swelling into her eyes; and that 
| her sweet mouth quivered with the sobs she 
struggled to suppress. 

“ ‘ Is there no place,' I said, speaking my des¬ 
perate thoughts aloud, ( where you might wait, 
while I find means to leave this place?’ 

“‘But where can we go?’ she questioned. 
‘Driven from my mother’s door, who will re¬ 
ceive me ? Ah, yes,’ she added, brightening up, 
‘there is an old woman, across the meadows 
yonder, who has loved me always. She was the 
half sister of my father, who is dead: a kind, 
good woman, who will have the oour&ge to take 
me in.’ 

“ ‘ For an hour or two—-only that,’ I said; for 
my mind had been hard at work, under the ach- 
: ing joy of my heart: and a vague outline of my 
; plans was already formed. “For, ohl my be¬ 
loved, before the sun is an hour high, to-morrow, 
we must be married.’ 

“ ‘ But how?’ she questioned, lifting her eyes, 
in which both joy and affright were breaking 
; through suddenly checked tears. ‘ No minister 
; in all Connecticut would dare to marry us.’ 

“ ‘ I know; I know the intention of marriage 
must be twice proclaimed, in open church, before 
' any legal ceremony con be performed, in Con¬ 
necticut; but over the border, whioh we may 
reach by daybreak, the laws are more liberal. 
I only want a little time to prepare for the 
journey.’ 

“ ‘ And then V 

“ The poor girl spake under her breath. A 
terror of the wide, wide world was before her, 
in which she had only me to trust. Is it won¬ 
derful that Bhe could not speak aloud ? 

“ ‘ Then,’ I said, gently drawing her to my 
bosom, for the first time, 4 then you will ha my 
own, own wife; and we will go wherever you 
may desire.' 

“ A smile quivered across her Bweet face, as I 
looked down upon it, forgetting everything but 
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the heaven I saw there. She drew a deep, long | 
breath; and at once surrendered herself to my i 
guidance. 

44 The moon rose, as we went along the foot- j 
path, through the meadows, lighting up the tall j 
grass, and turning the dew to a silvery mist. It 
seemed to me as if the Great Spirit of my fathers j 
*had cast a glorious veil over us, through which 1 
we were passing into a new world. There was j 
something so solemn and sweet in this idea, that 1 
a spell of silence held us, until we came in sight j 
of the widow’s house. j 

14 There was no necessity for knocking, even j 
at a neighbor’s house, at this time, in old Con- j 
necticut. Miss' Deming had only to lift the latch 
of her relative’s door, and we were in the pres- \ 
ence of that good woman, who sat beside a little, J 
three-legged stand, on which was a huge old Bible, 
a tallow candle, and a snuffer-tray. She was j 
•busy cutting carpet-rags, which she sewed to¬ 
gether in strips, and wound into a huge ball, in j 
her lap. j 

“ When she saw us, the woman arose, laid the 
ball upon the floor, and with the usual formal- S 
ities, offered us each a chair, dusting them off 
with her apron. Then she proceeded to snuff the J 
candle, and went to work again, as if quite un- \ 
conscious that a visit of that kind meant anything \ 
more than a neighborly call, which need not \ 
interfere with her usual occupation. < 

441 1 have come to stay with you, a little while,’ i 
said Jane. 1 Only an hour, aunt Betsy.’ \ 

“ The girl’s voice trembled, and she spoke with 
forced cheerfulness. I 

“ 4 It was kind of you, Jane, to drop in after 
candlelight, just as you used to, when one is ? 
likely to feel most lonesome. The evenings are 
* getting to be long, at this time of the year; and 
it’s like you, to think of coming over. Sit down, ( 
sit down. Won’t the Indian student draw up a \ 
chair, and make himself sociable? I suppose he 
wouldn’t feel hurt, if I asked him to tell us about j 
his tomahawk fights, and scalping frolics? Or 
has the Christian religion took such hold of him 
that he can’t bear to talk these things over?’ 

44 4 Not just now,’ I said, quite at a loss how to 
address this singular old woman. 4 1 must go 
away, for awhile; but will come beck again. 
Till then, Miss Deming will perhaps wait for me.’ 

44 The old woman looked at me, through her 
spectacles; rather surprised, no doubt, that I 
could speak English, and deport myself like 
other students of the school. 

44 4 Oh, yes, you can come back again, if she’s 
a mind to let you. Jane never was so easy to 
scare as most folks.* 

44 It was foolish, but the old woman’s words 


smote me cruelly; and I went out of the house* 
feeling like a culprit. Was it a matter of surprise 
that this fair girl should endure my presence for 
an hour, when she was about to trust herself to 
me during her entire life ? 

44 1 crossed the meadows again, and sought my 
Indian companion, in the rooms that we occupied 
together. To him I related all the events that 
seemed to have crowded my destiny into a single 
hour. He was startled, almost terrified, by the 
8top I proposed to take; but I was the son of 
his chief, and he a true henchman. That which 
I ’ resolved, he was ready to execute. It was 
settled that he should go with us into New York 
State, witness our marriage, and then make his 
way back to our nation; while I followed, more 
leisurely, with my bride. There was no dis¬ 
cussion about his stay in the school. That we 
both knew to be impossible. 

44 1 have told you that my father had learned 
the secret of surface gold, and understood its 
value among the whites, though the Indians 
considered it as worthless in their traffic. This 
crude gold he had been gathering for years, 
believing that some day it might be of import¬ 
ance in his negotiations with the Government, 
which was encroaching upon him all the time. 
He had supplied me abundantly with this pre¬ 
cious metal, m its crude state, which I had found 
no difficulty in turning into coin; but until that 
night, 1 never knew its value. A farmer in the 
neighborhood had a strong pair of horses, and one 
of those covered carriages known as a rockoway. 

I hod hired this team, more than once, for a 
drive about the country, and understood its 
management. 

44 We went at once to the farmer; and I paid 
his price, without question, for the whole estab¬ 
lishment, in which we drove to the house in 
which I had left Miss Deming. 

44 Poor girl! The time of my absence had been 
fUll of terrible suspense to her, and of great 
tribulation to the old woman; whom I found 
cold and stiff, like a creature frozen in her seat. 
Jane had told her all; and sat shivering under 
her entreaties and prophesies of evil, immovable 
in her intent, but suffering terribly. 

44 When she saw me, her sad, white face kin¬ 
dled up; she wrapped herself in the cardinal 
cloak, and tied her bonnet with eager, trembling 
hands, 

“ 4 Come,* I said. 4 We are ready.* 

44 Jane went up to her relative, and reached 
out her arms, with a passionate eloquence of 
pleading; but the old woman held out both 
hands, palms foremost, in repulsion, and turned 
her head away. - 
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** 4 Oh, aunt Betsy—aunt Betsy, kiss me once. 
Speak one kind word to me, before I go.' 

44 A ring of anguish, in that cry, reached the 
old'Puritan's heart, in spite of herself. All at 
once, her stern face, wet with tears, was turned; 
and, impelled by an irresistible force of pity, she 
reached forth her arms. 

44 4 Oh, Jane, Jane, God forgive—God help you I* 

44 This half blessing, forced through a world 
of prejudices, was answered by a clinging em¬ 
brace, and passionate kisses; but, half angry 
with herself for being so merciftil, the old woman 
put the girl, not ungently, aside; and turned 
upon me, implacable. 

44 4 Take her,’ she said, 4 take the soul you 
hare stolen; but keep her safe. If a tomahawk 
or scalping-knife ever oomes near her, there is 
not a Christian society in all New England that 
will not call on the Lord for vengeance. Oh, 
young man, God forgive you I God forgive you !’ 

44 The old woman dropped into a chair, and 
covered her face wRh both hands. Thus, we 
left her—your grandmother and I—forever. 

44 We reached the borders of New York State 
by daylight; and at ten o'clock, that morning, 
Jane Deming was my wife. That day, my 
friend left us; and went forward, to prepare 
my father for the ooming of my bride. Then 
followed a long journey, such as no two persons 
ever took before or since, I do believe, at the 
end of a wedding. We did not fear the time. 
Why should we, when every day of our new 
lives seemed a journey through Paradise? Over 
mountains, along beautiful river courses, we went 
leisurely southward, till my love was greeted, in 
her way, with the music of mocking-birds, 
embankments of cherokee roses, and the velvety 
whiteness of great magnolia blossoms. 

44 This was the wilderness, Washanee, through 
which I led your grandmother to her home: a 
log house, that had been built for her, by many 
willing hands, when the tribe heard of our 
coming. Truly, it was no more than a double 
cabin of logs, hewed smooth with the tomahawks 
of our warriors, carpeted with rare Airs, and 
hung with embroideries, such as onr women 
weave for the warriors’ moccasins, and their 
own festive dresses. 

44 The cabin itself stood almost within the 
shadow of a huge live oak, that spread its 
branches over the fourth of an acre. Through 
them, shone the deep green of mistletoe, and the 
misty gray of clinging moss. The waters of a 
rapid stream flashed, here and there, through 
thickets of crab-apples, wild plums, and tangled 
vines, haunted by orioles and mocking-birds. 
Towering above these, was a clump of magnolia 
Vol. LXXXI.— 10 . 


trees, their beautiftil foliage glossy and green as ' 
drilled emeralds, all the year roun 

44 My father, who had been in cities, and was 
quick to gather ideas from what he saw, had se¬ 
lected this lovely spot for my home, with tender 
regard for the tastes of my Christian wife; and 
had, with the help of the missionaries, em¬ 
bellished it with some little appearance of cul¬ 
tivation. For her, he had prairie roses trans¬ 
planted from the forest, and yellow jasmines 
from the swamp, which were already climbing 
over the hewn logs of our cabin. For her, he 
hod obtained seeds from the traders, and a pretty 
vegetable garden was starting into life, within 
view of the back windows. 

44 They call us savages, and dealt with ns only 
as barbarians then; but no bride was ever re¬ 
ceived with greater homage, or more perfect 
kindness, than mine, when I brought her into 
this wild home. Her beauty won the hearts of 
our people; her accomplishments filled them 
with astonishment. Among all our tribes—for 
you know, Washanee, that our nation was mode 
up of many tribes—she was received as their 
4 white queen,’ as my father had been their 
general chief. I do not think my wife was un¬ 
happy in her new life. She took her part in it 
with the genial interest of a woman resolved to 
throw her whole soul into the ideas of improve¬ 
ment that possessed us both. She at once identi¬ 
fied herself with the people; became deeply 
interested in their traditions; adapted herself 
to their usages; and in her sweet, gentle way, 
introduced some of the more refined habits of the 
East among them. 

44 This was a labor of love for ns both. In my * 
travels, 1 had learned something of the beauty 
that well-applied art can give to nature; and, 
while I was always foremost among our young 
men in the hunting season, spent much of my 
leisure time in teaching them how to make their 
homes more comfortable, and their laws more 
complete. Our own domestic life had a charm 
which wen even the rudest of our race to some¬ 
thing like imitation. 

44 All this, Washanee, happened before our 
people crossed from the beautiftil lands, over 
which our fathers had hunted so many years 
that the oldest man of the tribe hod loet all 
power to count them; and by fraud, false pre¬ 
tenses, and that inert force a strong hand can 
urge unseen, we were driven across the Missis¬ 
sippi. Fart of our tribes, yielding to insidious 
persuasion, went first. Then the wavee of civil¬ 
isation beat on us so strong that we were com¬ 
pelled to follow—a doomed people a. doomed 
pteople.” 
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' Again Washanee sprang to ber feet; but tbe 
old man restrained tbe passionate movement, 
with a motion of bis hand, which she obeyed 
like a child, and sat down again, quivering with 
excitement. 

“Yes, we were lured, cheated, and driven 
from our homes. Oppression breeds ' hatred, 
both in the oppressor and the oppressed; and 
where hatred is, strife must follow. Resistance, 
with us, is but the forerunner of extermination. 
The strong trampling down the weak: that is, and 
has been, forever and ever, since the Great Spirit 
placed man upon the earth.’ 1 

“Go on, go on! I cannot hear it,” cried 
Washanee. “ When I hear these things, every 
drop of blood in my veins is Indian; and I grow 
savage, like the fiercest of our people.” 

A flash of fiery approval shot across the old 
man’s face, usually so grave and still; but he 
was used to stem self-oontrol, and gave no other 
sign of the old savage feeling, that had for a mo¬ 
ment leaped to his heart. 

“ They drove us from our homes, our villages, 
our wigwams. Our broad, beautiful hunting 
grounds were in the way of their civilization. 
They drove us from the streams whero our fathers 
had speared fish, hundreds of years; from the 
graves filled, generation after generation, by 
brave warriors; from the cabins we had learned 
to erect; from all and everything that had given 
us the power of a great nation. The progress 
toward civilization which my wife had made 
among our women; her school, in which young 
girls were taught domestic habits and the rudi¬ 
ments of education, were swept away. How 
tould we ask an embittered people to imitate 
those who were demanding submission to fraud, 
or hunting them down like wild beasts ? Three 
thousand warriors were ready to follow their 
chief to the war-path, even when many of our 
braves had been lured across the great river; 
but what were they, opposed to the greed and 
force of a nation—ruthless, ruthless in i is greed ? 
To resist, was only to deliver our people up to 
slaughter. My father was a wise man, brave as 
the most reckless youth of the tribe; but a 
grander statesman than any we have seen up 
yonder, to-day. He comprehended the inevi¬ 
table; and subduing the savage instinct that 
would have urged some men to extermination, 
led 'his people, like a funeral train, to the far- 
off wilderness, in whioh they were to make a new 
struggle for life. In that long, sad journey, your 
grandmother suffered greatly: no tenderness or 
care <oould save her from that. When we reached 
the fhr-off wilderness apportioned to us, all the 
vjger ef .her .youth was exhausted. She was now 


indeed cast into the very depths of our savage 
life.” 

“ Poor, poor lady,” murmured Washanee. 

“ Then it was that I began to comprehend the 
great wrong I had done this fair, delicate girl, in 
sundering her from her own people; and from 
that day to this, the bitterness of self-reproach 
has followed me.” 

“ But she loved you. She never ceased to 
love you. Oh, grandsire, was not that compen¬ 
sation enough ? I would rather have the love of 
one grand heart, than anything else on earth. 
That would make the densest woods like heaven, 
to me.” 

The old man shook his head ; and through all 
the eager fire of her own eyes, she saw that a 
mist of gloom was gathering over his. 

“ My wife was never her own bright self again, 
after that,” he said. “ The task of reorganizing 
a wild people into Something like the domestic 
comfort of the East, was too much, after this 
cruel uprooting of the nation. Still, her influence 
remained, and her life was not altogether dreary, 
until after our child—your mother—was bom; 
then I think her gentle nature shrank from the 
isolation which her marriage had entailed on 
the child. Nothing of this was expressed in 
words ; but I could read it in the anguish of her 
eyes, and the mournful hopelessness with which 
she took up a mother’s duties.” 

“ But, Bhe loved the baby—surely, she loved 
it?” said Washanee. 

“ Passionately; but with wistftil watching, as 
if she expected to find the curse of mixed blood 
hisking out in its smiles. It was like the wor¬ 
ship of something she feared.” 

“ Ah, you must have felt that?” 

“Yes, Washanee, the curse of an unequal 
marriage was on us both; and it never was 
lifted, to the day of her death.” 

“But it was not then that she died. They 
have told me that my mother had grown to be a 
tall, fair girl, before-—” 

“ I know, I know—” 

The old man put out both his hands, ner¬ 
vously, as if to repel ftirther questioning; but 
Washanee was too deeply in earnest for attention 
to a mere sign. 

“Tell me of her—my own, own mother,” she 
said, looking wistftxlly on his face. “ Am I like 
her? Was her hair really golden, or only s# 
when the sunshine was on it? That was what 
one of the old women of our tribe said of her, 
once.” 

“ We will not speak of her,” said the old man, 
growing pale about tbe lips, with that strange, 
leaden pallor that is only known to the darker 
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races. 44 That brings us so close to the death of 
my wife, that it wounds—oh ! it wounds.” 

Washanee looked up, suddenly. The anguish 
in that speech startled her into bitter self-re¬ 
proach. Her grandfather’s hands were pressed 
over his face; and, for the first timo in her life, 
she saw tears trickling from beneath them—the 
painful tears of an old man, who looked upon 
such weakness as a shame to his race. 

Feeling as if she had committed sacrilege, the 
girl arose, softly, and stole out of the room. 


CHAPTER V. 

44 1 hop* it will be no inconvenience to you, 
Constance; but I have invited Young to dinner, 
this evening,” said General Noel, as he entered 
the room in which his daughter was dashing off 
the last wave of her enthusiasm, at the piano. 

44 His speech has been a grand success. I only 
wish wc had time to give him a little festival, in 
honor of it.” 

“Then you liked it, papa?” said the young 
lady; striving, with a girl’s pretty craft, to con¬ 
ceal the triumph that quivered around her mouth, 
and flooded her whole face with sunshine. “ I 
thonght it rather good, for a first appearance. A 
little too much poetry, dashed in, here and there, 
for experienced old orators like you, perhaps; 
but, on the whole, worth listening to.” 

“Worth listening to?” Why, the creature 
had held her breath, and clasped her hands, in 
an ecstacy of admiration, half the time while 
Young hod been speaking; and her eyes were 
full of craving for more praise from her father, 
notwithstanding that transparent pretense—for 
transparent H would have been to any man but 
the father, who was so well accustomed to her 
graceful ways, that he forgot to scrutinize them. 

“Y'es,” he said, carelessly, 44 it really was 
worth listening to. As for the poetry, of course, 
that is to be excused, in a young man; but take 
it altogether, the speech was a fair beginning, 
very fair, indeed—” 

44 Very fair, indeed ? Oh, father, it was beau¬ 
tiful.” 

44 Statistics and all,” was the smiling reply. 

44 Every word of it. You never saw such en¬ 
thusiasm as was in the galleries. One 

strange-looking girl, who sat close to me, was 
carried quite beside herself. I wish you could 
have seen her.” 

44 1 did see her, perhaps. A tall, dark-eyed 
girl, with a scarf twisted about her, in which all 
the colors of our woods in the fall were matted \ 
together; and a queer sort of a hat, with a long 
red plume floating around it. Isn’t that the j 
person you mean?” 1 


! “ Of course it is. You must have looked at 
her sharply, to remember all that; but wasn’t 
she grandly beautiful, when her face lighted up 
so?” 

44 Yes, she was beautiftil,” answered the father, 
turning away, as if the subject had exhausted 
itself. 

44 But, she puzzled me so. Have you any idea 
what country she comes from?” Constance per¬ 
il sisted in asking. 44 Is she Spanish, Italian, or 
: Creole ?” 

44 None of these, probably; but how can I tell? 
j Faces that are a marvel in any country. The 
| beauty of more than one race seems to perfect 
itself in them; they cannot be considered as a 
type. But we must not stand talking here, my 
; child. Have I not told you that there will be a 
; guest—perhaps more than one—to dinner?” 

Constance gathered up her lace scarf from the 
: carpet, to wliish it had fallen, and ran upstairs, 

: thinking, 44 Oh, this has been a happy day, and 
: now he is coming to complete it.” 

A few moments later, the young lady came 
down again, and found her way into a small 
: green-house, at the sunny end of the house, 
where she went roaming among the flowers, 
clipping their blossoms with ruthless prodigality. 
When she came back again, her arms were full 
of them ; and she was busy as a humming-bird, * 
arranging them in vases for the drawing-room, 
and in a broad plateau on the dining-table. It 
would have been a charming sight, could anyone 
have watched her, so smilingly busy among the 
flowers, matching the colors, trailing a vine here, 
surrounding a cluster of yellow roses with helio- ’ 
trope there, or throwing a dash of scarlet gera¬ 
niums into the snow of cape jasmines: with all 
the inspiration of an artist in love with his 
work. 

Then, very much to the astonishment of the 
j negro cook, Constance went down into the kitchen, 

} and exhibited profound interest in the dishes in- 
; tended for the table that day; flattered the old 
| functionary upon the delicious quality of her 
terrapin sauce; and was quite sure that old 
auntie would dress the partridges after her own 
perfect fashion, because it was so pleasant to hear 
those particular dishes praised by her father’s 
guests. 

The jcrfly old Blave seated herself in a kitchen 
chair, and swallowed all this sweet flattery, as if 
it had been a drink stolen from her own allow¬ 
ance for wine sauce; but she was not to be 
deluded into idleness, because of it. Drawing 
a yellow earthen bowl into her capacious lap, 
she performed a gentle accompaniment with a 
soft beating of eggs; now and then lifting her 
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spoon, to see the froth fall, and uttering an 
ejaculation of contentment or disgust, as the 
thoughts of previous dinners brought these feel¬ 
ings uppermost in her memory. 

“ Jes’ tell me this, ’for’ we perceeds to mix de 
sass, miss: Am dar to be any pore white trash 
’mong de pussons present? I wants to know 
’bout dat, ’for’ I puts forth de abilerty as you 
praise so. Pussons broughten up on hog and 
hominy can’t ’preciate.” 

Constance laughed, pleasantly. 

“ Oh, there need be no trouble about that, 
auntie. The gentleman coming to-day will 
thoroughly appreciate the best you can do.” 

“One ob dem Congersmen?” questioned the 
old woman, dashing her spoon down, with a force 
that scattered flecks of froth over her lap, at the 
idea. 

“ No—a Senator. Like my father, auntie.” 

“Oh!” 

The old woman’s spoon gave out a more regu¬ 
lar cadence, after this. Being satisfied that her 
genius would not be thrown away, sho subsided 
into general good nature again, and Constance 
left the kitchen, satisfied that her little dinner 
would be a success, as far as aunt Dinah was 
concerned. It was a success. Huestice Young had 
not lost the inspiration of a great effort, when he 
entered the house of General Noel, and found his 
daughter alone in the drawing-room, now made 
cheerful with the bloom and fragrance of flowers. 
She was very beautiful, this young girl: a very 
picture of youth and happiness, in its most attrac¬ 
tive form. With that unconscious art, which 
love teaches before it is itself discovered, she 
had arrayed herself in a dress of delicate blue, 
folded surplice fashion over her bosom, and held 
in front by a cluster of blush roses; for, in her 
dress that day, she had paid that one guest the 
oompliment of a toilet that would have befitted a 
large party. 

Young, who was no critic in grades of costume 
befitting different occasions, felt tho effect of this 
delicate homage, without understanding its full 
significance. 

Constance came forward to meet him, promptly, 
and with her usual grace of movement; but, 
seized by a strange sensation of awkwardness, 
checked herself, and slowly dropped the hand 
that thrilled with eagerness to clasp his, and 
chilled her greeting with something like cold¬ 
ness. 

The young man’s heart had leaped in his 
bosom, when he first saw her so full of eager 
welcome; but this change struck him with a 
sense of disappointment, and their meeting was 
almost like that of strangers. 


“My father is in the library,” she said. 

“ Some one of his constituents has called, I 
think. He will be down presently.” 

“ He is kind, to give me the pleasure of seeing 
you alone,” said Young, who felt himself strangely 
embarrassed. “ If I only knew how to express 
my thanks.” 

“For what?” questioned the girl, lifting her 
eyes to his. Young had, as if by accident, rested 
his hand, for a moment, on his bosom, where the 
poem lay folded, and was watching her face with 
smiling interest, expecting to see it flush, or in 
some way confess the aut horship by change; but 
her look fell away from his quite naturally, and 
the color in her cheeks lost nothing of its delicate 
bloom. 

Why was he disappointed? Why did his 
heart sink with a thrill of absolute pain ? Had 
personal vanity deceived him in this? Was the 
lady ignorant of the existence of a paper, on 
which he had built such hopes ? 

A flush of shame was about his eyes, when 
Constance repeated her question. 

11 What have you to thank me for?” 

“ For your presence at the Senate, to-day,” he 
said, recovering himself. “ I saw you there, and 
felt the compliment greatly.” 

“Oh, that was divided among so many— 
besides, the whole nation will be thanking you, 
to-morrow. What is the mere presence of one 
poor girl, compared to that?” 

“ To me, worth it all,” he said, with & sort of 
desperate courage. 

Constance lifted her eyes quickly, and dropped 
them again. This time her face was flooded with 
color, as if someone had dashed a handful of 
roses against it. 

“ I think my father’s visiter is going,” she 
said, after a moment of embarrassing silence. “ It 
is not often that anyone is permitted to keep 
invited guests waiting so long.” 

“ I. at least, should bo grateful,” said Young, 
mortified by this return to what seemed almost 
like a confession to him, and sinking down to this 
commonplace half compliment. 

They were standing opposite a door that led 
into the entrance hall, when a man came down 
the stairs, and passed almost noiselessly out of 
the front door. Notwithstanding the weather 
was not really cold, he wore a blue circular 
cloak, which was rendered conspicuous by a 
crimson lining, which gave a force of color to the 
garment, which was almost barbaric. The man \ 
who wore it was a little above the middle height, 
and slender and upright as a dart, though many 
gray threads shot their silver through his thick 
and jet-black hair. 
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“ It is the strange man I saw in the gallery, 
to-day,” said Constance, following the man with 
a look of surprise. “ What can he be doing 
here ?” 

14 1, too, saw him,” said Young, 44 and was struck 
by the singular intelligence of his countenance. 
The closeness of his attention was something 
marvellous, if he was what I almost think him, 
one of the chiefs that came here with the Indian 
Commission. There was another person, too—” 

44 Yes, I know,” interrupted Constance, with a 
faint thrill of jealousy, which she had never felt 
before, and did not understand then. 

44 A young person, who sat near me—strange- 
loeking almost as this man, and, as it seemed to 
me, the air of the woods about her. Still, she 
listened to you like one absorbed.” 

44 1 noticed her. Who could help it? In all 
my life, I never saw anything of the kind so 
wildly beautiful.” 

44 Yes,” said Constance, faintly, 44 she was 
beautiful.” 

“With a heathenish sort of beauty, though, 
snch as an ancient priestess of the temple might 
possess. I remember thinking this, even while 
absorbed in speaking. Since then, I cannot get 
her strange presence out of my head.” 

44 She seems to possess the power of haunting 
one. I, too, have been wondering who she is, 
and even papa noticed her enough to be curious,” 
responded Constance, somewhat relieved by the 
heathen qualification given to Washanee’s beauty. 

44 1 wonder what detains papa now,” she con¬ 
tinued, feeling the awkwardness of her position. 
44 Oh, here he comes.” 

General Noel came downstairs slowly, and with 
& puzzled, if not anxious, expression of counte¬ 
nance, that rather surprised his daughter. He 
smiled, however, on seeing Young near the door, 
and directly all his old cordial manner came 
back; for in all Washington there was no man 
who surpassed him in perfect hospitality. 

44 Have I kept you waiting?” he said, address¬ 
ing Constance. 44 It really was not to be 
helped.” 

“One of your usual callers?” Bhe answered, 
with a little of that disdain which the families of 
great men are apt to bestow on the people they 
represent. 

44 No,” the general answered, turning to his 
guest. 44 This was a very unusual one. I have 
never been more interested in my life. It is 
wonderful to meet a native-born savage with 
attainments tbit few of our own learned men can 
boast of.” 

44 Then he is an Indian,” said Constance. 44 A 
real, real savage.” 


44 But no common savage, daughter. He is^a 
chief of many tribes—the son of an old line of 
these forest kings, and the peer of any man 
among us in statesmanship and gentlemanly 
bearing. The wilderness must be a rare place 
for thought, Young, when it sends out such men 
as this.” 

44 It is a rare place for sport, I can answer for 
that,” said Young, laughing. 44 Some of those 
backwoods fellows are brave companions in a 
buffalo hunt or bear fight. I have had a little 
experience with them in that way; but failed te 
discover any great philosopher or savant among 
them.” 

44 Then you could never have met this man, for 
his attainments are wonderful, and his ideas of 
government those of a deep thinker. In our 
interview, I touched upon many subjects, in order 
to test him; but in nothing did I find him 
wanting.” 

44 Deep thinkers are not always educated men,” 
observed Young. 

“But he is educated. No man among us 
speaks purer English, or expresses himself more 
clearly.” 

44 But how is this possible?” asked Constance. 

44 1 did not venture to ask him; for I assure 
you the old Indian is a man with whom one hesi¬ 
tates to take a liberty; but he gave me to under¬ 
stand, that, in his early life, he had been 
grounded in the first rudiments of education in 
a New England school. After that, he learned 
much ftrom a missionary, who took great interest 
in his progress, and more from his father, who 
was both a brave chief and a wise ruler.” 

44 1 must have heard of this man,” said Young, 
after an effort of thought. 44 Is he not a chief of 
the Cherokee tribes?” 

44 The principal chief. All the more powerful 
because of his education, which gives him a 
mysterious influence among this superstitious 
people as a medicine man. There was a slight 
tinge of sarcasm in his grave smile, when he 
told me that.” 

44 There was such a man in power, when I 
spent some weeks among the Chcrokees, with 
other students, in our first dash of freedom from 
college life; but he was on the war-path, then, 
helping some more western with his warriors, 
who did not all at once take kindly to agriculture. 
The people spake of him, then, as brave among 
their bravest, and one who got his thoughts 
directly from the Great Spirit.” 

44 So he is almost an acquaintance of yours,” 
said Constance, smiling a recognition of the 
servant, who came to announce dinner. 

That was a pleasant meal; for love, new .born 
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and all unseen, hovered among the flowers, and 
gave a relish of nectar to the wine, at least to one 
person present. The conversation was unstudied, 
broken, and sparkling; full of wise thought care¬ 
lessly uttered, in which Constance joined, with 
that graceful flow of language in which women of 
tact perfect the enjoyment of a small dinner¬ 
party. The girl was still young; but, in her 
father’s house, she had been made familiar with 
the best society of the nation; and, to his guests, 
her presence was its highest attraction. Still, 
she was not entirely herself, that day : a shy sort 
of consciousness fell upon her. Instead of the 
bright flashes of wit that usually sprang to her 
lips unawares, she seemed to listen, but wandered 
off into dreams, as if her senses were lulled to 
inaction by the breath of so many flowers. 

Young saw this appearance of smiling lassitude; 
and mistaking it for indifference, was wounded 
by it: so, when he only passed through the draw¬ 
ing-room, and went with her father into the 
library, after dinner, Constance looked after him, 
wonderingly; and was equally surprised, a 
minute after, to find that her eyes were full of 
tears. 

“Tears?” The girl was angry with herself; 
and dashing the shameful drops away with one j 
sweep of her hand, went to the piano, and sent a ! 
waltz ringing through the house. j 

Young heard it, and set his lips firmly to-J 
gether. 

“ It is a paean of joy over our departure,” he 
thought. “ IIow could I dream that she had any 
part in this?” 

The young man pressed his hand against the 
paper, still so carefully folded against his heart, 
and was half minded to fling it into a waste¬ 
basket that stood beneath the library-table, and 
let it haunt his fancy no longer. Then, with the 
inconsistency of an untried passion, he became 
weary of the political talk into which General 
Noel had drifted ; and the elder man, seeing this, j 
proposed that they should descend awhile, and 
listen to the music. But the waltz stopped, with 
a sudden crash of sound. 

Constance heard their steps upon the stairs; 
knew that angry tears were flashing down her 
cheeks, and would betray her; so she fled from 
the room, by an opposite door; ran breathlessly 
up to her own chamber, where she stood panting 
for breath, as if some enemy had been pursuing 
her. j 

As she stood with one hand against her heart, 
the image of a girl, half angry, half weeping, with j 
a dash of shame in her countenance, appeared j 
in a large mirror, just before her—a girl that j 
she could not help thinking beautiful: thinking 


beautiful notwithstanding her ignominious flight; 
but for whose very image she began to feel burn¬ 
ing contempt. 

“ You cowardly thing,” she said, shaking her 
clenched hand at the image ; “ how dare you look 
me in the face, with your miserable eyes flushed 
with tears? And—and—oh, I could dash my 
hand at you through the glass! What does he 
think of you? What can he think of you? No 
wonder your lips curve with scorn. No wonder 
you look at me as if I had betrayed all the dignity 
of my sex. But wait awhile. It is not too late 
to redeem one’s self. They will scarcely have 
missed me.” 

With a wave of the hand, she dismissed her 
image from the glass, as if it had been her slave; 
went to a marble basin in her dressing-room, and 
bathed her face in it; rearranged the golden dis¬ 
turbance of her hair; and drawing a deep, long 
breath, descended the staivs, with the walk of a 
queen proceeding to her state-chamber. 

Nothing could be more perfect than the proud 
composure of this girl, as she returned to the 
drawing-room; or sweeter than the smile with 
which she accepted Young’s assurance that he 
had been lured by the sound of music to break 
up a most interesting conversation with her 
father, only to find the piano mute, and the 
room empty. 

“ Oh, that could hardly be called music,” she 
said. “ No wonder it disturbed you and with¬ 
out further pressing, she moved toward the piano, 
and swept her hand over the keys. 

“ W'hat shall it be ? I sing a little, if you like 
that.” 

Young was enchanted. He had been in the 
habit of seeing young ladies in society full of those 
shallow excuses and flimsy protests that merely in¬ 
vite importunity, when asked to sing; and this 
frank offer surprised him into fresh admiration. 

“I am no great judge of music; but love it, 
without knowing why,” he said, with equal 
frankness. ** Simple ballads please me best, if 
you would condescend to them.” 

** Condescend to them ? Why, they, are in 
music, what wild flowers are to a landscape. 
Besides, my father loves them. They rest him, 
when he is tired of thinking.” 

While she was talking, Constance began to play 
a soft prelude. Then the smile that had curved 
her lips, in speaking, seemed to melt into the 
music of a touching little ballad. This held 
the young man spell-bound behind her chair, 
until its last tones died away in the rustling 
whispers of a Virginia creeper, that draped an 
open window near them, with a frost-bitten 
splendor of crimson and green leaves. 
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Really good music leaves little room for com¬ 
pliments. The effect is more likely to be breath¬ 
less silence, than the elaborate praise which me¬ 
diocrity renders a social duty. Young did not 
utter one word of the exquisite sensations this 
girl’s song had inspired; but he moved to the end 
of the piano, and leaned upon it, expectantly. 

Constance, now entirely self-possessed, lifted 
her eyes to his face, when he made this move¬ 
ment; smiled an assent to his silent pleading; and 
began to search among her musio for something 
that might promise greater pleasure. 

“ Let us have that dashing little concern you 
sang the other night,” said her father, from his 
chair. “ Young will be sure to like that.” 

Constance received this suggestion a little 
nervously; and threw sheet after sheet aside, 
in what seemed to be a vain effort to find the 
song in question. At last, her hand hesitated 
on what seemed a perfectly fresh sheet ; and 
with an anxious glance at her father, she was 
about to slide it to the rejeoted pile, when he 
spoke out, rather impatiently : 

“ Why, Constance, that is it, under your hand. 
How can you mistake the paper?” 

“ Ah, yes, it is here,” answered the girl, blush¬ 
ing so guiltily that the young man marvelled at 
it ; and placing the sheet in an open music-book, 
where it was in a way concealed, touched the keys 
with a sort of nervous uncertainty, altogether un¬ 
known to her former practice. 

Young wondered at this change in her manner, 
especially when she began to sing. For some 
minutes, her voice was forced, and she seemed 
uncertain about the words; but this soon passed 
away, and forgetting everything else, he was 
swept away by the bright, exhilarating music 
of a song that no one but General Noel had ever 
listened to before. 

“That is what I call a battle-piece,” said the 
father. “You can fairly hear the soldiers gather¬ 
ing, and the war-horses prancing. It makes one 
feel like a hero, sitting here on the soft cushions 
of an easy-chair.” 

“ That is the way in which many great men fight 
for their country,” answered Young, laughing. 


“ But you are leaving out some of the words, Miss 
Noel. That is not fair. We must not be de¬ 
frauded out of a single note.” 

The young man came around in front of the 
piano, as he said this; and leaning forward, at¬ 
tempted to examine the music. 

Constance hurriedly placed one hand upon the 
sheet; but not before he had discovered that both 
the notes and the words were in manuscript. 

“Ah!” 

This single ejaculation alone escaped him. 
Constance heard. Her face and neck were in¬ 
stantly flooded with scarlet, and her hands dropped 
down upon the keys, with a crash of discord. 

A flash of triumph followed the single word 
that had escaped the young man ; but a look of 
distress followed his first glance at the girl, who 
sat shrinking, as if with shame, beneath his eyes; 
and he addressed her so indifferently, that she 
looked up, reassured. 

“ I suspected that you were defrauding us of 
the most thrilling notes,” he*said, “now I am 
sure of it, or you would not hide them from me. 
General, will you not command her to give them 
in full?” 

Young sauntered toward his old place, by the 
end of the sofa, where he stood with downcast 
eyes, that Constance might not be disturbed by a 
glance; but all the time a half mischievous smile 
quivered about his lips. • 

The girl saw this, without really looking that 
way; and it aroused a spirit of defiance in her. 
Down went two dimpled hands on the keys, and 
it really was a battle song that rang out from 
under them, thrilling the very air with a martial 
clamor fpr war. 

All at once, this grand burst of song was- 
answered firom the window, full, deep, and rich, 
as if a flock of mocking-birds had been aroused 
to completeness of music there. General Noel 
sprang from his seat, in amazement. Constance 
and Young turned toward the window. There, 
resting her elbows on the sill, and her chin in the 
palm of one half-folded hand, they saw the bright, 
wild face of Washanee looking in upon them. 

[to be continued.] 


LINES. 

BT MAGGIE MAO ADAMS. 


Dias hands, that held so tenderly my own. 

That were so quick to wipe away my tears, 

Gone. And I have their memory ttlone 
To cheer me. In the coming weary yean. 

Dear lips, whose lightest tone my heart more moved 
Than could the fabled music of the spheres. 


The fondest praise of others, lees beloved, 

Bo those lips praised not, fell on heedless ears. 

Dear eyes, that smiled so sweetly down on me, 

In whose bine light my inmost thoughts shone plain I 
Gone from me now, so far, so utterly, 

That they shall never smile on me again. 
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BT EMILT H. MAT. 


No. 1—Is a walking-costume, of plain and 
striped beige-colored camel’s-hair cloth. The 
petticoat is kilt-plaited, and made of the plain 



material. Over this is arranged a scarf tablier, 
quite short, which is of the striped cloth. A 
plain round waist is worn with this skirt, with 
dose sleeves. Cuffs and collar of the stripe; 

( 160 ) 


waist of the plain material. The coat basque 
worn with this costume is of white or very light 
fawn-colored cloth, made to fit the figure. The 



No. 2. 


sleeve is wide at the wrist—Chinese fhshion— 
and has a plaited, lining of plush. Upstanding 
collar, lined with plush. Medium size buttons. 
Ten yards of plain camel’s-hair material; two 
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ind a-h&If yards of the stripe. For the ooat, 
two and a-haif yards of double-fold cloth; three- 
quarters of a yard of plush will be required. 

No. 2 —Is a walking-costume, for a young girl, 
made of pin-striped or small check cloth. The 



skirt has & deep box-plaited flounce, reaching as 
high as the knee. Over this is arranged a short 
t&blier, plaited scarf fashion across the front, and 
slightly looped at the back. A plain round waist, 
or short basque bodice, is worn under the out¬ 
side jacket, the latter of which we give. This fits 
the figure, and is made double-breasted, with two 
rows of buttons. A rolling collar; the back part 
of velvet, the front faced with the material. Cuffs 
to match. Twelve to fourteen yards of material 
will be required, double fold. 


No. 8—Is a house or visiting-dress, of plain 
and brocaded silk; suitable in black, dark-blue, 
garnet, plum, or any self-colored plain and bro¬ 
caded 8tuff, either in silk or woollen goods. The 
skirt is made on a foundation of alpaca or silesia, 
in color to match, faced on the outside, one-quar¬ 
ter of a yard deep, with the plain material. On 
this foundation there is placed, first, a narrow 
knife-plaiting of three inches depth—over this, 
another of eight inches—then the tablier of the 
brocade is arranged: very much wrinkled in 
front, and puffed at the back. The edge of this 
overskirt is slashed at intervals, forming deep 



No. 4. 


tabs, which are bound with the plain silk as a 
: finish. The basque bodice is finished in the 
< same way, on the skirt of the basque, and the 
| sleeves. A narrow knife-plaiting is added under 
1 the tabs, to finish the sleeve at the wrist. A 
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rolling collar opens over an inside handkerchief j young girl of twelve to fourteen years. It is quite 
of soft surah silk, of any contrasting color which j short—-just to the top of the boot. One skirt, on 
may be becoming. A bow of ribbon finishes the j which are three knife-plaited ruffles, headed by 
point of the collar, and the end of the basque, a puff, with a narrow knife-plaited ruffle as finish. 
Five yards of brocade, and eight to ten yards of 
plain, twenty-four inch wide silk, will be re¬ 
quired for this costume. 

No. 4 —Is a simple and stylish walking-cos" 
tume, for a young girl, of cloth, with plush j: % 

trimming. There is only one skirt, on which is 
a knife-plaited band, edged top and bottom with 
a border of plush, two and a-half or three inches 
wide. Over this is worn a deep coat, which fits 
the figure, and is faced with the plush, on the 
turnover collar, and on the fronts, where it is 
turned back as revere, from the point where the 
ooat is last buttoned. Pockets and cuffs are also 
made of plush. Light-brown cloth, with seal 


top and bottom. Over this skirt, a polonaise is 
made; opening in front, and gathered up into a 
bunch, where it is finished with two loops and 
ends of ribbon. A small shoulder cape is made 
of striped beige. The cuffs and belt are of the 
same. A fancy stripe may be used in contrasting 
colors that blend with the rest of the costume. 
No. 6. Ten to twelve yards will be required of the plain, 

and one yard of fancy stripe. 

plush, is most stylish, and generally becoming. No. 6— Is a very pretty and stylish house-dress, 
Seven yards of cloth. Two and a-half yards of j for a young girl of twelve to fourteen years. It 
plush will be required. is made of light fawn, drab, or gray merino or 

No. 6—Is a costume of cashmere beige, for a i cashmere, with pink tri mming . The skirt has, 
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No. 7. 



No. 8. 


first, a kilt-plaiting, eighteen inches deep; over 
this is arranged a scarf tablier, the ends of which 
are draped, and tied at the back. This drapery 
is edged with a bias fold of pink cashmere or silk, 
put on with two rows of stitching as a finish. 
The basque bodice is finished to correspond, as 
are also the collar and cuffs. Eight to ten yards 
of merino or cashmere. One yard of pink cash- 
mere for trimming, or two yards of silk. 

No. 7 .—We give the front and back view of a 
costume for a girl of six years. It is made of 



No. 9. 


dark-green tweed, with silver buttons. The Prin¬ 
cess front buttons in the centre, and is hollowed 
out at the sides, to display a kilted skirt. The 
back is hollowed so as to form a square basque on 
the kilted skirt. Collar, cuffs and pockets are 
trimmed with braid. 

No. 8—Is a paletot, for a girl of seven to nine 
years, made of dark-brown cloth, fastened down 
the front with horn buttons. At the back, is a 
long pointed hood of cloth, lined with brown satin. 
Square side pockets, with revers of brown satin. 
The sleeves are piped with satin at the wrist. 
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No. 9—Is a knickerbocker suit, for a boy of 5 bag over, by having an elastic in the edge. The 


six to eight years, made of checked cloth. The £ coat is laid in two box-plaits in front; and at the 




short pants are fulled at the knee, and made to I back, these are fitted into a short yoke. Cufis 

and collar bound with braid. 

No. 10—Is a blouse, for a little boy of five to 
: seven years. It is made of pin-check cashmere, 
j: in black and white. Collar and cuffs of black 
: velvet. The blouse is box-plaited, back and 
: front. The skirt is cut at the sides, and box- 
plaits ore added there, to increase the fullness. 
A belt of the same is worn quite low on the 
waist, and is kept in place by being rail through 
narrow straps, at the back and on the hips. 


LADIES’ PATTERNS. 

Any style in this number will be sent by mail on receipt 
of full price for corresponding article in price list below. 
Patterns will be put together and plainly marked. Patterns 
designed to order. 

Princess Dres: Plain,.AO 

“ 44 with drapery and trimming, .... 1.00 

Polonaise,.60 

Combination Walking Suits,.1.00 

Trimmed Skirts,.AO 

Watteau Wrapper,.60 

Plain or Gored Wrappers,.36 

CHILDREN’S PATTERNS. 

Dresses: Plain, . . . .25 ; Basques and Coats, . . .26 

Combination Suits, . . -15 Coats & Vests or Cut Skirts A6 

Skirts and Overskirts, . .26 j Wrappers,..26 

Polonaise: Plain, . . . .26 Waterproofs, Circulars 

44 Fancy, . . .351 and Ulsters,. ... .26 

BOYS’ PATTERNS. 

Jackets,.26 Wrappers,..25 

Pants,.20 Gents’ Shirts, .... AO 

Vests,.20 “ Wrappers, ... AO 

Ulsters,.AO 

In sending orders for Patterns, please send the number 
and month of Magazine, also No. of page or figure or any¬ 
thing definite, and also whether for lady or child. Address, 

Mrs. M. A. Jones, 28 South Eighth Street, Philadelphia, 




































































































































































































































THE 8T0N0R CORSAGE. 


BT BMILY H. MAY. 


r 



We give, here, two engravings of a new and 
Mjlisii basque, called the Stonob Cobsagk, 


an entire figure, in both cases, so as to show what 
sort of a skirt is prettiest to wear with this cor¬ 
sage. 

Folded in with the number is a Supplement, 
on which we give, full size, the seven pieces of 
which this very effective basque is composed. 
They are as follows: 

I.—Half of Fbont. 

II.— Half of Back. 

III. — Half of Side-Piece. 

IV. — Sleeve. 

V.—Puff for Sleeve. 

VI.— Epaulette. 

Til. —Half of Collar. 


On the front we have marked, by rows of small 
dots, the breast plaits, and the fish under the 
arm. On the side-piece, the plait of the coat-tail 
is marked in the same way. In the back, the 
plaits are marked similarly. In the collar, we 
have cut a notch, at the place of the shoulder 
seam. In the sleeve, the top side is widened at 
the back seam, and the under side narrowed, so 
as to take the seam out of sight, and more under 
the arm ; the top side must, therefore, be filled at 
the elbow, as shown by the pricking: the top part 

( 1 « 6 ) 


Pointed, as will be seen, in front, and forming 
1 °°*t-tail at the back. The larger cut represents 
front; the smaller one, the back. We give 
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PANSIES. — ANTIQUE DESIGN. 


of the under side of the sleeve is marked by two < Notice, that the place marked by two cuts goes 
small cute (11), so as to leave no chance of its j under the arm, and corresponds with the two 
being sewn in wrong side upwards. > cuts in under side of sleeve; the notch corres- 

At the top of this sleeve, there must be a puff- J ponds to the notch in the sleeve-head, and the 
ing, as shown in the engraving; and over this < pointed ends being folded over on the pricked 
puffing, and under the arm, the epaulette is < lines, and meeting at top of shoulder, and so 
placed. \ forming the epaulette. 


ANTIQUE DESIGN FOR CHAIR, OR SOFA CUSHION. 

BT MRS. 

Materials: A piece of coarse, but firm 
and good quality, linen huckaback. Some 
mulberry-colored filoselle for the grounding, 
and for outline of design. Some Japanese 
gold thread, which does not tarnish. The 
bolder the design, the handsomer and more 
fitting for the purpose it will be. Sketch any 
bold pattern on the huckaback (the pattern 
given is merely a trial of the working), either 
with pencil, or with a camel’s-hair pencil, 
dipped in a solution of Prussian-blue and 
gum-water. A large design from any cre¬ 
tonne, arabesque pattern can be copied with 
clear tracing cloth and pencil; then cut 
around the pencil marks, and pin the 
design on the huckaback; and then trace 
around with liair-poncil and blue. Then 
darn the ground with filoselle, forwards 
and back only, going as far as the outline 
of the design; then, with crewel, work in 
stem-stitch the outline of the design, and 
finally outline it with the gold thread. The 
engraving shows the stitches in the darning, 
which should not be seen. For scarf table- 
covers, mantel lambrequins, and sideboard 
cloths, tliis darning of the ground of hucka¬ 
back is very appropriate; and, by all odds, 
the most artistic art-needlewoxk we have 
yet had, being copied from the antique. 

We have seen a mantel lambrequin, designed j manner, which was simply exquisite. The work 
at the New York art school, and darned in this j is as easy to do as it is elegant. 


JANE WEAVER. 



e 

PANSIES IN KENSINGTON-STITCH. 


BT MR8. JANE WEAVER. 


In the front of the number, we give a colored j purpose for which the work is designed. Cloth- 
illustration of Pansies, to be done in Kensington- j felt, or satine, for a table-cover, is the best. For 
stitch, in either crewels or filoselle. Satin, cloth- j tidy, use satin or plush. This design is equally 
felt, mummy cloth, all are equally desirable for j suitable for painting on satin or silk: for toilet 
working on. The material depends upon the ’ mat, pin cushion, etc.; tidy, or scarf table-cover. 
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Make up with brown holland or sheeting, and l the point of each flap. Bind all round with red 
^ n * with cloth. Strips of red turret braiding, l worsted braid, and add a loop at each end to 
or narrow strips of cretonne, divide the com- : suspend the bag. Hang upon the inside of a 
partments. The lambrequin cover is tut in three j closet door, it will be found most useful, and a 
deep scallops, and a simple pattern is braided on > very neat place to keep out of sight boots and 
ia red worsted braid. Worsted balls ornament \ shoes in use. 



























NURSERY BALL. 


, \ - 

BT MRS. JANB WEAVER. 


Soft woollen balls are playthings always highly 
appreciated; little ones, from baby upwards, 
delight in their gay colors,' and, above all, in 
their fluffy substance, which is so peculiarly 
attractive to infantile Angers. Like most home¬ 
made playthings, the ball costs a mere nothing, 
as odds and ends of every kind of wool can be 
used for it; in fact, the more colors introduced 
the better. To make one, proceed as follows: 
Cut out two circles of cardboard, of about the 
size you intend the ball to be, varying, say, from 
four inches to twelve inches in circumference. 
In the centre of each, cut out a round hole from 
one-third to one-fourth of the cardboard; for 
instance, a circle four inches in diameter will 
have a hole from one inch to one and a-quarter 



Fig. 1. 


inches across. Place these twd rings together, 
thread a needle with doubled wool, and pass it 
through the hole, over and over the ring. At 
every fresh needleful, let the ends of wool come 
outside, and continue to wind till there is no 
more room to pass the needle through the hole. 
The winding Anished, hold the covered circle in 
the left hand, and, taking sharp scissors, insert 
one point of them between the two cardboard 
rings at the outer edge, then cut along, splitting 
the several layers of wool loops, as shown in the 
illustration (Fig. 1). 

These loops, when separated, spring back, and 
stand out like two little brooms on either side. 
Now pull the two rings of cardboard a little 
apart, just to allow winding a piece of strong 
. ( 1 « 8 ) 


twine round the wool in the centre; after passing 
the string four or Ave times, knot it very tightly, 
and you may then with safety remove the sup¬ 
porting cardboard circles by snipping them here 
and there, and withdrawing the pieces. In Fig. 
2, the ball is seen tied in this way. 

The separating cardboard being withdrawn, 
and the ends of twine snugly tucked inside, the 



Fig. 2. 


bristling wool is combed or rubbed together, 
when it presents a solid ball, that is trimmed 
till the shaggy surface is as smooth as velvet 
(Fig. 3). 

If not utilizing stray skeins, shaded wool 
might be chosen as the simplest medium of 
obtaining a mottled appearance. In other ways, 
regular stripes, spots, and various markings can 
be reproduced by winding each round, or each 
half and quarter of a round, in distinct and well 
contrasting colors; in short, numerous little 
freaks can be tried for fresh diversity. 

In the same manner are made the small fluffy 
balls, which are now so abundant in the finish of 



Fig. 3. 


embroidered valances, small table-covers, trim¬ 
mings of baskets, etc., and many woollen gar¬ 
ments for children. The closer the entwining of 
the cardboard, and the thicker the wool, the 
more compact and glossy the outside of the ball. 
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DESIGN FOR PATCHWORK. 


BT MBS. JAN It WIAVIR. 



We give, here, a very beautiful design for odds and ends you hare to dispose of. The 
patch-work. The different colors may be as- effect, when the oolors are judiciously discrimi- 
sorted according to taste, or the colors of the nated, is exceedingly fine. 


NAMES FOR MARKING. 



Vot. LXXXI.—11. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE. 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. 

What Is Our Best Premium ?—This is a question often 
■eked of ns by persons about to get up clubs. But it is one 
vory difficult to answer. 80 much depends on personal 
tastes. Here, for instance, we have half a dozen letters 
before us, all speaking on this sillyect One writer prefers 
the engraving, another the Photograph Album, another the 
Quarto Album, and two the extra copy. For ourselves, we 
should always recommend persons getting up clubs, to go 
for the oiubs for which an extra copy is given, or for those 
in which an extra copy is given as well as other premiums. 
The extra copy has this advantage, that incomes, at succes¬ 
sive periods, twelve times during the year, whereas either of 
the other premiums comes but once. Anybody, too, can get 
up a club, even in the smallest town, of four, at $1.62}^ each, 
and so earn the extra copy. In a larger town, it is equally 
easy to get up a club of six at $1.50, or ten at $1.40, for each 
of which clubs we also give an extra copy. No other maga¬ 
zine holds out such inducements as this extra copy. About 
it there is never any disappointment 
Our advice, therefore, is always begin with the intention of 
getting up one of the clubs, for which an extra copy is 
offered as a premium. After this, if you can increase the 
club, do it, and secure one of the other premiums. For ex- 
ample, you begin to get four subscribers, at $1.62% each; ; 
but find it is as easy to get five, at $1.00, which will entitle I 
you to our engraving, in addition to the extra copy. Or you ! 
discover, perhaps, that you can get eight subscribers. Then | 
you put the magazine at $1.50; or, if not eight, at least seven: ! 
in the former case, socuring, in addition to the extra copy, j 
the engraving and album; and in the latter, either the en¬ 
graving or album. Remember, too, that, at any time during \ 
the year, you can make additions to your club. 

Lonq Glove 8, carelessly wrinkled on the arm, continue to 
be the fashion for evening-wear, and the loose-wristed ones 
are easier to put on and off, than those with six or eight 
buttons. They have the disadvantage of not fitting the hand 
8s closely as the buttoned ones. Tan-colored gloves are uni- i 
vorsally worn, some preferring the light shades, others the 
dark ones; but no one now thinks of matching the gloves 
with the dress, as tan assimilates, according to present 
fsshion, with black, white, and colored dresses. 

" Nothing To Be Compared.”— A lady, subscribing for 
1882, writes: " I took ‘ Peterson.’ for several years, till last 
year, when I thought I would take something else, for a 
change; but I find that there Is nothing to be compared with 
'Peterson.' I will do my best, when I receive my first 
number, to get up a club.” 

Photographers Vert 0*tex mount theft* photographs, 
especially those of the carte de visile size, on too thick a card. 
The result is, that, when they come to be put into an album, 
at least when the album becomes nearly full, they strain the i; 
back, or split it, or else break the clasp; and sometimes, both. 

Of The Mart Premium Engravings, which we have 
issued for getting up clubs, the one for this year, “ Hush I 
Don’t Wake Them,” seems to be altogether the most popular. 
Everybody likes it. It is certainly one of the most charming 
possible. 

(170) 


J Mrs. Southworth’s Novels, bo world-wido in their popu- 
j larity, have just been issued, in a new edition, by T. B. 

Peterson A Brothers, Philadelphia. The success of this 
| writer is a standing proof of the great fact, to which we 
> have so often alluded, that rapid action and dramatic feeling 
} are invaluable in fiction. In all Mrs. Southworth’s works, 
/ there is originality of character, great descriptive power, 
strange and even startling incidents, stirring plots, and scenes 
; of great pathos. Her last work, "Self-Made; or, Out Of 
The Depths,” has just been issued, in two volumes, under the 
; names, respectively, of “ Ishmael; or, In The Depths;” and 
" Self-Raised, or, From The Depths; ” the first of which con¬ 
tains a portrait of Mrs. Southworth, and the othor a view of 
her cottage on the Potomac. The appearance of these vol¬ 
umes—which are having, we are told, an immense sale—has 
been made the occasion for issuing a new and complete 
edition of all her novels. They are in forty-two volumes, 
duodecimo, bound in morocco cloth, and with a full gilt back: 
the whole being sold at $1.75 a volume, or $73.50 for the full 
; sot, including a neat box in which they are put up. Every 
library should have a set of these novels. So should every 
family that can afford it Address T. B. Peterson & Brothers, 

, 306 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. On receipt of the prioe, 
that firm will send, free of further expense, a copy of any 
one of these novels, or the entire set A list of the books 
will be sent on application. 

How- To Brush Velvet is a thing, easy as it seems, not 
known to everybody. The whole secret lies in tho manage¬ 
ment of the brush. Take a hat-brush that is not too soft, 
but that has the bristles elastic, aud that will return at once 
to their original state, after being pressed aside. Hold this 
firmly under the palm of the hand, in tho direction of the arm, 
and with the bristles downward; and pressing them, first, 
gently into the substance of the velvet, then twist around the 
arm, hand, and brush, all together, as on an axis, without 
moving them forward-or backward. The foreign matters 
will thus be drawn up, and flirted out of the flock, without 
| injury to the substance of the velvet; and the brush must bo 
i lifted up, and placed in a similar manner over every part re¬ 
quired to be brushed. By this means, velvet will bo im¬ 
proved, Instead of deteriorated; and will last for years. 

| The Illustrated Quarto Album, which was one of our 
premiums for last year, will be sent, this year, instead •/ the 
Photograph Album, whenever preferred. But in such oaseo, 
when remitting for tho club, advise ns of the preference. 

The Popularity Or This Magahnb was never so great 
m it is this year. Everybody is discovering that is better to 
subscribe for something that is reliable, and not for a mere 
catch-penny, as so many othor so-called monthlies are. 

Additions to Clubs may be made, at the price paid by 
the rest of the club. When enough additional subscribers 
are sent, an additional premium will be given. Go on, all 
through the year, therefore, adding to your clubs. 

“ Such A Lonely Tear.”—A lady writes: “I have 
done without 'Peterson' a whole year; and such a lonely 
year t Nothing can fill the place of ' Peterson.’ Take it all 
in all, it cannot be surpassed.” 
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Splendid Psonnci Foe 1882.—Our premium engraving 5 
for this yen*, to be sent to persona for getting up clubs, is ? 
entitled, “ Hush ! Don't Wake Them," and is of the size of j 
20 inches by 16. No more beautiful ornament, to be | 
framed, and hung on the parlor wall, could be desired. It j 
is a work of real art, and a copy should be had by every !> 
family in the land. It is, on the whole, we find, the most s 
popular of our premiums for 1882. Nothing gives such an > 
air of refinement to a room as a handsome engraving. “ One \ 
good engraving,” the N. T. Tribune says, M is worth a dozen j; 
chromoe.” < 

Or, m place of ti, we will give, for a premium, either a > 
Photograph Album, or our Quarto Illustrated Album, l 
which was so popular last year. The Photograph Album is > 
bound in leatherette, or imitation leather: the Quarto Album j 
is bound in morocco cloth, gilt. } 

For many clubs, an extra copy of the magazine will be <j 
seat. For others, and larger ones, an extra copy of the jj 
engraving, or either of the Albums. The inducements to get l 
np clubs were never before so great; and probably will never l 
be so great again. I 

Nov is the time to get up dubs for 1882. It is never too s 
late todo this. We can always supply back numbers to Janu- ? 


ary. inclusive. Specimens are sent, gratis, if written for, to 
those wishing to get up clubs. 

We Repeat Again that we have no agents for whom we 
are responsible. Either remit direct to us, subscribe through 
your local news agent, or join a club, the getter up of which 
pm know. 

Act 8ub8cribxr for this magazine can have either the 
“ Photograph Album,” or the “ Quarto Illustrated Album,” 
for fifty cents. Or we will send both for oue dollar. 

M I Am Sixty-Nine.” —So writes a lady, who sends us a 
club for 1882. 8he adds: “ 1 have taken * Peterson ’ since 
1*461, and Hke to reed it as well as ever 1 did.” 

REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

Brushwood. By T. Buchanan Bead. IUuetrated from De¬ 
ngs* bp Frederick Dielman. 1 vol, email 4 to. Philadelphia: 
J. ft. UppmcoU A Co. —Among American poets, T. Buchanan 
Read, in some respects, stands foremost. He had not the 
imagination of Lowell, nor the wide culture of Longfellow; 
but he had great delicacy of touch and an exquisite ear. 
Above all, he was distinctively national: more so than any 
other; by which wo mean that he was full of local color. In 
tUfc respect, hi* "Wagoner Of The Alleghaniee” has no 
equal in American poetry; and scores of his smaller poems 
testify to the same close obeervation of Nature, here. Nor 
»» he lees realistic, when his themes were foreign. There 
h no poem in the language, at least none that we can recall, 
vhkh gives so true, yet so poetical a description of the Bay 
of Naples, aS his “ Drifting,” a charmingly illustrated edition 
of which was published, by Lippincott <fc Co., about a year 
tgn. The volume before us is a companion one to that, and 
ia illustrated with even more taste and beauty. The soeno, 
«in " Drifting,” Is in Italy; but among the hills: not on the 
Both text and engravings breathe the very air of that 
many and romantic land. No more meritorious book of the 
kind has appeared this year. 

Oar Young Folke Abroad. By Jamee D. McCabe. —1 rol., 8no. 
Pkftedelphia: J. B. Lippincott A Co. —The idea of this book 
I* capital, and that idea is well carried out The author 
Imagine* an American family, with four boys and girls, 
(tuning on a tour through Europe, and these he accompa- 
ni< *> giving illustrations of all the principal places which he 
iweribes in the text until finally he brings their travels to 
* close at Constantinople, having first gone over France, 
Germany, Italy, and Greece. The type is large, the paper 
and th ^engravings carefully printed. 


Sabine's Falsehood. By Madame La Princeeee 0. Catacvuene 
Altieri. 1 rot, 12mo. Philadelphia: T. B. Petereon A 
Brothers. —This is a love-story, and a very charming one. 
The plot is admirably managed; the incidents are quite 
pathetic; the characters are well conceived, and graphically 
delineated. Sabine, the heroine, appeals to onr hearts, from 
the first. She is one of the noblest of women: her very 
faults are virtues in excess. The translation is very good. 
The book Itself is printed in clour, elegant type, in striking 
contrast with the cheap trash of the day. 

Secera. From the German of E. Hartner. Translated by 
Mrs. A. L. Wietar. 1 vol., 12 mo. Philadelphia: J. B. Lippi'm- 
oott A Co. —Mrs. Wistar is not only the beet translator that 
we know of, but she shows great taste in selecting the stories 
to translate. Hence a novel, with her name on the title- 
page, Is always sure of readers. We took this one np, 
expecting to be pleased; but we have been more than that: 
we have been delighted. " Severe ” is simply the most charm¬ 
ing love-story that we have read, since we read " The Old 
Mam'selle's Secret,” translated by Mrs. Wistar, years ago. 

The Fortunate Island, and Other Stories. By Max A deter. 
1 vol., 12 mo. Boston: Lee A Shepard. —In a neat little pref¬ 
ace, written with exceptionally good taste, the author says 
that, if the tales, in this volume, "are not so amusing as 
others he has written, they will perhaps be found to be quite 
as entertaining; and possibly, in some particulars, more 
instructive.” This verdict, however, is quite too modest. 
Max Adeler never has written a dull page, but these pages 
are even brighter than usual. The volume is Illustrated. 

The Young Folks' Robinson Crusoe. Edited by William T. 
Adams. 1 voL , small 4to. Boston: Lee A Shepard. —This is a 
condensation of " The Children’s Robinson Crusoe,” written 
by Mrs. E. Ware Farrar, and originally published more than 
fifty years ago. That work, as the name implies, was a con¬ 
densation of De Foe. This is an improvement on Mrs. Farrar. 

The Tabulations Of A Chinaman In China. From the 
French of Jules Verne. By Virginia Champlin. 1 vol., 12mo. 
Boston: Lee A Shepard. —No author, in the same line, can be 
compared to Jules Verne. Where others would flag, ha 
keeps the interest alive. The book is copiously Illustrated, 
there being no less than fifty engravings. 

At Home. Illustrated by J. G. Sowerby. Decorated by 
Thomas Crane. 1 vol., small 4 to. London: Marcus Ward A 
Co. —This is, beyond all question, the best book for children, 
of its kind, that has appeared this season. It Is impossible 
to imagine how illustrations, or decorations, could be made 
more charming. 

Raleigh: Mis Exploits and Voyages. By George Makepeace 
Torole. 1 vol., 12 mo. Boston: Lee A Shepard. —Mr. Torole 
has already made a reputation in his "Pizarro,” "Marco 
Polo,” and other similar books intended for the young. 
This is quite np to the rest of the series. It is, in fact, more 
interesting than most.. 

Ballads in Black With Forty-Eight Pull-Page Silhouette Il¬ 
lustrations. 1 vol. Boston: Lee A Shepard.— This is a series 
of original shadow pantomimes, with full directions for pro¬ 
ducing shadow pictures. They are really very funny. Tlie 
ballads are by F. E. Chase. The illustrations, which are 
equally spirited, are by J. F. Goodrldge. 

The Unseen Hand. By Elijah Kellogg. 1 roZ., 12mo. Boston; 
Lee A Shepard.— 1 The story of a neglected, almost ruined, 
orphan; who rises to influence, as a pioneer, and makes his 
mark in life: admirably conceived, well told, and with a 
useful morel. The volume is illustrated. 

The Double-Runner Club. By P. B. Skdlaber. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
Boston: Lee A Shepard. —This is one of the popular “ Ike 
Partington Series,” and will be found to be a capital book 
for boys. It is illustrated. 

The Art of Knitting. By Lueretia P. Male. 1 vol., 12mo. 
Boston: 8. W. Tilton A Co.—A carefully compiled little trea¬ 
tise, forming one of the " Tilton Needlework Series.” The 
stitches, sO., are IUuetrated. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. — MOTHERS* DEPARTMENT, ETC. 


OUB ARM-OHAIB. 


The root is not injured bj boiling. It is still ranch etn* 


our old subscribers renew, this year, ana testify, at the same _ . ^-n - 

, - ... _ t n __- 4 f ham navor seems to be on the wane, although it doubtless soil possesses 

^ -U the virtue. hitterioMcri^ MR Th« « tonic £ 
X«rf<indpr°fit«l by it, that I cannot afford to do without »>«•">«"• diuretic and aperient-acting ndldly upon the 
it^Another aaye: -Itta been in on, family over twenty Uv.r, rtmuWing aecnetorya^ «>d ^during drronk 
'Ls I can't do without it." Another: “Thi. hr the engorgement* Even the late Profwaor Wood declared th- 

twelfth year since I began to take your magazine.” An- hi * experience with it was favorable. 

twemn year s ** j „ . The powdered root of the dandelion has been mixed with 

ot ° r ’ 'J . f .. t _ _ aw i» | ground coffee; and, without doubt, to the benefit of those 

«it in the best magazine, for the money, 1 ever saw. An- > » ' , , , , . ... . . 

otter- “ I aond ttTLtars for 1882: It i. from a thirty-flva »bo drank it, it h« alao been uaed a. a anbaUtute for 
™ r anbliber " Another: “I rend yon a clubof nine, for «■»«, roaatod and ground, «rd then prepared in Uk. roan- 
tt” Magazine pubiitted: 1 Imd thought I could not nera. coffee: andto thott who hahrtmUIy 
z! nd thi, year to got up a dub; but when the j a change to tin. article, occaeionaily, foraahort time, would, 

Zt number ca^ne, I felt that I could not get through the / no doubt>'very beneficial Medicinally conddorcd ibu root 
X- Without‘Pcmncn;' and I have had no trouble to get ; 1» one of tto» mrld or ample agent, that can be highly 
Lae nine name*" Another: “We have taken your mega- ! recommended to thoac mother*, who, eapocially, are prone 
zinc for many years, and think there i> no otter ao good.” j ‘ to doctor • for every little ailment that occur* in the nureery, 
Another- ”UeTdd • Peterson' waa sadly mlaaed in our ; poareming the aaving virtue of preventing them from drug- 
home la«t year." Another: •• You eee 1 have increaaed my > ging the little one. with more acUve, and perhap. injunoug 
clnb from lL year: we find we need it in every family: the j "media* The writm-b more tmpreaeed, daUy-after tire 
pattern, are invaluable.” Another: “ I have been taking i weary round, of a profeodonal life of over thUty-mzy^ 
lor faabion magazine* but none of them come, up to j Ur city mid country, in private and public chantiea-thu 
• Peterson ’ ” Another:“ I send a dub of alz: I did not got too little attention b given to hygienic meaaures, and too 
un a club for 1881: I have mimed the dem old book ao i much dopondeueo h placed by mother, upon the powder* 
much.” Another: “One word: I mud my that ‘Peterson' pill* or drops, ordered by the family phya.can, to be given 
grow, better every year.” These are but a few out of thou- j by month. Thia done, and ehe thinks her daty la perfoimsd. 
810 .. , .. „ s Physicians ore much to blame for this, ofttimes. Tliey either 

8011 0 _ | overlook the importance of attention to the surface of the 

TT . . „ T>„ namJ Lw f nr TWmotMdft and Nervous- body, or take it for granted that mothers will attend to the 

onmonn Lewis, M. D„ the distinguished regulation of diet, regimen, bathing, or keeping the cuticular 

physician of Boston, odd: “ Having in my own person ex- i surface clean; when in fact there ,.. no duty more demanded 
perienced those lib for which the Acid Phoepbat. b pre- j ofthe physician than thls:-.o dally toprern upon mottem 
bribed, I, having found great relief and alleviation by Its and none, the absolute neceaslty of wetting the surface. 
____ m w nnn ».<<,ti nn Af \ Homoeopothically, taraxacum is serviceable in dyspepsia. 


use, most cheerfully attest my appreciation of its excellence. 


j Homoeopothically, taraxacum is serviceable in dyspepsia, 
| with paicJty tongue, and itchy eruptions, preceded by dis- 
\ order of the stomach and bowels. Dose, one drop of the 
j mother tincture, several times a day. 


MOTHERS* DEPARTMENT. 

[Medical Botany—Op the Garden, Field and Fobwt.] 

BY ABEAM LXVEZEY, A. M., M. D. 

No. 2. — Dandelion — Taraxacum. 

Leontndon taraxacum, or Taraxacum deru-leonii. Leontodon, 
Greek, lion’s-tooth; taraxacum, Greek, terosso, to stir or dis¬ 
turb, in allusion, perhaps, to its supposed active or cathartic 
properties. Order, Composite. The dandelion is a stemless 
perennial; leaves, consequently, all radical, lance-oblong, 
four to twelve inches in length, unequally and acutely run- 
cinate and dentate. From their midst, arises one or more 
flower-stems, or scope*, which are simple, smooth, hollow, 
fragile, and terminating, at a height of four to six inches,in 
a large, golden-colored, compact flower, which closes some¬ 
what in the eveuing, and expands with the morning sun. 
This flower-stem, or scope, is short (two to five inches) in 
flower; but becomes much lengthened in fruit, L e. a globe 
of light pappus, which is blown off by the wind. 

It is abundant in most parts of the globe. In this oonntry^ 
it adorns (?) our yards, glass plots, and pasture grounds, with 
its bright, golden flowers, from the early spring, to the close 
of summer. The young leaves are blanched by some mothers, 
and eaten with as much relish as the endive or lettuce, qs a 
salad. 

The root is the medicinal part, and should be gathered in 
September. It is then several inches in length, as thick as 
a small finger, and tapering; lightish-brown externally, whit¬ 
ish within, with a yellow, ligneous cord passing through its 
centre, and abounding in a milky Juice, When dried, it 
possesses no odor; but a sweetish, mucilaginous, bitter taste. 


! PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 

4&~Everything relating to this department must be sent 
to GEORGE CHINN. Marblehead, Mass. All communica¬ 
tions are to be headed: “ For Peterson’s.” All are invited 
to send answers, also, to contribute original puzzles, which 
\ should be accompanied by the auswers.* n S& 

No. 141.—Charade. 

I rode beneath a sultry sky— 

The prairie-grass was sun-embrowned; 

When suddenly, I chanced to spy 
My whole, just springing from the ground. 

My first, the only weapon near, 

I wielded with successful whack; 

Then rode along, withont a fear— 

For broken was my second’s hack. 

Hantsport, N. B. Ak8EB * 

No. 142.— Rhomboid. 

jferom.—1. An esculent plant. 2. The person to whom 
goods are committed in trust. 3. Easily bent. 4. A li ® 
i grain. 5. Pertaining to the nerves. 6. Australian wild 

< dogs. . 

Down.— 1. A letter. 2. A Jewish month. 3. To de¬ 
scribe well. 4. The white juice of certain plants, o. 
Foreign. 6. Withered. 7. Tedium. 8. Threefold. ^ 
! Tardy. 10. An interjection. 11. A letter. 

i Haneichport, Mau. K * EuJET * 
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No. 143.— Enigma. 

As high as the heavens, 

As deep as the sea, 

As boundless as earth, 

As ft* air, ever free. 

** * & t * d, N. J. Viola. 

No. 144.—Word-Square. 

1. A salt-pit. 2. A crystallized substance. 3. An 
island of Austria. 4. The foot of an animal. 6. The 
price to be paid for conveying mail 6. The larva of 
ants. 7. Closest 

Lebanon Church, Va. 0. C. 0. La. 

No. 145.—Double Acrostic. 

1. A philosophical bottle. 2. A sea. 3. A state. 4. 
A game for boys. 5. To exclude. 6. A prophetic bird. 
7. A familiar appellation. 

The answer is to be given in compound words. The 
ini tala of the first half give the name of a United States 
President; and those of the last half, the name of the Vice- 
President elected on the same ticket 

Lydia D. Thomson. 


Answer* Next Month. 


Answers to Puzzles in the January Number. 


No. 135. 

B T 

UNDUE 
V B 

E N T E B 

B I 

ECLAT 
N O 

C U B E B 

E Y 

No. 136. 

A Telegraph. 


No. 137. 
Magazine. 


No. 138. 

Wheat, heat, eat, at, t 


No. 130. 
Telephone. 


No. 140./ 

1. 2. 3. 4. 5. 

Taste less Cod liver Oil. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

99“ &my Beoeipl in tint Cook-Book hem been totted by a 
practical houseke ep er. 

FISH. 

Mashed Salt Cbd—Take some salted codfish, that has been 
soaked for at least twenty-four hours. Boil it in plain water, i 
drain it, carefully pick out all the skin and bones, and sepa- i 
rate the flesh into small flakes. Put the flakes into a basin, \ 
***** work them with a fork, until every flAke is broken into j 
nttle pieces. Bab a mucepah freely with garlic, put the fish j 


; and a small quantity of fine salad oil into it, stir well with a 
; fork - Place the saucepan on a very slow fire, and never 
cease stirring the contents: pour into it salad oil and milk 
; alternately, in the smallest possible quantities, but contluu- 
ously, until the mixture assumes the appearance of a thick, 
creamy paste. Season with white pepper, add some lemon 
juice, and never leave off stirring: for it is upon the thorough- 
! ness of this operation that the success of the dish depends. 

| Serve piled on a dish, with bread sippets fried in butter, 
j BcoOoped Fish. Any cold fish, one egg, milk, one large 
( blade of pounded mace, pepper and salt to taste, bread- 
S crumbs, butter. Pick the fish carefully from the bonea, 

I and moisten with milk and the egg; add the other ingredi¬ 
ents, and place in a deep dish or scallop-shells; spread over 
with bread-ernmbs, butter the top, and brown before the 
fire; when quite hot, serve. 

MEATS. 

Beef Oakes. —Take some cold roast beef, that which is 
underdone is best, and mince it veiy fine; mix with it grated 
bread-crumbs, and a little chopped onion and parsley; season 
! it with pepper and salt, and moisten it with some beef¬ 
dripping and walnut sauce ; some scraped cold tongue or 
grated luun will be found an improvement; form it into 
broad, flat cakes, and spread a layer of mashed potato thinly 
on the top and bottom of each; lay a small piece of butter 
on the top of every cake; place them on a dish, and set them 
in an oven to brown. 

Fried Chicken.— After neatly dressing and canring in pieces 
of proper size, parboil a half-hour or longer, until tender; 
take out with a fork, and place in a frying-pan of melted 
butter; fry brown by frequent turning to keep from burning. 
A nice gravy is made by pouring the broth in which it was 
boiled into the frying-pan, with a thickening of flour and 
any seasoning preferred. Curled paisley, arranged as a gar¬ 
nish, adds to the general effect. 

Cutlets of Cold Mutton.— The remains of cold loin or neck 
of mutton, one egg, bread-crumbs, brown gravy or tomato 
sauce. Cut the remains of cold loin or neck of mutton into 
cutlets, trim them, and take away a portion of the fat; should 
there be too much, dip them in a beaten egg, sprinkle with 
bread-crumbs, and fry them a nice brown In hot dripping. 
Arrange them on a dish, and pour around them either a good 
gravy or hot tomato sauce. 

Ham Pie.— Pick the ham into small, fine pleoes, boil a cup 
; of rice, beat up two eggs, and stir it with the ham and rice, 
season with pepper, salt; and onions; put It into a deep pan, 
and bake in a moderate oven. 

VEGETABLES. 

Parsnips. —Wash well; scrape them, and cut in two or four 
pieces lengthwise; boil in water with a little salt in it until 
tender, which will be in from one-half to three-quarters of 
an hour; when quite done, dish up in a warm dish, with 
melted butter poured over them, or warm butter with a little 
minced parsley in It; or mash the parsnips and form into 
small cakes, roll in flour, or dip in egg and bread-crumbs, 
and fry a light brown; send to table very hot. Yon can 
also brown the parsnips sliced rather thick. 

Fried Potatoes. —Pare, wash, and slico thin, raw potatoes, 
lay in ice-cold water an hour or two, dry In a napkin; have 
a pan of hot lard, and put in a few at a time, and fry a light 
brown, sprinkle with salt, and turn with a fork, take ont 
with a wire spoon, and put in a dish and set in the oven. 
until all are cooked. To be eaten either hot or cold. 


DESSERTS. 


Pumpkin Pudding.—Take one pint of pumpkin, that has 
been stewed soft and pressed through a colander; melt, in 
half a pint of warm milk, one-quarter pound of butter and 
the same quantity of sugar, stirring them well together; one- 
pint of rich cream will be better than milk and butter; beat 
eight eggs very light, and add them gradually to the other 
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ingredients, alternately with the pumpkin; then stir in a 
wineglass of rose-water and two glasses of vine, mixed 
together, a large teaspoonful of powdered mace and cinna¬ 
mon, mixed, and a grated nutmeg. Having stirred the 
whole very hard, put it into a battered dish, and bake three- 
quarters of an hour. 

Lemon Pudding. —One-half pound of bread-crumbs, six 
ounces of suet, six ounces of sugar, the rind of a lemon, 
chopped fine, and the juice. Mix with two eggs, and boil 
two hours, in a buttered mould. Serve with or without wine 
sauce. 

CAKES. 

Crumpets. —Mix a quart of good milk with water to make 
a batter; add a little salt, an egg, and a tablespoonful of 
good yeast; beat well, cover it up, and let it stand in a warm 
place to rise. Clean the muffin plate, or, not having this, a 
frying-pan, while warm, over the fire, and rub it with a 
greased cloth, or a little butter tied up in a piece of muslin; 
pour a cupful of the batter into the pan or on the plate; os 
it begins to bake, raise the edge all round with a sharp 
knife. When one side is done, turn and bake the other side. 
Crumpets are generally now poured into proper sized rings of 
tin, which makes them all of a size and thickness. 

Pastry. —A very light, flaky pastry is made with equal 
weights of flour and butter, by rolling it out thin and letting 
it stand in a cool place for a-quarter of an hour; fold and 
roll it out again, and again let it stand a short time before 
cutting into the required form. I have also been told that 
sal volatile is used to make puff pastry; but this is a secret 
of pastry cooks, not a household recipe. 

Buckwheat Cakee.— The New York Tribune, in an article 
on this subject, says that science has even revolutionized the 
method of making buckwheat cakes. The old way, setting 
to raise over night, souring, fermenting, decomposing, and 
destroying the nntritient part of the flour, carbonic acid gas 
was produced, and the cakes made light. But a well-founded 
suspicion has always existed, that buckwheat cakes made in 
this manner are unwholesome and indigestible, because the 
chemical action, that takes place, so alters the flour from its 
original character, that the souring or decomposing process 
continues in the stomach, and gives rise to dyspepsia and 
kindred troubles. 

The new way does away with all decomposing, all fer¬ 
menting or souring, and places upon our tables smoking hot 
buckwheats in lees than fifteen minutes. The leavening 
element of the new process, which is the “Royal Baking 
Powder,” being mixed with the flour and moisture added, 
evolves the leavening gas, and in no way changes the dough 
from its original sweet And nutritions condition. 

In point of heathfulness, it is a positive fact that buck¬ 
wheat and griddle cakes, made in this way with the “ Royal ” 
powder, ore very healthv, and can be eateu with impunity 
by dyspeptics and invalids, without discomfort. 

Various preparations aud mixtures have been put on the 
market from time to time, to take the place of the “ Royal 
Baking Powder,"’ such as “ self-raising ” or “ griddle cake ” 
flours; but analysis shows many of them to be made from 
unwholesome substitutes and strong acids, which have a cor¬ 
roding effect on the membranes of the stomach. It is much 
safer for all consumers te purchase flour themselves, that 
they know to be good and reliable, and odd the baking pow. 
dor at a considerable saving, than to purchase any of the 
so-called “self-raising” flours, which are usually compounds 
of the vilest nature, containing alum or phosphates. It is 
stated that three-fourths of the “self-raising buckwheat” 
sold in the market is nothing more than “ middlings,” or the 
dark-colored siftings and impurities which form the refuse 
in the manufacture of the higher grades of flour. 

The following is a good recipe, and most economical: 

Quick Buckwheat (Jakes — To one pint of buckwheat flour, 
while dry, add two teaspoonfuls of Royal Baking Powder, 
a teaspoonful of salt, one scant tablespoonful of brown sugar 


; or New Orleans molasses, to make them brown; mix well to- 
. gether, and when ready to bake, add one pint of cold water, or 
; sufficient to form a batter; stir but little, and bake immedi- 
; ately on a hot griddle. 

j 4®- The Baking Powder, oontlnues the New York Tri- 
; bune, should never be put into the batter, but always 
! with flour in a dry state. 


PA8HION8 FOR FEBRUARY. 

Fio. i.— Child’s Outdoor Costume, or Red Cloth. The 
loose coat is belted at the waist, and is trimmed with iowb of 
braid of the same color. Seal-skin toque, with red pompons. 

Fio. ii.—Wrap, or Greenish-Gray Diagonal Cloth, made 
very long; and the fullness and ease that are required are given 
by the plaits that are laid at the back, from the waist down. 
At the waist, is a shirring; and small plaits extend from 
the neck to the waist. The sleeves are put in panier fashion, 

| aftd are square at the waist A narrow red kilt shows below 
! the wrap. The bonnet is of black beaver, lined and trimmed 
with red. 

Fig. hi.—Skating-Press, or Dark-Green Cloth. The 
j petticoat is green cloth, striped with black, over which the 
' upper part of the'dress opens. It is ornamented in front 
; with gimp trimmings. The close-fitting jacket, which is cut 
! away in front, is double-breasted; has large revert and 
| pockets; and is also ornamented with gimp cords and 
; fastenings. Black plush toque, with bird’s-wing, and long 
| veil. 

; Fig. iv.—Skating-Dress, or Brown Dress Flannel. The 
| petticoat is of darker-brown plush. The overdress, of flan- 
1 nel, is princess shape; is slightly gathered in front, below a 
band of the plush that goes around the neck, and down the 
sides, like a boa. The dress is also slightly draped at the 
! back; and the muff, cuff, sleeve and pocket trimmings, as well 
) as the Leonard! di Vinci hat, are of brown plush. 

] Fro. v.— Walking-Dress, or Fine Greenish-Gray Cam- 
/ ei.’s-Hair. The skirt has four gathered ruffles around the bot- 
, tom. Above these, it falls with scant fullness in front; and 
> is slightly draped at the back. The Di recto ire coat is of dull 

I gray and red plush, in quite a small plaid. This coat does 
not fall in the hard, swallow-tail lines, at the back, of those 
, of last season; but is rounded, and falls a little looser. Bon- 
> net of greenish-gray plush, with plumes of the same color, 
| lined with dark-red. 

| Fig. vi.— Visiting-Dress, or Black Velveteen. The 
| front of the skirt is laid in kilt-plaits, with a loose, shirred 
| trimming at the top of the flounce. One side of the princess 
> dress falls straight down with the kilt-plaits, and is trimmed 
! with two rows of black crochet buttons. The opposite side 
is turned back, and draped rather high. The front is trim¬ 
med with two rows of buttons, and finished with a bow of 
rich black gros-grain ribbon. The large square collar and 
three-quarter sleeves are trimmed with heavy white lace. 
On the collar, it is laid quite flat. The cream-white felt bat 
is lined with cream-colored surah silk, and is trimmed with 
a long red plume. 

Figs. vii. and viii. — House-Dress, Front and Back, or 
B£ge-Colored Camkl’r-Hair. The skirt has a deep kilt- 
plaiting, And the draped overskirt is short, and round in 
front; while at the back, it is longer, and falls in points. 
The bodice is pointed, back and front, with a band of dents, 
or battlements, at the edge of the basque; which dents may 
be lined with either brown or crimsora satin; or narrow 
braid may be used, if preferred. The collar and cufls corres¬ 
pond. 

Figs. rx. and x.—Walking-Dress, Back and Front. It is 
made of all-wool black and white shepherd’s-plaid. The 
lower part of the skirt is laid in large box-plaits. The tunio 
> is short in front; opens diagonally; is fnller on the under 
| and right side than on the otiler; and is drawn back and 
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draped at the back, hilling nearly to the bottom of the skirt 
The bodice is coat-shaped, and the whol~ *« simply trimmed 
with narrow black braid. Gray felt bo\ trimmed with 
black velvet, and black feathers. \ 

Fio. xi.— Dinner on Evening-Dress, or Bboch6 Satin, or 
▲ Golden-Brown Color, with a Skal-Colored Brown Vel¬ 
vet Overdress. The broch6 skirt is laid in wide box-plaits. 
The velvet polonaise opens in front and is draped at the 
back. Jabot and ruffles on the sleeves, of point lace. 

Fig. xu.—M antle, of Black Satin Mervejlleux, with a 
flounce at the bottom, and at the sleeves, of plain black satin. 
The quilted standing collar is of the same, trimmed with 
black lace. Bow of black watered ribbon at the back. 

Fig. xul—Bonnet, of Dark-Brown Plush, trimmed with 
many curling tips, of a lighter brown. 

Fig. xiv.—Winter Cloak, or Black Corded Silk, cut to 
follow the lines of the figure at the back, with a watered 
plush collar and trimmings for the sleeves. The long bows 
and cods at the back are of watered ribbon. Black silk cos¬ 
tume, and black beaver hat and plumes. 

Fig. xv.—O pera Cloak, or Whits Cashmere, trimmed 
with a band of chinchilla fur. 8ablo or any brown fur 
would look equally well, and is more becoming to most 
persons than swan's-down, though the latter has the price to 
recommend it. The collar and the trimming down the back 
are of white surah silk, and the cloak is finished by large 
bows of white satin ribbon. * 

Fig. xvi.—Hat, composed entirely of small metallic-look¬ 
ing feathers, with a rosette of red feathers in front 

Figs. xvu. and xviii.—Back and Front of a Blouse 
Waist, for a young girl or young lady. This waist may be 
made either of flannel, camel's-hair, surah, or of any material 
that is preferred. It is cut low in the neck, and a plaited 
chemisette, with a standing collar or ruffle, can be worn in¬ 
side, if preferred. 

Fig. xix. — Mantle, of Black Brocaded Satin, trimmed 
with fur. This model makes a beautiful opera or evening 
wrap, if made in crimson, w hite, or blue brocade, and trim¬ 
med with a brown or gray fur. 

Fig. xx. — Fichu, made of gauze, and trimmed with lace. 
A large bouquet is placed near the neck, at the side. The 
back is long, and is gathered into a point, at the waist 

Fio. xxi. — Nainsook Skirt, to Wear With an Evening- 
Dress. It is raffled at the bottom, and trimmed with em¬ 
broidery. The raffles at the top are necessary to give the 
full effect that is now fashionable to dresses. In some in¬ 
stances, these ruffles are attached to the skirt: in others, they 
are buttoned on. 

Fig. xxu.— Flannel Cape, for wearing beneath a mantle. 
It is done in buttonhole-stitch on the edge, and buttons 
down the front. 

Fio. xxiii. — Flannel Petticoat, embroidered around the 
bottom, and trimmed with wide torchon lace. This is a 
beautiful petticoat for a bride, in white flannel; or it may be 
made in light-blue, pink, or violet. 

Fig. xxiv. — Corsage, of Black Surah, with paniert of the 
same material. The white cripe Hate falls in festoons at the 
top and bottom, and is tied across with black satin ribbon. 
Cream-colored, light-blue, pink, or red surah, would make a 
very dressy bodice for a young lady. 

Fig. xxv.— Cardinal Corsage, made of black velvet, and 
richly embroidered. Gold lace can be used in place of the 
embroidery. A surah sash, the color of the dreaB, is worn 
below the waist. The hat is of black velvet, bound with 
plush, and ornamented with long plumes. 

General Remarks.— Copper color, as well as Venetian red, 
are favorite colors this winter. Copper color looks well mixed 
with brown or black for street-wear, or with w'hite or a 
light-blue for evening-dress. The red shades should be worn ] 
with extreme care, for they look badly, if not successfully I 
eombiaed with other colors. Lemon, cream, amber, and ! 
old gold, all look well wHft It; and for out-of-door wear, 1 


black is the beet color. Black evening-dresses are still 
great favorites, especially with married ladies; and when 
worn with steel, gold, red, or amber trimmings, are very 
beautiful. The very long trains are seldom worn, except 
by matrons; and they are frequently pointed at the back. 
All dresses are yet worn flat in front, and on the sides, 
though on the hips a full appearance is given by the paniert; 
and at the back, by the very full drapery, or by the bustle or 
Umrnure. This bustle is worn rather low down—not clots© up 
to the waist—and shirred. Gathered flounces are an old 
fashion rerived, and a relief to the eye, after the long reigu 
6f knife and side-plaiting. 

The making of dresses has gone through some variations, 
The skirts are wider, and are all short, except for quite 
dressy occasions. Two yards and a-half is now the usual 
width; puffings take a variety of forms; flounces cut on the 
straight, and gathered, so forming a heading, are occasion¬ 
ally replaced by a series of puffs to the waist, some two inches 
wide. The bodices are made as jackets, in thick materials; 
thinner ones ore gathered and belted. The tunics are longer, 
and more irregular in their draping; for, except in the case 
of scarf tunics, two sides are rarely alike; and they are much 
trimmed with fancy plushes. Waistcoats are introduced on 
many bodices; a novelty are thick, coarse linen waistcoats, 
with serge dresses. Large sashes on the back appear on many 
winter dresses. 

Evening-dresses are made of soft silk and nun’s-cloth, 
trimmed with a profusion of lace. 

Mantlet and Bonnet* have the widest range in choice possi¬ 
ble. Except for young people, the small capote-sbape bonnet 
is the most generally worn, though all sizes and shapes are 
seen. 

Pur was never more popular than at present. Large capes, 
reaching nearly to the waist, are popular; and paletots, 
cloaks, mantles, and dresses, are all trimmed with it. 


i OUR PARIS LETTER. 

Rue dk8 Petits Champs. 

The fashions, daring the past month, have been more re¬ 
markable for what has not been worn, than for what has 
been. The modes are, in fact, approaching a sensible and 
practical simplicity. The wild profusion of trimming that 
has been in vogue for so long, has disappeared, to a great 
extent. Plain skirts, of rich, heavy material, simply finished 
with a drawn bias puff, placed at the very edge, or with a 
wide heavy ruching around the hem, are universally popular. 
These skirts are made of plush or watered silk, for very 
elegant toilettes; and of velveteen for more ordinary cos¬ 
tumes. In the former case, the corsage may be of brocade, 
or of satin, or of watered silk, particularly when the skirt is 
of that material. The corsage may be a deep Louis XV. 
coat, or else a Directoire coat, with long coat-tails, or else a 
cuirass. In the latter case, there is always a scarf drapery 
arranged on the skirt, of the same material as the corsage. 
With the velveteen skirt, a cashmere corsage and drapery; 
or else a Directoire coat, in lady’s-cloth; or, perhaps, for 
street-wear, a long, straight, cloth paletot may be worn. A 
very pretty drees is made of a short skirt of black velvet or 
velveteen, with a full, heavy rnching of cashmere around the 
hem. Over this skirt is worn a very gracefully draped polo¬ 
naise of black cashmere, parting in front, so as to show the 
velvet underskirt, nearly to the waist, and draped at the back, 
the drapery beginning at about a foot below the waist. The 
polonaise is finished with a velvet collar and cuffs, and is 
closed with small velvet buttons. This suit may be made in 
dark-brown, marine-blue, or myrtle-green; but the velvet 
and cashmere must match each other exactly in hue. For 
very full dress street suits, bands of velvet, embroidered with 
flowers in their natural tints, either in floss silks or colored 
beads, are employed. They look well on stamped velvets, in 
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dork and neutral tints. Stamped velvet is much leas worn 
now, than it has been, heretofore: its place—as the most 
fashionable of rich materials—having been taken by watered 
silk and plush. 

The great art, now, in a street or visiting-costume, is to 
have every part of it—dress, bonnet, cloak, and muff—to 
match precisely in color, though they may all be of different 
materials. The gloves alone are permitted to form a contrast; 
and these are almost invaribly now of undressed kid, in 
various shades of tan-color. A very elegant toilette, in this 
style, is composed of a skirt of watered silk, finished with a 
deep ruching of satin; a velvet capote bonnet, bordered with 
a band of bead# of the same hue as the velvet, and with 
strings of watered silk, and a long velvet paletot, lined with 
satin, and made with shirred sleeves. A small muff, in shirred 
velvet, with bow of watered silk, completes the costume. 

The Directoire coats are very useful and pretty articles of 
dress; and made of lady’s-cloth, they are not expensive. 
They are worn, by the Parisian ladies, with various styles of 
skirts. Thus, I have seen a myrtle-green coat, worn with a 
skirt of silver-grey surah; next, with one of dark-green satin 
and cashmere, and then with one of black silk. The prettiest 
that I have seen ore made double-breasted; and are closed 
with fanciful buttons, of steel, oxydized silver, or gilt. They 
are cut away in front, a good deal like a gentleman's dress- 
coat; and terminate in two long tails at the back. A satin 
scarf-cravat, and little gold scarf-pin, are worn at the throat. 
They are also made exactly like an ordinary cuirass—corsage 
closed to the throat—but are less natty and characteristic in 
tliot form. They are very useful in enabling the possessor of 
any one of them to wear out an infinity of old skirts that 
have survived their corsages. A light-gray cloth coat is 
especially pretty, with skirts of black and white material, 
either stripd or checked. Of course, skirts of any large- 
figured stuff, except perhaps a plaid, should never be worn 
with a Directoire coat. 

For eveniug-dress wear, silks and satins continue to be the 
favorite materials; very few gauzes being made up, even for 
very young girls. Plain light failles are the most in vogue 
for young ladies' wear, and pole, tinted satins are also em¬ 
ployed. Ball-dresses, for youthful wearers, are invariably 
made short—that is to say, with round skirts, of the regular 
walking-dress length, clearing the ground well all around. 
I am glad to see that this pretty and sensible style is main¬ 
tained, this season. One of the few gauze drosses that have 
been made up lately, was gotten up for one of the young 
belles of the American colony. The short skirt was covered 
with narrow plaited flounces of white gauze, striped with 
pale-pink, the pink stripes running transversely—that is to 
say, around the skirt. Over this flounced uuderekirt, was 
draped a vaporous mass of plain white gauze, covering the 
upper half of the skirt behind. This white gauze overdress 
parted in front, so as to show the underskirt, clear to tho 
waist; and was edged all around with white silk lace. The 
corsage was of plain white gauze, lined with white silk; and 
was cut square, being fiuished with a flat fichu of the gauze. 
The half-long sleeves were unlined; and wore composed of 
strips of shirred gauze, and bands of white lace, placed 
alternately; and were finished with lace around the arm. 
Slippers of bronze kid, of the Charles IX. stylo, with buckles 
of Rhine pebbles on the strap that crosses the instep. Pale- 
pink silk stockings, long Mousquetarie gloves, of cream- 
white undressed kid, and a white satin fan, painted with a 
•pray of wild roses. No ornaments, except solitaire pearl 
earrings. 

A very new and lovely material for opera-cloaks has just 
been introduced: it is called velvet-cloth, and is a long, close- 
napped, woollen velvet, with some admixture of silk in its 
texture; being vory soft and glossy. It comes in the various 
shades of white. In cream-white, finished with a deep fringe, 
composed of balls of woollen chenille, struug on silk cord, 
and lined throughout with rose-pink satin; tho wraps t£u* 


composed are deliciously pretty, and are less perishable and 
also less expensve than are those of plush. The paletot shape 
is the one preferred for making up these dainty garments. 

Ostrich-feather fans are still the rage, and are carried in 
more preposterous dimensions than ever. I know of a Paris¬ 
ian lady who has imported twenty magnificent feathers from 
Africa, and will have a fan made of them that will be nearly 
a yard long. 

Lucr H. Boons. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fio. x. —Bov’s CosTnuE, or Dark-Brown Cloth. The 
trousers reach below the knee. The coat Is rather long, and 
is cut with an easy spring over the hips. There is a wide 
and long rolling collar, and the brown cloth vest buttons on 
one side. Brown cloth cap. 

Fio. ii.—Y oung Girl’s Dress, or Gray Ladt’s-Cloth. 
The skirt has plalUngs of gray silk, let in between each aide 
cloth plait. The tunic is of the cloth, draped at the back; and 
below the bodice, is another shorter plaiting, liko the bottom 
of the skirt. The long pointed waist is finished by a ribbon 
tied as a sash, where it joins the plaited ruffle. Gray felt hat, 
aud plumes. 

Fio. ul—Little Girl’s Dress, or White Cashmere. 
There Is a narrow knife-plaitipg around the bottom. Above 
this, is a trimming of brown velveteen tabs, turned up and 
pointed, and fastened with a large button. A broad scarf of 
brown velveteen passes below the waist, and forms a trim¬ 
ming at the back. Tho white cloth coat is cut in tattlementa, 
to show the brown velveteen scarf beneath. The cuffs and 
collar are of seal-skin. Brown beaver hat. and feathers. 

General Remarks. —Girls drees so liko their mothers, 
that it sometimes seems that what answers for one, if only 
made smaller, will do equally well for the other: poke bon- 
nots, basques, scarf trimmings, all are reproduced on the 
child’s toilette. In one thing, however, they differ: they 
are allowed greater latitude iu colors than older people. 

Red is a vory favorite color for children, this winter. Many 
are seen, every day, in our large cities, dressed entirely in 
red: stockings, cloak, and jaunty little round cap; some¬ 
times with, sometimes without tassels. The littlo ones look 
very bright aud picturesque; and the color adds greatly to 
the brightness of a gloomy, gray day. Many of the cloaks 
are simple-fitting sacques, with large round capes, which are 
gathered up tho back, Colleen Baum fashion. 


OUR PURCHASING AGENCY. 

After many urgent request*, tee some time since established a 

I Purchasing Agency , and encouraged by the substantial recogni¬ 
tion that has folloicell our efforts to meet the mint* of persons 
wishing the best selected goods from the eastern markets, at the 
LOWEST PRICES, ire again call attention to our unsurpassed ad¬ 
vantages for supplying everything used in the house, to the 

I entire satisfaction of all who favor us with their orders. Special 
attention is given to every article bought; and the list includes 
Ladies', Gentlemen's, and Children's Beer, Wedding Outfit *, 
Infants' Wardrobes, Wedding, Holiday, and Birthday Presents, etc. 

The advantages gained by all persons sending their orders to 
our Purchasing Agency have been appreciated by the large number 
who have been served since it has been established, in the saving 
of money, time, and trouble. 

Samples furnished, only on receipt of 25 cents. Circulars are 
| free to any one writing for them, containing full particulars, and 
{ mode of doing business. Remember all are served, not only our 
> subscribers, but any one else in want of goods or wearing apparel, 
> Address all communications for our Purchasing Agency to 

\ MRS. MARY THOMAS, 

P. 0. BOX 1626, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


Digitized by 


Google 
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THE LIFE OF WOMAN. 

_ • 


How it Is Shortened aid How it naj be Prolonged. 


8ynopda of a Lectors Delivered by Mrs. Dr. Kenton 
Before the Woman’s Society of Hew England. 


[New York Home Journal.] 

Introducing her lecture, which was hoard by a large and 
tell tied audienco, by reference to the true poeition of woman 
in society, and how her physical condition affects her social 
and intellectual standing, the lecturer said: 

They who have ma-Je careful investigation, tell us that 
heathen women are much more able to endure pain thau 
are the women of civilization; but civilized women resent 
the charge that they are weaker because they are civilized. 
A distinguished writer says: u If the women of civilization 
are leas able to endure the taxation of their physical 
resources than are heathen women, it is a mere accidental 
circumstance, and one within their control.” When the 
body is healthy, beauty is certain to appear, even in features 
onco plain. With health and beauty in all their attractive* 
ness a new life dawns, enjoyment begins, and all the luxu* 
rioua attendants of a healthy body come forth. The maiden 
feeli the glorious possibilities of life; tho mother becomes 
conscious of the grandeur of maternity and the joys of a 
family. The Creator has given both woman and man per¬ 
fect physical forms, and each is constitutionally equal to ail 
natural demands. If women believe in the fatalism that 
disease is a necessary condition of thrir existence, it is 
chiefly because the schools of medical practice have been 
Incapable of competing with the multitudes of ills which, 
by personal carelessness or professional incompetency, they 
have permitted to fasten upon woman. 

A few weeks ago I received a call from a charming lady, 
who stated that she believed she was suffering from a par¬ 
alyzed liver, and wished to know if I could iu any way aid 
her recovery. There is no doubt that thousands of women 
are suffering to-day from similar troubles, who do not rec¬ 
ognize their cause so nearly as this lady did. Paralysis 
means death of the member paralyzed, and torpidity of the 
Mver is the first stage of its dissolution. A torpid and dis¬ 
eased liver carries tho elements of disease to all the other 
parts of the system. With an imperfect liver comes bilious¬ 
ness, languor, a sense of bearing down, constipation, dis¬ 
placements, uterine troubles, and tho thousand ills which 
aro conplod in their train. Then follow impure blood and 
all the evils which an imperfect circulation caust-s. No 
woman is seriously sick for any length of time when tho 
blood is pure, and no blood can be impuro when the liver 
and kidneys aro in perfect order. I feel it my privilege to¬ 
day to state that I believe there is a moans wher.by women 
who aro suffering can obtain complote relief, ami those who 
aro in health be continued in its enjoyment. A f*w years 
ago a prominent and wealthy gentleman, residing in 
Rochester, N. Y., was given up t* die of Bright's Disease of 
the Kidneys. By means of a simplo and purely vegetable 
remedy he was restored to perfect health. So efficient did 
this remedy prove in the case of many well-known men, 
that it began also to be used by ladies, and to-day thousands 
of women in all parts of the land, owe tlioir restored health 
and continued happiness to the wonderful power and effi¬ 
cacy of Warner’s Safe Kidney and Liver Cure and Safe 
Pills. The first cause of ill health is impure blood. Tho 
performance of the natural functions of womanhood And 
motherhood is not a disease, nor should it be so treated. 
If, however, the blood be Impure, it is certain to produce 
poisoning effects in the parts with which it comes in con¬ 
tact, and thns cause inflammations and the innumerable ills 
which make the physical life of woman so hard to endure. 
I am aware a prejudice exists against proprietary medicines, 
and that such prejudice is too often well founded, but we 
should discriminate—not condemn all because some aro 
inefficient. The merits of Warnor’s Safe Kidney and Liver 
Cure and Safe Pills have been proved beyond a doubt, be¬ 
cause they deal directly with the causes of all female troubles. 

The lecturer closed with an enthusiastic commendation 
of this wonderful remedy, and urged her hearers to judge of 
■nch remedies on their merits, and not through senseless 
prejudice. 


FACTS ABOUT UMBRELLAS. 

Antiquarians say that the umbrella was in¬ 
vented shortly after the flood, and has been the 
least improved upon of all appliances for human 
comfort, the shape being now as it was in those 
youth fill days of the world. An umbrella is 
much like a pigeon as to the question ofposses- 
sion—the last one who gets it owns it lue fol¬ 
lowing facts about umbrellas—especially the last 
one—may Berve every reader a splendia purpose 
sooner or later: To place your umbrella in a rack 
indicates that it is about to change owners. An 
umbrella carried over a woman, the man getting 
nothingbut drippings of the rain.indicatescourt- 
ship. When the man has the umbrella and the 
woman the drippings, it indicates marriage. To 
carry it at right angles under your arm signifies 
that an eye is to be lost by the man who follows 
you. To put a cotton umbrella by thesideofa'nico 
silk one signifies that 44 exchange is no robbery.” 
To lend an umbrella signifies that 14 1 am a fool.” 
To carry an umbrella lust high enough to tear 
out men eyes and knock off men’s hats, signifies 
44 1 am a woman.” To go without an umbrella 
in a rain-storm shows I am sure of getting rheu¬ 
matism. and will have to use St. Jacobs Oil to 
get well.” To keep a fine umbrella for your own 
use and a bottle of St. Jacobs Oil always In the 
house, in case of rheumatism or accident, would 
signify that you are real philosopher. 



the Salem (Mass.) Register shows how ail artist 
treated his visitor: 41 1 would have accepted your 
kind invitation to visit you in your new quarters 
with pleasure before this had not my old enemy, 
Mr. Rheumatism, pounced on me so suddenly. 
He arrived last Friday, and, without stopping to 
send up his card, rushed in aud grasped me by 
the hand with such a grip that in a few hours 
my hand and wrist were so badly swollen and 
painful that I felt as though one of Mr. Hatch's 
coal teams had run over me. Mr. Rheumatism 
has been a constant visitor of mine for several 
years; he always swells and put on a great many 
airs, making himself at home, devouring my sub¬ 
stance and leaving me poor iu flesh ana pocket. 
Last winter he came and stayed two months. I 
then decided that the next time he came I would 
Change his diet. I was somewhat at a loss what 
to feed him with, but finally concluded to give 
him three square meals a day of St. Jacobs Oil— 
morning, noouand night. This fore he is dis¬ 
gusted with, aud is packing up his trunk and wlU 
leave by to-morrow or next day: says he cannot 
stop any longer, as he has pressing business else¬ 
where. He is a treacherous fellow, and he in¬ 
tends visiting some of our Salem friends: if he 
does, Just give him the same fore that I did and 
he won’t stop long. J. S. Lefavoub. 


(Writs for particulars; mention this publication.) 

An Age In Advance of all other Inventions. 

From a single spool makes a Beam stronger and more beau¬ 
tiful than by any combination of two threads. 

THE 

AUTOMATIC 

OR 44 NO TENSION” SEWING MACHINE. 
Ladles careful of Health and appreciating the 
Best will now have no other. 

WILLCOX k GIBBS S. M. CO., 658 Broadway, 
Mew York. 

Philadelphia t 1437 Chestnut Street. 
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LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S 

VEGETABLE COMPOUND. 


Is a Positive Cnrc 

for all throe Painful Complaints and Weaknesses 
so common to our best female population. 

It will cure entirely the worst form of Female Com¬ 
plaints, all ovarian troubles, Inflammation and Ulcera¬ 
tion, Falling and Displacements, and the consequent 
Eplnal Weakness, and is particularly adapted to the 
Change of Life. 

It will dissolve and expel tumors from the uterus in 
on early stage of development. The tendency to can¬ 
cerous humors there Is checked very speedily by its use. 

It removes faintness, flatulency, destroys all craving 
for stimulants, and relieves weakness of tho stomach 
It cures Bloating, Headaches, Nervous Prostration, 
General Debility, Sleeplessness, Depression and Indi¬ 
gnation. 

That feeling of bearing down, causing pain, weight 
and backache, is always permanently cured by Its use. 

It will at all times and under all circumstances act in 
harmony with tho laws that govern the female system. 

For the cur© of Kidney Complaints of either sex this 
Compound is unsurpassed. 

LYDIA E. PI.VKIIAM’S VEGETABLE COM¬ 
POUND is prepared at 233 and 2S5 Western Avonue, 
Lynn, Mass. Prico $L Six bottles for $5. Sent by mail 
In the form of pills, also In the form of lozenges, on 
receipt of price, $1 per box for either. Mrs. Pinkham 
freely answers all letters of inquiry. Send for pamph¬ 
let. Address as above. Mention this raj>er. 

No family should be withoui LYDIA E. PINKHA3PS 
LIVER PILLS. They cure constipation, biliousness, 
and torpidity of the liver. 25 cents per box. 

Sold by all Draggists.' a V 





HEALTH PRESERVING 

CORSET. 

SOMETHING ENTIRELY NEW. 

By a novel arrangement of fln 0 
coiled wire springe, which yield 
readily to every movement of the 
wearer, the most PERFECT 
FITTING and comfortable cor¬ 
set ever made is secured. 

Ic Approved by tho Boot Physicians. 

For sale by all leading dealers. 

Lady Agents wanted. 

PRICE BY MAIL, $1 50. 


" Manufactured only by 
OR CHICAGO CORSET CO., Chicago, Ill. 


And 


^JtfONEY REFUNDED JOY, HARMON A CO., New Havra.Ct, 


^ DIAMOND 

DYES. 

• are the Simplest, Cheapest, 
Strongest and most brilliant 
Dyes ever made. One 10 cent 
package will oolor more goods 
than any 15 or 25 ct. dye ever sold. 24 popular colors. 
Any one can color any fabric or fancy article. Send for 
any color wanted, and be convinced. Set of fancy cards, 
samples of ink and 1 p’k’g. dye, all mailed for 10 cents. 

WELLS, R ICHARDSON 4 1 CO., Burlington, VL 




A VALUABLE PRESENT ! ! 


We recently purchased at Sheriff's Sale, the entire stock 
of a dealer in imported laces, at less than one-fourth the 
cost of importation, which we have made up Into handker¬ 
chiefs, Kuchlngs, Collars, etc., and have In stock 6.004 
cabinets as shown In above cut. Each cabinet contains 
0.\E LACE U.-WUKEni IIII I*. l our Wards 
Eluchlng-, luce finish, Odd “Coc*” Hairpin Cabi¬ 
net with fifty ns ortrd hair-pins, best quality. 
One ltottie of the Celebrated brand OnrhrssCol¬ 
ogne with spray attachment, One lioot-ltuttoner, 
Oae Glovo.ltuttoner, One Key-ring.one Car.6 con¬ 
taining four full papors of long-eyed needles of the beat 

S uallty.and twenty darners bodkins, motto needles. Ac., 
of different kinds. ALL FOR SIXTY CENTS* 
cud six cents extra to help pay postage and packing. Wo 
have a handsome lace collar to send In place of the nich¬ 
ing if any one should prefer It. Our object in sacrificing 
these goods to thopnbllcls for the purpose of introduc¬ 
ing tho GltAlVK* Ul'CHFSH COLOGNE. The finest 
perfumery in the World. Wo are satisfied that every pur¬ 
chaser of this perfumery will bo our permanent castomer. 
REMEMBER we have only 5.000 of these Cabinets, 
and reserve the right to refunatho monev after they are 
sold. ‘First come, first served.” Our illustrated cata¬ 
logue of Laces, Notions, Fancy Goods and Jewelry, sent 
Deo upon application. Send postage stamps or spoclo. 

st ^aTiftw 0 »gtf. EOUT * CQ " l0Barclay 

MORPHINE HABIT. 

No pay till cured. Ten 
years established, 1,000 
cured. State case. Dr. 
Marsh, Quincy, Mich. 


OPIUM 


FITS 


A Lending London Phy¬ 
sician establishes an 
Office in New York 
for the Cure of 

EPILEPTIC FITS. 

7 From Am, Jouma lof Medicine 
Dr. Ab. Meserole (late of London), who makes a spec¬ 
ialty of Epilepsy, has without doubt treated and cured 
more cases than any other living physician. His success 
has simply been astonishing; we have heard of cases of 
over 20 years* standing, successfully cured by him. Ho 
has published a work on,this disease, which he sends 
with a largo bottle of h(s wonderful cure free to any 
sufferer who may send their express and P. O. Address, 
We advise any one wishing a cure to address Dr. AB. 
MESEBOLE.^o. 96 John St.. New York._ 

FLAGS OF ALLNATIONS 

This complete and elegant book should be in every 
School, Public Library, Office and Home in the land , as 
it embraces interesting and valuable information for 
Old and Young. No Tourist or Traveller should be 
without it. 201 FLAGS, PILOT and ALPHABETI¬ 
CAL SIGNALS, Beautifully Lithographed, Coi'rcctly 
Colored, and endorsed by the Consuls of the Different 
Nations as to their accuracy. For sale by all first class 
booksellers, or sent by mail to any address, handsomely 
bound in Cloth and Gold, for $ 1. CHAS. TOLLSKR, 
JR-dtSmSPArm., Brooklyn , N T . Y. N. B.—> 
CAFlrC&LiMCTi'jrtS, I loiil bend sample of Flays —72 
for 25c .; full set of 201 Flags for 60a. 
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DESIGNS FOR ART 
NEEDLEWORK. 

Catalogue and Price List sent on application to S. W. 
T ILTON A CO.. Boston, Mass. _ 

RGAN 

Magnificent New Cabinet Oreran,the“KOZAET”d\ £ A 
27 Stops, 14 Full Octaves Reeda, O.\LY$0U 
Eatiifaction Gnaranteed or Money refunded after a Year’s Use. 
Write for full particulars. IllustratedCatalogue Free 

caa'upo£ r DAN!EL F. BEATTY, 

WASHINGTON, NEW JERSEY. 

^jr\ All ChromoCard* Now and Elegant deigns, Bouquet 
Ml of Flowers, Pond Lilies, Sea-View, Fruit, Violets, Cu¬ 
pids, etc Kamo on, 10c. Star Printing Co.v Northford, Ct. 

BOOKS FOR BUILDERS. 

For new illustrated catalogue, address 

WM T COMSTOCK, 194 Broadway, New York. 


TOBaHHSKSsSS 

MnH rt( i .r.im« neatly printed In fnney typelOctml 4 nanirs f 1. 
Aircnuiiiiak* 40 per cent. Book of 90 Stvle« for l«si 2.*K*.or frc-c 

wfulgluatler. CAXTON PRINTING Co. Northford C t. 


MONARCH LINE, 

BETWEEN NEW YORK and LONDON. 
Assyrian Monarch, Persian Monarch, Lydian Mon¬ 
arch, Grecian Monarch, Egyptian Monarch. 

Roman Monarch. 4,700 Tons. 
FIRST-CLASS SAXO ON ACCOMMODATIONS. 

ft^Are you going to Europe next season? If so, call at 
our office prior to making your arrangements, as you can 
eecure better accommodations and more favorablo rates to 
Loudon or any point in tho United Kingdom or Continent 
by the Monarch, than by any other first-class line. For pas¬ 
sage and all information apply to PATTON, VICKERS 
A t o., G3 Broadway. 

j PEARL'aWHITE GLY¬ 
CERINE penetrates the 
skin without Injury, eradi¬ 
cates all Spot*. Impurities 
and Discolorutlons, cither 

I feithln or upon the Skin, 
Touting It smoot h. soft, pli¬ 
able. For Sunburn. Prickly 
llleat. Chopped, Rough or 
Chafed Skin, It 1« the best 
thing In the world. TRY 
Pearl’ii White Glycerine 
Horu. 8 rake**by mall00c. 

- —* Pearl’s White Glyecrlno 

Co. Prop’s Jersey City, N. J. Sold by all Drugchu. 



D'CEfW®’ 


KIDNEY-WORT 


IS A SURE CURE 

for all Kidney Complaints and for all 
diseases of the 

— LIVER.— 

It haa specific action on this most important 
organ, enabling it to throw off torpidity and 
inaction, stimulating the healthy secretion of 
tho Eile, and by keeping tho bowels in free 
condition, effecting its regular dfcchargo. 

If you are bilious, dyspeptic, oonstipatod, or 
suffering from malaria, Kidney-Wort is tho 
remedy you need. 

FAIL NOT TO TRY IT. 

PRICE «l. SOLD BY DRUCGIST8. 


KIDNEY-WORT 


PRINTING PRESSES 

75 cents to 8175. Circulars free. Book of Type, 10 cents. 
40 kinds of cards, 10 cents. Printers’ Instruction Book, 15 
cents. JOSEPH WATSON, 19 Murray Street, New York. 


THE 



S777 


STANDARD 

SILK 

of Tins 

WORLD. 


A Year and Expenses to Agents. Outfit Free. 
Address P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Ua 


, Gold, Silver, Floral, Oil Chromo, etc. Cards, In case, 
name on, 10c. E. II. PARDEE, Fair Haven, Conn. 



To any suffering with Catarrh 
or Bronchitis who earnestly 
desire relief, I can furnish a 
means of Permanent and Pos¬ 
itive Cure. A Home Treatment. 
No charge for consultation by 
mail. Valuable Treatise Free. 

“His remedies are the outgrowth 
of his own experience; they are 
tho only known means of per¬ 
manent cure.”— Baptist. 

Rev. T. P. CHILDS, Troy, 0. 


Your Linen. Clark’s Indelible Pencils 


MARK and Ink. Sold at all stationers. 



PRETTY LIPS 

Should have pearly teetli behind them. To make the 
teeth pearly, and to keep them so, there is nothing like 

SOZODONT 

It neutralizes every element of impurity that affects the 
soundness or whiteness of the teeth. Moreover, it prevents 
gum-boil and canker. Sozodont should be used by every 
one who values a good set of teeth. It has none of the acrid 
properties of tooth pastes, etc., and instead of contracting the 
gums, renders them firm and elastic. All disagreeable odors 
arising from the breath are neutralized by the use of £ozo- 
clont* Bold by druggists and foncy goods dealers. 


IOSEPH IXfl¥T f S The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 

332,351, 170, and his other styles. 

STEEL PElSt SOLD b y ALL DEALERS throughout 

D ie WORLD. J °8 lL 


Cold Medal, Paris Exposition, 1878. 
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FOR 1882 IS AN ELEGANT BOOK OF 150 PAGES, TWO COLORED 
PLATES, and 1000 ILLUSTRATIONS of the CHOICEST FLOWERS, 
PLANTS and VEGETABLES, and DIRECTIONS FOR GROWING. It is 
handsome enough for the Center Table or a Holiday Present. Send on your Name and Post 
Office address, with io Cents, and I will send you a copy, postage paid. This is not half its 
cost. I publish both an English and German edition. Paper, Printing, Matter and Illustrations 
are unequaled. Address, JAMES VICK, Rochester, N. Y. 


SEEDS! 


BURPEE’S 


are warranted 
li rHt-el "inn. and 

_ ___ _ in order to introduce 

them to thousands of new customers, wo have prepared a 

SPECIAL TRIAL COLLECTION of tlio Heat 
New VegctAblcs for JS* 2 . This collection contains 


Burpee's _._ . . 

Irvum Pod Wax Beans, Livingston’s Perfection Tomato . Giant 
lioeca Onion, Improved Long Orange Carrot, Peerless Cucumber, 
Giant Stuttgart Radish, Philadelphia Lettuce, Red Top Globe 
Turnip and Bassano JBeel. Illustrations and full directions for 
culture printed on each packet. The above 12 packet*, 
at our catalogue prices are north 81.15, but willbe Bent, 
post-paid, by mail, to anv address fc>r ONLY 50 CENTS. 

FLOWER SEEDS. KJ5S2K&.S2 

cd for 30 Cent**. including Asters, Balsams. Pansy. Petunia. 
Phlox. Verbena. Zinnia, Ac. Both Collection*— a all 
22 packets—mailed for 73 Cent*. Postage stamps rcr need 
same as cash. Order now, and ask for BLIRI*EE .S 
FARM annual. FOR 18H2, beautifully illustrated, 
sent free. W. AT LEE BURPEE A CO., 

219 A 221 Church St., Philadelphia, Pa. 



Catalogue, with history, testimonials, etc.,of 
this rtvwkabU S‘rau>t>rrry, fret. Soul***, 
gan itnd Cnlhbrrt n.ispberrlr*. 
Specialties. 11 new Ornpcs, Hybrid Pears, 
Ac. Lovett's Small I- rulls nro tho 
best. Tho Catalogue, rlcbly Illustrated (col¬ 
ored plates), tells how to get and grow 
them. For 6 cts. It Is t>i« handsomest, most 
complete and valuable Small Fruit Catalogue 
ever published. 


J. T. LOVETT, Little Silver, N. J. 


KIDNEY WORT 


|for the permanent cure of| 

CONSTIPATION. 

No other disease ia bo prevalent in this coun- 1 
Stry aa Constipation, and no remedy has ever! 
Sc quailed tho celebrated Kidney-Wert os a I 
Score. Whatever the cause, however obstinate! 
ijtho case, proper use of this remedy will| 
|overcomo it. 

|| pQ T HIS distresain.T com- 
I Bm ■ plaint is very a t to be 

I complicated with constipation. Kidney-Wort 
Btrengthcns tho weakened parts and quickly 
cures all kinds of Files even when physicians 
and medicines have before failed. 

Uyif you have either of these troubles 



pirnm 



NNUAL 

1882 

Will be mailed rnasto all applicant*, nnd tocuitomerj without 
ordering it. It contain* five colored plntet, 600 sngrarlnei, 
about 200 page*, and ful 1 description*, prices and direction* for 
lanting 1500 varieties of Vegetable and Flower Seed*, Plants, 
'ruit Trees, etc. Invaluable to all. Send for It. Address, 

D. M. FERRY & CO., Detroit, Mich. 


t; 


^^1 Before ordering 1 elsewhere. 


HON EST 


send address on postal for 
Large Illustrated Cataloguo 
|of everything for the Farm 
or Garden. tST*It costs 
nothing, but will save 
money. Don’t fail to get iL 

BENSON, MAULE & CO., 129 & 131 Front St.Philada.Pa. 


BARNES’ 

PATENLF00T AND STEAM POWER 

MACHINERY. 

Complete Outfits for Actual Workshop 
Business. Lath«-s f«>r Wood or lletai. 
Circular Saws, Scroll Saws, Formers, 
Mortisors, Tenoners, etc., etc. Ma¬ 
chines on triul if desired. r)**geri|>- 
tive Catalogue and Price List FREE. 

W. F. & JOHN BARNES, 

2006 Main Streot, Rockford. Ill. 

nUPEUFLUOUS HAIR. Madame Wambold’s Specific 
IT permanently removes Superfluous hair without injuring 
■ * n - J •— - - 1 —Madame Wambold, 34 



KIDNEY-WORT 


PPA I P , 1 , V , Q ORGANS 27 Stops, 10 sot reeds only $90. 
DDnA 1 1 ° Pianos $125 up. Biro Felidae inducements 
roaly. Writo or call on BEATTY, Washington, N. J. 


tho skin. Send for a circular. 
Sawyer Street, Boston, Muss. 

HOLDEN’S 


Birds 


NEW BOOK 
ON BIRDS, 128 rages, 80 Illus¬ 
trations. All facta on birds. Py 
, ma il, 2 5 cents, stamps. HOL¬ 

DEN’S BIKD MAGAZINE, an illustrated monthly. 
Articles on Satin Starling, St. Andreasberg Canary, Piping 
Bulflnch, (with music,) Talking Canary, Care, Bird Mar¬ 
ket, 81.50 a year. Sample, 15c. 

G. H. HOLDEN, 

387 Sixth Avenue, N. T . 

S i 1 PTU A N n riting thoroughly taught 

H f\ I li A IM U l>y mail or personally, 
ituntions procured for pupils when competent, 
end for circular. W . G. CHAFFEE, Oswego, N.) 

[Send one, two, three or 
five DOLLARS FOR A SAMPIK 
RF.TAIL BOX, BY EXPRESS, Of 

_ _ the best Candies in Amer¬ 

ica. Put up in handsome boxes, suitable for Holibat 
Presents. Strictly ruRE. Refers to all Chicago. Ex- 
tress CHARGES LIGHT. ADDRESS 

C. F. QUNTHER* Confectioner, Chicago. 
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1 . Thy face is al-ways near to me, Tho’thou art far a - way; It 

2. The vis - ions bringeth me fond hopes Of bet - ter days in store; It 

3. Thy face, ah me! ’tis al - ways near, ’Tis nev - er from my sight; It 
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is a bea - con bright and fair To cheer me on my w*ay; It 

whis • pers of a time to come, When we shall part no more. Then 

haunts me thro’ each long, long day, And fills my dreams at night ; And 
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HOW TO RIDE. 
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tage of being both healthy and agreeable. A 

smart oanter, or a swinging trot, brings muscles 
into play, that otherwise would remain unused; 
stimulates a torpid liver; and quickens all the 
vital powers. Nor does a lady ever look better, 
than when on horseback, provided she rides 
welL Physicians, now, universally recommend 
horseback exercise. To be able to ride grace- 
frilly is regarded as the first of feminine accom¬ 
plishments. 


But here comes the difficulty. There is 
riding, and riding. To sit a horse gracefhlly, to 
manage him skilfully, is a gift that does not 
come by nature, except in very rare cases. To 
acquire the art of equestrianism, therefore, is 
very desirable. No lady wishes to go bumping 
along on horseback; to sit crooked; or to be, in 
any way, a “ guy.” We propose, in consequence, 
to give a few hints, that, if followed, will enable 
ladies to acquire, even without a teacher, the art 
of riding well. 

The first thing is to be able to mount and dis¬ 
mount gracefhlly; and, with a little care, this is 
easy to accomplish. You have, perhaps, laughed 
at the spectacle of some fair rider helplessly 
poised in mid-air, between the horse and the 
assistant, or making several efforts before a suc¬ 
cessful one lands her on the saddle. The first of 
these misfortunes is occasioned by standing too 
far from the horse; the second, by not straight¬ 
ening the left knee well in taking the spring. 
Stand with the right shoulder as close to the 
horse as convenient; place the forefinger of the 
right hand between the reins, the hand on the 
pommel; put the left foot into the hands of the 
attendant, the left hand on his shoulder, and 
spring into the Baddle. Now, mark, if at this 
moment you are carefhl to straighten the left 
knee sufficiently, you will find yourself in your 
place without the slightest trouble; otherwise 
your whole weight fhlls on the hands of the per¬ 
son assisting you, with the result that you are 
pushed up by mein, force, and what should be an 
elegant* action is converted into an awkward 
scramble. The whip all this time is held in the 
right hand. On raising this hand to the pommel, 
do not ho4d the whip in such a manner that you 
will sit upon it when you spring. Many good 
whips have thus been broken; and, apart from 
this, a clumsy effect is produced. The whip is a 
necessary adjunct for a lady, as we shall pres- 
! ently see; but never carry a very limp one; it 
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to settle the 
length ofyour 
stirrup. Nov¬ 
ices invaria¬ 
bly prefer 
this too short. 
It gives them 
a sense of 
greater secu¬ 
rity, if they 
can feel the 
leg wedged in 
between the 
stirrup and 
the third 
pommel (all 
good saddles 
are now made 
with this 
third pom¬ 
mel) ; but it 
is a mistake. 
Too short a 
stirrup de- 


is apt to tease a horse if carelessly handled. The 
whip should be straight, moderately supple, and 
light. This will put you “square” in the 
saddle. 

Having gained the saddle, before placing the 
knee over the pommel, with the right hand 
slightly ease your habit, that no drag or wrink¬ 
ling may follow; then put the knee into posi¬ 
tion, the left foot in the stirrup, and you are fairly 
mounted. 

In order to alight, disengage the foot from the 
stirrup, remove the knee from the pommel, and 
on this same pommel place the right hand; with 
the left take hold of the habit, and thus, as you 
slide down, prevent the feet from becoming en¬ 
tangled. There is not so much danger of this 
now as formerly, and the short skirt at present 
worn is certainly more sensible than the cumbrous 
and flowing garment of years gone by. If assist¬ 
ance be proffered, to break the jar of the descent, 
avail yourself of It by placing the left hand, 
whioh can still retain the habit, on the hand of \ 
friend or attendant; and, as you reach the ground, j 
make the faintest possible rebound. The word j 
sounds almost too decided, the movement is so j 
slight; but it gives a certain elasticity to the | 
frame, and does away with the sudden jerk often 
experienced. One word more on the subject of j 
dismounting. Be careful never to lift the knee i 
from the pommel, until you are quite ready to 
quit the saddle. j 

Having got graceftilly into the saddle, the next 
thing is to fix yourself there. The first point is i 


5 gtroys all freedom of the limbs, and throws the 
j body over to the right. Better have the stirrup 
\ too long than too short. Indeed, it is capital 
| practice to ride occasionally with a longer stir- 
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rup than usual, or even with none, provided you 
resolutely guard against all tendency to lean to 
the left. It will teach you to balance yourself 
in the saddle, and to adapt your movements to 
those of your horse, with a degree of ease that 
will amply repay any exertion you may find it at 
first. Learn to alter your stirrups without aid. 
The balance-strap is ready to your hand on the 
off side, and renders this a very simple operation. 

The seat and the hand must be perfectly inde¬ 
pendent of each other. A steady seat is never 
gained while any assistance is taken from the 
reins; therefore, it is a good plan for the learner 


to have her horse led at first. Sit square, so that 
you look straight between the horse’s ears; keep 
the right shoulder well back, and let the weight 
of the body fall exactly in the centre of the saddle. 
No bearing on the stirrup, mind. There the foot 
must rest steadily, the knee slightly bent, and the 
toe pointing to the horse’s shoulder. You say, per- # 
haps, “ It is all very well to talk, but my right 
shoulder will come forward, especially in the trot, 
although I am always trying to prevent it !” 

Well, we are not going to trot, just yet; and 
suppose, in the meantime, we treat that obtrusive 
right shoulder as we sometimes do obtrusive 



FAIRLY MOUNTED. 


people: just leave it to its own devioes, and turn 
our attention to the left knee. 

If we can only get this valuable ally to do our 
bidding, we shall soon oonquer the shoulder. 
In other words, while the knee is kept well against 
the saddle, in such a way as to turn the heel 
slightly from the horse, the shoulder will be in 
its proper place. Try it, and see what a different 
thing is the position thus obtained, from that in 
which the rider hangs on the near pommel, and 
bears heavily in the stirrup. 

In this case, the elasticity of the figure is alto¬ 
gether destroyed. “ Good riding,” says a high 
authority, “ consists in a foreknowledge of what 


direction any given motion of the horse would 
throw the body, and a ready adaptation of the 
whole frame to the proper position, before the 
horse has completed his change of action.” ThiB 
can only be acquired by practice. It is this that 
we mean when we speak of elasticity. Without 
it, you can never become a good rider, much less 
a graceful one. Meantime, keep the elbows close 
to the hips : not stiffly, of coune. We often see 
ladies, with their arms projecting out; forming, 
as it were, a triangle; and flopping up and down, 
like the wings of a bird. This is very ungraceful. 
Nor can the hands work properly, when the el¬ 
bows stick out in this manner. 
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The management of the reins comes next, 
is surprising how many girls, really ambitious 
of riding well, take no trouble to understand 
this thoroughly. They know that the bridles 
generally used have two reins, and that these are 
called respectively the curb and the snaffle; but 
they are by no means certain what difference 
exists between them; and they would probably 
be puzzled to decide, in a hurry, which was 
which. Now, of these two reins, the upper one 
belongs to the bridoon, or snaffle: and this is 
united in the middle by a buckle; the lower to 
the bit or curb: which, instead of a buckle, has 
a sewing. They are, therefore, readily distin¬ 


guishable ; but in order to obviate any eonfasion \ 
on the port of a beginner, and also because her S 
hand is too harsh and uncertain to be trusted with s 
the means of severer restraint, it is usual to place \ 
the snaffle rein only in her hand; and when she > 
has become accustomed to that, to supplement it \ 
with the curb. \ 

Now, having mastered this difference between \ 
the two reins, the next thing to do is to learn s 
how to hold them. With the right hand, take up j 
the snaffle rein at the buckle; place the third \ 
finger of the left hand between this rein (so that | 
you can lightly feel the horse's mouth), and turn \ 
it over the forefinger, on the off side. Next, take ' 


up the curb rein at the sewing, pass the second, 
third, and fourth fingers through it, and turn 
that also smoothly over the forefinger, and the 
other rein. Then, to guard them from slipping, 
place the thumb upon both. 

There is still another way of holding the double 
reins, which it may be as well to describe. It is 
to separate the bridoon rein with the second finger j 
of the bridle hand, and the bit rein with the little 
finger, turnings them both over the fore-finger; 
and not forgetting to call in the aid of the thumb, 
to keep them from slipping. Some prefer this 
method, owing to the ease with which, while using 
principally the bridoon, the bit may be brought 

into play, with a pressure j 
of the little finger. 

The hands should be 
light, firm, and never in¬ 
active. When the horse is 
walking, no less than in his 
more animated movements, 
the “ correspondence,” as 
it is called, between his 
mouth and the guiding 
hand, must be maintained; 
and this is equally lost, if 
the reins are held so tightly 
as to impede his natural 
action, or slackened until 
he is deprived of all sup¬ 
port. 

When this latter fault 
is indulged in, the horse 
gets into a careless, shamb¬ 
ling gait; is liable to stum¬ 
ble ; and is technically 
termed “ disunited." In j 
order to “unite," or “col- j 
lect," him again, raise your < 
hand, with a quickening j 
touch on the reins. The I 
fingers of the bridle hand 1 
should always remain suf¬ 
ficiently unclosed to allow of their free play; 
and as he lifts his head, gently bring him 
up to the bit, with a simultaneous pressure on 
either side of the leg and whip. Thus he if 

“united," and the “correspondence" restored, j 

To preserve it, the hand, while its motion is so 
slight as to be almost unseen, must follow the im- j 
pulse of the horse's head, as it advances and re¬ 
cedes, with every step. This “ give-and-take" j 
movement is the foundation of all understanding j 
between the horse and his rider. A heavy hand 
makes a horse pull, or else hang upon the bridle. 

You are, perhaps, surprised to see some lhat 
annoy you, in this way, ridden apparently with- 
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having acquired the man* 
agement of the reins, 
you are in a condition to 
make your steed'' walk, 
trot, canter, or gallop. 
Horses, just as human 
beings, differ in their 
ways of walking. Some 
carry the head low, 
moving loosely and care¬ 
lessly ; some insist up¬ 
on ambling, which is a 
nondescript gait, be¬ 
tween a walk and a trot; 
and some step out well, 
with that freedom and 
animation which are the 
perfection of the move¬ 
ment. In the first of 
these instances, you must 
rouse your careless steed, 
with quickening touches 
the house peoperly oollected nr hand. 011 the reins, to make him 

work up to the bridle; 

out fatigue, or even effort, by other ladies. The 5 for if not kept well in hand, lie may stumble; 
reason is not far to find. and further to emphasise your wishes, press the 

You trust to your strength—in which you are j left leg and whip lightly against his sides. In 
no match for your equine friend; they, to the J the second, to overcome the ambling, he should 
delicaqy of their hands: which, gradually eased be pulled up, and made to start afresh. It is 
to his peculiar bearing, enable them to feel his a habit not always unpleasant, but better dis- 
mouth, and bring him under control; to his com- couraged, because it spoils the other paces, and 
fort, as well as their own. Lightness, then, is is usually regarded as a consequence of bad 
the first essential; and the hand which accom -} riding. In the third and last instance, when 
plishes its object, with the least display of force, the horse, carrying his head well, walks away, 
is the most perfect hand. < with a firm and regular step, all you have to do 

But decision should mark it, also; for indecision \ is to keep the hands steady and pliant, so that 
prompts those jerks and snatches at the reins, \ they feel every beat of his action; yield to his 
which are sure to defeat their own end, and spoil \ movements; and eqjoy the result. When wishing 
the temper of the horse. Every operation of the t to stop, slightly throw back the shoulders, at the 
hand is to be gentle and gradual, that he may j moment of increased bearing upon the reins; 

this, with an instant’s pressure of foot and whip, 
keeps him together, and prevents him from 
making the stop on his shoulders, 
right, increase the bearing on the right rein, by a i The trot is the most difficult pace to learn. The 
slight movement of the wriet y which brings the > rein belonging to the snaffle is sometimes called 
back of the hand upward. In turning to the left, \ the trotting rein, being the one generally used in 
bring the nails upward, and the third and little > this pace. At the commencement, therefore, 
fingers will press the left reins. The extra bear- \ it should be rather shortened. The alternate 
ing on one rein must not, howeyer, lead you to \ action of the horse, in trotting, makes it neces- 
neglect all feeling on the other, or you lose the J sary for the rider to rise and fall in the saddle, 
power of steadying the horse. For this reason, ? in regular time with his step. If this time be 
a common custom of making the turn by pressing J not perfectly kept, a jar ensues, which is fatal 
the outer rein against his neck, is to be avoided; ' to all elegance, to say nothing of comfort.. At 
for then the inner one is slackened, and just > a certain point, the movement gives an impetus^ 
when he most needs support, it is withdrawn. > to the body; and when once this can be felt. 
The next thing to consider is the paces of the j and taken advantage of, the first difficulty is 
horse. Having learned to sit properly, and overcome—you have learned to rise. 

Vol. LXXXL—18. 


learn to rely on the will that directs him. And > 
remember, that any unsteadiness of the elbows j 
gives fickleness to the hands. In turning to the \ 
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What you have now to avoid is the awkward cantering. If he starts with the left, bear on the 
habit of twisting yourself to the left, and rising opposite rein, which will bring him right. A 
too high, or so quickly that you fall twice, when lady never looks as graceful, when a horse 
onde would be better. Let us assure you that leads with the left foot, as when he leads with 
no hard work is needed. The instant the impetus the right. As soon as the action is properly 
is given—a light pressure of the foot in the stir- begun, maintain an equal feeling on both reins: 
rup, induced by a momentary straightening of the you will be sensible of the cadence of every step, 
knee, the latter being all the time kept close to if you have him well in hand. Should he change 
the saddle—will cause the rise to be made more to the trot, of his own accord, employ hands 
squarely, and without a bend at the waist. But heel, and whip to collect him, and make him re- 
if you persist in pointing the left foot, and conse- sume the original pace. When stopped, he will 
quently the knee, outward, hr neglect to keep the almost invariably trot a few paces before halting; 
heel lower than the toe, you will never trot com- be in readiness for this, or you will, by jolting 
fortably, but always with uneasiness and fatigue, helplessly in the saddle, make a bad finale to your 

Do not fancy, that, the faster the trot, the canter, 
greater the skill displayed; but regulate the j From the canter to the “hand-gallop” is an 
pace, so that your horse may not break into a j easy transition; too easy, some unlucky in- 
canter ; for he will be likely to do this, if trotting j dividuals have found it; who, not having their 
at full speed. Should this happen, bear strongly ' horses well in hand in the former pace, have 
on the right or left rein of the snaffle: if the \ made acquaintance with the latter, and even 

right, using the first and second fingers and the perhaps with the full gallop, earlier than was 

thumb of the right hand. This will throw him j desirable. The first inclination of a horse, to 
out of his stride, and bring him back to the trot, i gain upon the band, must be checked ; lest he, 

In the canter, the great thing is to have the by degrees, break away, and defy control; and 

figure pliant and easy. Sit well in the centre of \ what would have been easy, if taken in time, 

the saddle; and keep as close to it as possible, j prove a task beyond you. As soon, then, as 
consistently with accommodating yourself to the } the inclination iB perceived, at every beat of 
movement. Few people find any difficulty in the j his forefeet on the ground, draw the reins 
pace. It is, therefore, a tempting one for the j gradually and firmly upward to the wfiist. So 
learner; who is apt, however, to lean too far • you pull him together, by an alternate easing 
back, and to be somewhat unsteady in her seat: > and feeling of his mouth, at every stride. But 
an evil remedied by a proper use of the near it is possible he may still resist the hand, and 
pommel, the support of the right knee. j a gallop threaten to end in his running away. 

The horse should lead with the right foot, when < In such a case, avoid, above all things, a dull, 
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heavy pull at the bridle; which will have no Besides, you are not yet at the end of your 
effect on his speed, and only take from you all resources. Sitting well back, bear heavily on 
power of guidance. While you retain presence of each rein, alternately. This kind of sawing 
mind, and can guide him, you are still compara- motion on the mouth, will, probably,* soon stop 
lively safe. The voice will often soothe an excited him. If not, slacken the reins an instant; and 
animal, and he is greatly influenced by the calm- then draw them suddenly up, with all your 
ness or terror of his rider. Speak to him; and if strength, the body inclining backwards, and 
you are inwardly quaking, do not let him know it. care being taken that the shock of the halt does 
Remember, that any display of fright will make not throw you on the pommel. We give these 
matters worse; so you may as well be brave. directions, in case a sudden fright should set off 
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your horse, or his spirits get the better of him. 
But if your horse runs away a second time, sell 
iiim, at once. No lady, however good a rider, 
should own a runaway horse. 

A very dangerous trick, with some horses, is 
rearing. We repeat, Here, what we have said of 
runaway horses: never keep a horse that has a 
habit of rearing. But if, at any time, your horse 
does rear, it is of the utmost importance to cease, 
immediately, bearing on the reins. Not only 


t must the head be eased, however, but the body of 
; the rider must be inclined forward, so as to throw 
the weight on his shoulders; apd thus force him 
down. The least touch of thejwfftp, or tightening 
of the bridle, or pressure of the while your 
horse is rearing, will cause him to rise higher; 
perhaps even to fall backwanta: bat when he is 
coming down, and his forefeet near the ground, 
give a smart stroke behind the saddle: being pre¬ 
pared, meanwhile, to keep your balance, in case 
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IVe travelled the atoriad river*, 

And trodden the elaaaio street j 

Have heard Die grand music of ocean; 

Itut, silently, memory brings me 

A voice with music more sweet. 

Alone, under goldeaeat sunbeams, 

The quiet glimmer of stars: 

Alone, ’mid tho world’s lore and sorrow. 
And the din of Its noisy wars, 

Oh, lift thou, latch, at the gateway 

Where opens the starry road, 

And winds on In lofty silenoe 

Up, up to ths feet of God 1 

Kor up that road must I Journey, 

With tho death angola, silent and white, 
’Krs I tenderly clasp the loved fingers, 

And melt from out darkness to light. 
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AN OLD ROMANCE. 


BY A. C. GOBDOM, 


I had checked my horse, in the shade of the 
chestnut tree near the fence, where I saw on old 
colored man chopping wood. I was Very thirsty, 
after my hot and dusty ride; and I asked him to 
draw me some water from the well in the yard. 

1 thought, at first, that he eyed me rather bus- 
pidously; but I am certain, now, that this was 
merely my fancy. 

laying his axe against the log, he brought me, 
ia a long-stemmed Virginia gourd, a draught of 
the coolest water I think I ever drank. Haring 
handed me the gourd, he leaned both arms upon 
the fence, and regarded me contemplatively, as 
I sat there in the saddle. But I could see that he 
did not recognise me at all. It had all been so 
▼cry long ago, that I scarcely wondered. I had { 
grown bearded and gray, and somewhat rotund, 
since we had last met; and I was glad he did not ; 
know me. 

1 could not fail to note that the years had 
dimmed the erstwhile keen sight of liis honest 
eyes—eyes which he would now and then shade 
with his hand, as he looked at me, earnestly. : 
But the features of the rugged, homely black j 
face were otherwise unchanged; and I should 
bare known him anywhere. Certainly, most of 
aQ at this place, where I had once known him ; 
best. 

The sight of him there stirred old memories in ; 
my heart, and tears sprang into my eyes, which ; 
1 hoped that he would not see. 

There it all lay before me. The fair, bright 
landscape; the long lane, hedged with white, 
blossoming thornbushes; the green woods in the 
distance, through which I knew the little brook 
was running, with a placid murmur, just as it 
ran eighteen years ago, over mossy rocks and 
shining sands, with bubble, and spurt, and eddy. 
Only, there was nothing now to dye its waters 
with the crimson hue which they wore, that day, 
in the early June, back there. And the honse, 
too, with its wide piazza, its old-fashioned gable 
.roof, and its Aided brown window-shutters: it 
seemed very little changed. Even the caged 
mocking-bird hung in the library-window, still; 
yet it could scarcely have been the same bird, S 
The very leaves on the honeysuckle vine had the 
*>ol greenness of the* old time; and the well- 
bueket, at the end of the long sweep, seemed 
an unchanged and familiar friend. 
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There was no sound audible about the house, 
embowered in its sylvan shade, and pranked out 
with early summer roses, now that the axe of the 
old wood-chopper had, for a while, suspended 
its labors. 

“Though the kitchen fire suffer for it,” I 
thought, “ I’ll talk to him about that time, and 
Act.” 

I looked up under the eaves of the house, and 
saw the rent that had been made there by the 
cannon-ball, when the battle was fought, many 
years ago, in the wheat-field, out to the left,, 
through which the little brook runs, before it 
enters the woods. I pointed to the hole, and! 
asked him how it came, as if I did not know ^ 
and in reply, he told me the story of my own. 
life. 


“Dat hole?” he answered. “A cannon-ball' 
made dat hole, at de battle o’ Piedmount. Prom 
up No’f? Well, you ain't de fus’ from up No’f 
dat'a been heah ; an’ some on ’em stayed.. But 
dem times is done over. See out yoDdah,. whar- 
dat wheat is gktin’ yellah? Well, sah,.dis nig- 
gah’s knowed de day when dat ground wahn’t 
teh be seed, ’count o’ de dead men. what lay 
’roun’ dar on it. Was de battlo fit dar? I 
should think it was. An’ de beatenes’ battle 
dat eveh I see. Dey stahted by sun-up; an’ 
all day long, in de hot June sunshine, dem 
cannons was a-boomin’, on’ a-boomin’; and men 


was yellin’, an’ marchin’ fo’aids,.an’ goin’ back*- 
’ards, and flghtin’ like devils. Dat branch, over- 
dar, run blood fob two days; an’ it was jes 5 awful, 
twell dey got all o’ dem dead men undeh groun’. 

“ Yes, sah, right heah; arf l seenitall. Mars’ 
Linkum gave me jes’ as much freedom as he 
gin dose totheh niggabsr but I ain’t neveh felt 
free ’nough yet teh leave die heah place, whar- 
my mammy an’ my daddy growed up an’ died, 
an’ whar all my white folks is. I was heah dat 
day, jes* like I had been heah afo’; an 1 jes’ like 
I* se done been heah eveh since. 

“ Mars’ George was s soyeh—you don’t know 
Mars’ George ?”—with* an* expression of com¬ 
passionate regret on his face—“ He*wfts aTucka-- 
hoe Veijinyin, from beyond dem mountains; an’ 
he used to come owelv beah> from de Univussity,. 
wid my old marsteh’s son, what- died; when dey 
was Univussity students togetheh. Miss Ann 
wahnt nothin’ more’n a small-gal 1 den, dim’in’ 
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WINTER AND SPRING. — LONELINESS. 


oi a plunge forward. It will not do to bear on 
his mouth too suddenly, for fear it will make him 
rise again. If the intention to rear be perceived 
in time, you may frustrate it by slacking one rein, 
and bending him with the other, keeping the hand 
low. He is thus compelled to move a hind leg, and 
his attempt is foiled. To divert him from making 
another, turn him around two or three times. 

A horse that habitually kicks is also to be 
avoided. But the best horses will kick, some¬ 
times. In this emergency, keep him thoroughly 
in hand; for, while his head is up, you may be 
sure he cannot do much harm with his heels. 
The first symptom of kicking should be met by a 
sharp reminder from the bit; chiding, at the 
same time, with the voice. If continued, sit back, 
and raise the hands: not to pull at him, how¬ 
ever ; but to give you the power of snatching his 
head up, at every effort he makes to get it down. 
It is worth while to remember that kicking may, 
occasionally, proceed from an ill-fitting saddle. 
Ascertain this, * as soon as possible, or if there 
is anything else causing him pain. 

When riding a horse that is apt to shy, do 
not forget his weakness; and on meeting with 
anything likely to alarm him, slightly turn away 
his head. Your aim is to prevent him from 
noticing it; and by touching him lightly with 
heel and whip, on the side to which you are 


bearing, and speaking kindly, this will perhaps 
be accomplished. But if, seeing the object, he 
suddenly turn half around, do not try to force • 
him back. Turn him completely around, end 
then endeavor to soothe and coax him, until 
he approach and pass what has occasioned his 
fright. Ease the hand; yet, be prepared to 
hold him steady: for he may swerve, and fly 
hastily past the obstacle. He will learn from 
your self-possession that his fears are groundless. 

In conclusion, two or three simple rules should 
ever be borne in mind: 

If about to ride with several others: when 
mounted, move forward a few paces; and then 
keep^our horse perfectly quiet, or he may make 
his companions impatient and restive while your 
friends are mounting. 

Always start gently. It is unwise to excite a 
horse, directly he leaves the stable; and equally 
so to bring him home heated with a hard trot, or 
a long canter. Let him walk a short distanoe, at 
least, before you dismount. 

In going up hill, give him his head freely; 
and on a bad road do the same—so far as is 
consistent with keeping a watchful hand upon 
him—that he may pick his way safely. On a 
newly repaired road, ride where the stones are 
thick, rather than where they lie loosely scattered 
about the hard ground. 


WINTER AND SPRING. 

BT CABRIB F. L. WHEELKR. 


To that springtime long ago 
How my heart with rapture turns; 

When with spirits all untroubled 
Walked we, where the wood spring bubbled, 
’Mid the ferns. 

Coldly falls December’s snow; 

But my heart with fondness yearns 
O’er those memories upspringlng, 

I can almost hear the singing 
Of the wood-thrush In the woods, 

Growing green and sweet with buds. 


I shall never, never know 
Whether, in the weary years 
That have crowned my days with sadness, 
You have walked life’s way in gladness, 
Or In tears. 

Wild December’s tempests blow; 

But my spirit almost hears 
Gush of wood-spring, and the tender 
Song of thrashes, while the splendor 
Of your eyes, dark and divine, 

Seem to smile once more in mine. 


LONELINESS. 


BY BLANCHE E. BROWNE. 


Train of hearing strange voices, 

Tired of treading strange ground, 
Tired of clasping strange fingers; 
Tenderly, earnestly longing 
For thoee that lie under the mound. 
I’ve travelled the storied rivers, 

And trodden the classic street; 

Have heard the grand music of ocean; 
nut, silently, memory brlngB me 
A voice with music more sweet. 
Alone, under goldenest sunbeams, 


The quiet glimmer of stars: 

Alone, ’mid the world's love and sorrow, 
And the din of its noisy wars. 

Oh, lift thou, latch, at the gateway 
Where opens the starry road. 

And winds on in lofty silence 
Up, up to the feet of God 1 
For up that road must I Journey, 

With the death angels, silent and white, 
'Ere I tenderly clasp the loved fingers, 
And melt from out darkness to light. 
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AN OLD ROMANCE. 


BY A. C. GORDON. 


I had checked my horse, in the shade of the 
chestnut tree near the fence, where I saw an old 
colored man chopping wood. I was very thirsty, 
after my hot and dusty ride; and I asked him to 
draw me some water from the well in the yard. 
I thought, at first, that he eyed me rather sus¬ 
piciously ; but I am certain, now, that this was 
merely my fancy. 

Laying his axe against the log, he brought me, 
in a long-stemmed Virginia gourd, a draught of 
the coolest water I think I ever drank. Having 
handed me the gourd, he leaned both ajrns upon 
the fence, and regarded me contemplatively, as 
I sat there in the saddle. But I could see that he 
did not recognize me at all. It had all been so 
very long ago, that I scarcely wondered. I had 
grown bearded and gray, and somewhat rotund, 
since we had last met; and I was glad he did not 
know me. 

I could not fail to note that the years had 
dimmed the erstwhile keen sight of his honest 
eyes—eyes which he would now and then shade 
with his hand, as he looked at me, earnestly. 
But the features of the rugged, homely black 
face were otherwise unchanged; and I should 
have known him anywhere. Certainly, most of 
all at this place, where I had once known him 
best. 

The sight of him there stirred old memories in 
my heart, and tears sprang into my eyes, which 
I hoped that he would not see. 

There it all lay before me. The fair, bright 
landscape; the long lane, hedged with white, 
blossoming thornbushes; the green woods in the 
distance, through which I knew the little brook 
was running, with a placid murmur, just as it 
ran eighteen years ago, over mossy rocks and 
shining sands, with bubble, and spurt, and eddy. 
Only, there was nbthing now to dye its waters 
with the crimson hue which they wore, that day, 
in the early June, back there. And the house, 
too, with its wide piazza, its old-fashioned gable 
roof, and its faded brown window-shutters: it 
all seemed very little changed. Even the caged 
mocking-bird hung in the library-window, still; 
yet it could scarcely have been the same bird. 
The very leaves on the honeysuckle vine had thb 
cool greenness of thtt old time; and the well- 
bueket, at the end of the long sweep, seemed 
an unchanged and familiar friend. 
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There was no sound audible about the house, 
embowered in its sylvan shade, and pranked out 
with early summer roses, now that the axe of the 
old wood-chopper had, for a while, suspended 
its labors. 

*• Though the kitchen fire suffer for it,” I 
thought, “ I’ll talk to him about that time, and 
her.” 

I looked up under the eaves of the house, and 
saw the rent that had been made there by the 
cannon-ball, when the battle was fought, many 
years ago, in the wheat-field, out to the lefty, 
through which the little brook runs, before it 
enters the woods. I pointed to the hole, and! 
asked him how it came, as if I did not know ^ 
and in reply, he told me the story of my own* 
life. 

“Dat hole?” he answered. “A cannon-ball’ 
made dat hole, at de battle o’ Piedmount. From 
up No’f? Well, you ain't de fus’ from up No’f 
dat’s been heah; an’ some on ’em stayed.. But 
dem times is done over. See out yondah,. whar- 
dat wheat is gittin’ yellah ? Well, sah,.dis nig- 
gah’s knowed de day when dat ground wahn’-t 
teh be seed, ’count o’ de dead men. what lay 
’roun’ dar on it. Was de battle fit dar? I 
should think it was. An’ de beatenee’ battle 
dat eveh I see. Dey stahted by sun-up; an! 
all day long, in de hot June sunshine, dem 
cannons was a-boomin’, an’ ar boomin’; and. men 
was yellin!, an’ marchin* fo’arda,.an’ goin’ back- 
’ards, and flghtin’ like devils. Dat.branch, over- 
dar, run blood fob two days; an’ ii-was jes’ awful, 
twell dey got all o’ dem dead men undeh groun’. 

“ Yes, sah, right heah; an* L seen it all. Mars- 
Linkum gave me jes’ as much- freedom as he 
gin dose totheh niggabsr but! ain’t neveh felt 
free ’nough yet teh leave dis heah place, whar- 
my mammy an’ my daddy growed up an’ died,, 
an’ whar all my white folks is.. I. was heah dat 
day, jes’ like I had been heah afo’; an! jes* like 
I’se done been heah eveh since. 

“ Mars” George was a- soljeh^you don’t know 
Mars’ George ?”—with* an- expression of com¬ 
passionate regret on his face—He*was a Tucka— 
hoe Venjinyin, from beyond dem mountains; an’ 
he used to come ov%B heah, from de Univussity,. 
wid my old marsteh’S'Son, what- died 1 , when dey 
was Univussity students togetheh. Miss Ann 
wahnt nothin’ more’n a small-gab den, clim ? in* 
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AN OLD ROMANCE. 


apple trees down heah in de orchahd, an’ ridin’ 
de colts bah-backed, an’ wadin’ aroun’ out dar 
in de branch ; but it seemed like dat boy sort o’ 
tuk a hankerin’ arteh heh, from de very fus’. 
lie used to go down teh de woods, an’ watch heh 
wade, an’ laugh at heh, an’ make willow whistles 
for heh, and ketch her dese heah dragon flies 
an’ things, an’ go all ’roun’ de country wid heh. 
My ole ’omen had a sort o’ ’spicion o’ how it was 
all gwine teh ’en ; ’case she used teh say teh me, 
‘Johnsey,’ she say, ‘I hope Miss Ann ain’t &- 
gwine teh marry dat Tuckahoe boy. Dese heah 
Eastern VeijinyinS is blue-blooded enough; but 
dey’s got such a raft o' kinfolks: an’ dey’ll all 
come oveh heah, an’ eat us out o’ house an’ 
home.’ 

“But de irah broke out, an’ we didn’t see 
nothin’ mo’ o’ Mars’ George foh about fo’ yeah. 
He went in de ahmy, an* he stayed dar. 

“ Miss Ann, she kep’ a-growin’, an’ a-growin’; 
twell, de fus’ thing we all knowed, she was a 
young ’oman, an’ jes’ de purtics’ you eveh see. 
Heh eyes was de bigges’ and de blackes’, an’ heh 
face jes* de bes’-lookin’ dat eveh was looked at. 
rse seed de Coljehs, when dey was camped neah 
heah, 8top right dar, whar you is now, an’ stah 
©veh dat fence at heh. Dey used to like de 
wateh, out o’ dis well, betteh’n any wateh’roun* 
heah; an’ I ’spec’ I knows de reason. 

“ Well, one day, de soljehs wid de gray clo’es 
—our soyehs, you know—come, an’ sot dere camp 
about a mile off, over yondah. Dey hadn’t been 
heah a week, when de blue folks tuk’n come, 
too; an’ den stahted de battle. You see dat 
stone fence, way off beyond de turnin’ o’ de lane ? 
Dar’s whar de Yankee batteries was; and sich 
anotheh lot o' fiah an’ truck as oome out o’ dem 
cannons, dat day, neveh was seed afo’, dis side o’ 
de bad place. 

“ De cap’n o’ dat Yankee battery was a young 
fellah, an’ jes’ de braves’ dat eveh stepped shoe 
leatheh. Five times, dat day, ouh soljehs got in 
line, behind dat fence way oveh yondah—yon 
can’t see it now, ’count o’ de wheat—an’ dey 
chahged dem cannons. An’ dat young fellah 
Stood dar, jes’ as calm an’ cool as ef he was 
stan’in’ at ole marsteh’s breakfast-table, waitin’ 
foh him to say grace, twell de Confedrick soljehs 
’u’d git close teh de guns; an’ den I could heah 
him say, * Fiah!’—and sich anotheh thunderin’ 
an’ lightnin’ I neveh heerd nor seed. It jeS* 
mowed de men down, same as a reapeh cuts 
down de wheat in de wheat-field. Five times I 
watched ’em go through dot same thing. De 
balls was a-flyin* everywhicbways; an* dat hole, 
up dar in de house, is whar one went in, from 
dem very cannons. 


“Miss Ann? Yes, sah, she stayed heah 
through de whole thing. Ole missus an’ she 
stood out dar, on de back porch, part o’ de time, 
an’ watched de fightin’. Dar wohn’t nothin’ 
skeery ’bout dem wimmen. Dey comes of a 
brave breed. 

“Yes, sah, five times. De gray jackets 
chahged ’em five times. Fo’ times dey got 
druv’ back, an’ lef’ de way lined wid corpses. 
De las’ chahge dey made, dey come on slowly. 
De young cap’n was still a-slandin' dar, as peart 
as a cricket. He had got up on de fence, dis 
time; an’ as de line o’ gray marched fohw’d 
agin, he said ‘ Fiah f an’ waved his hat. I seed 
him drop from de wall, befo’ de dash come from 
de cannon t sin’ den I kdowed dat one o’ dem 
Confedricks had done shot him. Dey tuk de 
battery, dis time; an’ de fight ended, long to’ds 
evenin’.. 

“ He was fetched up heah, teh de house, an’ I 
holp ’em tote him up dem front steps dar, intek 
de blue room, ovehheSd—dem windehs lookin’ 
dis way—see ? He was shot in de shouldeh, but 
not so very bad; an’ only needed good nussin’, de 
docUh said. An’ I ’spec’ he got it. Who? 
Miss Ann. Ef she didn’t watch oveh dat man, 
no man eveh was patched eveh, in dis worruld. 
Foh nigh about six weeks, she mussed him. She 
used teh set fresh noses, an’ flowehs, an’ things, 
on de white table, at his bedside, twice a day; 
an’ I used teh see him look at heh, in a hungry 
sort o’ fashion, wheneveh she moved about in de 
room. He stayed heah about a moat’ longeh dan 
he ought teh ha’ stayed, anyhow; an’ den he 
went away. Pris’n? He was on his pay-roll* 
an’ dat was how it come he didn’t go teh pris’n, 
when he got well agin. 

“ Yes, sah, he was sort o’ crasy about heh. I 
oould see it. Of course he was, an’ I didn’t 
blame him. Dey used teh walk togotheh; an’ 
he would read teh heh, an’ sing teh heh, an’ try 
teh please heh in diff’unt ways. Seems like I 
can gee ’em now, settin’ in dat arbob, down dar 
at de foot o’ do lawn, a-talkin’ it all oveh. Ole 
mis’, she begin teh get sort o’ oneasy; an’ I 
says teh my ole ’oman, says I; ‘Ye needn’t be 
skeered o’ Miss Ann marryin’ any Tuckahoe 
Veijinyin, wid a million o' po’ kinfolks. Shes 
a-gwine teh hitch on teh dis heah Yankee, an’ go 
way from dese pahts, when de wah is oveh.’ But 
de ole ’oman, she jes’ say, ‘ Psheh 1* f 

“One day, when he had done got well an 
soun’, he went away. She stood dar, on de 
front porch, wid heh arm ’roun’ dat pillah, an 
looked sort o’ sorrowful ai him, as he rid down 
de lane. I remember de red rosebud be bad in 
his buttonhole, dat day. I got it fob heh, off ■ 
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de ole rosebush, dat growed undeh de library 
windeh. De dew was on de grass, in de early 
morain’, and she didn’t want teh wet lieh feet. 
De rosebush? Oh, it’s been dead many a yeah. 

“ Come back ? I should ’spec* he did. Dar 
was lots o’ come back, in dat man. He was one 
o’ dese heah die in de las’ ditch fellahs. Arteh 
de wah ended, he ’peared heah agin; an’ de 
same ole thing went on onst mo’; walkin’, an’ 
ridin’, an* talkin’, an’ courtin’. But I knowed, 
den, dat it wahn’t gwine teh come teh nothin’, 
an’ I couldn’t he’p feelin’ sort o’ sorry foh de 
young cap’n. How? ’Case Mars’ George had 
done been back heah, sence de Yankee went 
away; an’ one day, down dar, undeh dat 
Lomba’dy poplah, nex* de woods, I seen him 
kiss de young missus; an’ I knowed den what 
man she was gwine teh marry. Dat was de 
year arteh de Confedricks went up, when de 
Yankee cap’n come back. I ain’t neveh seed 
him sence. 

“ Yes, s&h. Mars’ George and Miss Ann was 
married, de next winteh. Dar’s de oldes’ 
daughteh, now,” and he pointed, proudly, to a 
alight figure, clothed in white, which flitted 
across the front piazza, and suddenly disap* 
peared. 

I laid a coin in the horny palm of the old man, 
and riding slowly down the lane, which was 
fragrant with odors of thomblossoms, halted 
again at the edge of the woods. Here, I tied my 
horse's bridle-rein to an overhanging bough, and 
seating myself on a stone, near the babbling, 
careless little brook, read a letter, which, worn, 
and time-stained, and tear-blotted, has been my 


companion for sixteen years. And this is what 
I read: 

“You will credit my sincerity, when I assure 
you, that no future visit, or letter, can avail you, 
to change the determination, on my part, which 
I had to announce to you, when I Baw you last. ,j 
I will not deny that I am flattered by your devo¬ 
tion. But while appreciating it at its very 
highest worth, I can but regret, deeply, that your 
feelings should ever have been such as they are, 
and that what I supposed to be mere friendship, 
has proved to be something else. 

“ I will not condescend to the unmeaning 
commonplace of expressing the wish, that we 
may always continue friends, and that we may 
meet again in after years. You have asked for 
bread, which I may not give; but I shall not 
mock such a one as you with a stone. For your 
own sake, and for* mine, as I know that you love 
me, with your whole heart, and as I know that I 
love another, with all of mine, I pray God that 
He may keep us always widely apart. A. M.” 

I have obeyed her. Though I have stopped at 
her gate, and talked with her servant, we have 
not met again. 

I remounted my horse, and riding slowly back 
by the way I had come, passed once more by the 
shady, embowered spot, that held my lost love. 

Johnsey was no longer visible. The only 
living creature, that I saw, was a little brown 
wren. Following, with my eyes, its flight 
towards the eaves of the house, I perceived that it 
had built its nest in the hole made by the cannon 
ball from my battery, eighteen years ago. 


IS IT LOVE? 

BY KATE AU L D. 


What makes thy beaming eye bo bright? 
Why glows it with that tender light 
Whene’er it looks on me? 

Thy smile is sweeter, nor can I 
Divine the veriest reason why 
This change can ever be. 

Tet still I know the change is there; 

I mark thy burning cheek so fair, 

And e’en would prove 
The reason for those smiles so bright, 

And wherefore fills thine eye with light? 

Is this love ? 

You brought me once a garland bright, 

Of fairest blossoms, pure and white, 

And placed it o'er my brow. 

I thought not, then, they e’er should prove 
The offerings of thy tender love. 

Kay I believe it, now? 


I know not, nor I ask not why 
My heart throbs so when thou art by. 

Oh, ne’er shall rove 
My fancy from its idol; thou 
Alone reign'st in Oils bosom now. 

Is this love? 

Art thou beside me?—how the blood 
Leaps to my brow—a scarlet flood, 
That fades when thou’rt away. 

And kindled eye, and burning cheek. 
Their tale of love will ever speak, 
Plainer than words can say. 

I tremble when thy glance I meet: 
None other than thine accents sweet 
My heart can move; 

And oh, ’tis happiness to me 
To think of, live for, dream of thee. 
This is love! 
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BT FRANK LEE BENEDICT. 


Martin came into my study, and informed me 
that my aunt had arrived: an aunt who was my 
detestation. 

“ She’s brought a deal of luggage, sir,” he 
said. Martin was a model of an English servant, 
and used very lofty language. “ She has ordered 
the blue room to be prepared for her, and she 
does not approve of the new curtains ; so she has 
informed Mrs. Sharpe that they must be removed. 
She desires to have luncheon promptly. I was to 
request you to come down, immediate, sir/’ 

Martin bowed himself out, with his usual 
appalling dignity; and I sat, gazing ruefully 
at my pile of manuscript. A week more would 
have finished my book. But it would have to 
wait, now. There was always a whirlwind of 
calls and invitations, during my aunt’s visits, 
which precluded the possibility of work. 

My relative and 1 never could agree upon any 
subject, human or divine. We exasperated each 
other unspeakably; and whichever visited the 
other’s house, usually left it, vowing never to 
cross the threshold again; but the vow was 
always broken within six months: for we really 
had a strong mutual affeotion for each other. 
When apart, we recognized this; when together, 
we fancied, for the greater portion of the time, 
that we detested one another. You have had 
such relatives—haven’t you? 

I was at my country home: a fine old place, 
among the Catskill mountains, where I had gone 
early, in order to work undisturbed. No wonder 
I was vexed at this visit, as unexpected as it was 
unwelcome. 

I went downstairs, in no amiable mood. Martin 
had told me that my visitor was already in the 
breakfast-room, so I went at once to that apart¬ 
ment. 

Sure enough, there sat my aunt, bolt upright, i 
at the head of the table, on which the cloth had 
not yet been spread. She still wore her bonnet 
and travelling-jacket, and looked tired and severe. 

“ How do you do, aunt Gwyn ?” I cried, doing 
my best to look and speak civilly. “ This is a 
most unexpected pleasure, 1 assure you.” 

“Humph 1” she said. “Unexpected? Yes. 
But if that is the way you look, when you are 
pleased, what sort of an expression do you put 
on when you’ve got the toothache?” 

I laughed, as if I thought her jesting; we 
208 


' shook hands, and I dutifully kissed her cheek: 

\ it was rather dusty, however, and not very 
| kissable. 

j “You will like to go to your room,” said I: 

| “ the one over the library is the most cheerful. 
Shall we go up?” 

| “Walter, have you eyes in your head?” she 
asked, disdainfully. 

“ Why, yes, I think so,’.’ I answered, endeavor¬ 
ing to speak jocularly. 

“ Then you must see that I am fainting with 
fatigue,” she retorted, sitting still more erect. “ I 
have travelled all night, and all the morning. 
It is half an hour past your lunch eon-time, and 
nothing ready yet—such housekeeping.” 

I rushed to the bell, and pulled it. But Martin 
appeared, at that very moment; deftly laid the 
cloth; prepared the table; and brought in a dish 
of savory cutlets. 

“And where have you come from, aunt?” I 
asked. 

She regarded me from head to foot; delib¬ 
erately ate a whole cutlet; and then replied, by 
asking: 

“ When,did you turn play-actor?” 

“ Play-actor ?” I replied, ^ little querulously, 
perhaps; because I saw, by the preternatural 
solemnity of Martin’s face, that, though he 
appeared deaf and blind, he was enjoying the 
scene. 

“ If you have not, why are you rigged out in 
that fashion ?” inquired she. “ Your coat would 
be more suitable, if you were sixteen, instead of 
six-and-thirty.” 

“ Oh, come, that’s too bad,” I laughed. “I’m 
| not quite thirty-five, as you well know.' And I 
; thought this coat rather a neat affair.” 

| “ I’ll trouble you for another cutlet, Martin,” 

I said my aunt, in her serenest voice, ignoring 
; my reply. “ Very good cutlets, you may tell the 
cook, Martin. Neighborhood pretty healthy, this 
spring, Martin?” 

“Very healthy, ma’am,” said Martin. 

“ Never more so,” cried I, not relishing being 
treated like a school-boy in disgrace, before my 
own servant. “Put the strawberries * on the 
table, Martin. I think, aunt, you will own you 
never saw finer grown under glass.” 

“ None for me, Martin,” said my aunt. 

“ Bring some apricot marmalade, Martin,” I 
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said. “ I know that is your favorite sweet, aunt, j 
Here is some nice cream, too.” 

“ None for me, Martin,” said my aunt. 

“Then you may go, Martin: we don’t want 
anything more,” I observed, as calmly as I could 
speak. 

“ Come here, Martin,” said my aunt. 

He went up to her chair, and she whispered 
something in his ear; he turned to the door; 
she arose, swept me an overwhelming courtesy, 
and sailed out, Martin following. 

I stared after her, angrily; and no wonder. 

“By Jove!” I cried, “she was never so 
utterly diabolical before. If this goes on, I’ll 
clear out, and leave her the house to herself.” 

I had scarcely pronounced the words when 
Martin entered again, bearing a large dyptich— 
that is, a wooden picture-frame, with two doors— 
and 6tood it on the table. It was an antique, and 
about as marvellous a bit of carving as I ever 
saw. I opened the doors, and beheld a little 
picture of Fra Angelico’s—a genuine Fra Ange¬ 
lico—which I had seen two years before, when 
in Europe, in an old Sienese palace, and hod 
then tried in vain to purchase. “With her 
thanks,” said Martin, gravely; and then left. 

I felt conscience-stricken. I might have known 
my aunt would not have made herself so particu¬ 
larly disagreeable, unless she had a great pleasure 
in store for me. It was her way. I ought to 
have been more patient. 

I spent a full hour examining my treasure, 
unable to tear myself away from it. I was in¬ 
terrupted by the opening of the door; and in 
swept a handsome old lady, attired in the most 
becoming and artistic Of morning costumes ; her 
masses of snow-white hair piled in curls about 
her smooth forehead; her black eyes shining; 
her proud old mouth sweet with smiles. 

A stranger would have sworn that this elegant 
dame could not be the dusty, crumpled, cross old 
woman, who had sat at the luncheon-table ; and 
even I, accustomed to these transformations, felt 
a thrill of surprise and admiration. I hurried 
forward to meet her. She kissed me on both 
cheeks; shook my two hands; and said, as if 
this were her first greeting: 

“How do you do, my dear boy? How well 
you are looking! I am very, very glad to see 
you again. I’ve missed you dreadfully.” 

“ Why, aunt, you look as handsome as a pic¬ 
ture,” cried I. “What a capital idea is this 
visit. And how am I to thank you for this mag¬ 
nificent present ?” 

“ Well,” said she, coolly, “ I remembered how 
you had longed for it. Mrs. Dorrance wrote me, 
from Siena, that the Tolornei palace was being 


sold up ; so I telegraphed her to buy this thing, 
at any price; and here it is.” 

My aunt, it was evident, was in her sunniest 
mood. What did it mean? 

“ New York suddenly got so warm, it was unen¬ 
durable,” she said. “Everybody was flitting. 

By the way, the Stamfords have come up to their 
country place, haven’t they ?” 

“ I believe so. Several other families, too; all 
earlier than usual. But I’ve not paid any 
visits.” 

She shook her head at me; but refrained from 
uttering her usual animadversions against my 
recluse habits. So, as a reward, I added: 

“ But now you have come, we will go every¬ 
where. I don’t wish to bury you alive.” 

“ Oh, it makes no difference to me,” she said. 

“ I could live on a desert island, if I had just a 
few congenial friends about.” I looked as if I 
believed her, though I knew that in town she 
lived in a ceaseless round of dissipation, and 
hated to miss a ball as much as if she had been 
sixteen. She had no children, and was fond of 
chaperoning her young friends; of contriving 
matches for them, too ; and usually she succeeded 
admirably. 

“ I have been taking a liberty with you,” she 
said, presently, laying her hand coaxingly on my 
shoulder. * 1 

“ You could not. And whatever you have * 
done, I am certain to be'' delighted,” said I, 
though I began inwardly to shiver. 

“ Well, I may as well confess. Mind, you 
will have no trouble. I have already told Mrs. 
Sharpe how many people she may expect. I’ll 
manage everything. You can just think you are 
visiting me.” 

“Oh, you have invited some company,” re¬ 
turned I, and, in spite of my efforts, my voice 
betrayed my consternation. 

“You see, I owed several people a return, and 
my Lenox cottage is being repaired,” she said, 
lightly. “Sol have just asked a few nice friends 
to come here, next week. I didn’t write, because 
it would only have worried you.” 

I looked at the Fra Angelico, and that gave me 
strength to say I did not mind in the least. I 
hope the Recording Angel will forgive me. 

“And who is coming?” I asked. 

“ Only the two young Gowers, and Mr. and 
Mrs. Seymour, and narry and Miss French, and 
Mrs. Osborne and her niece—” 

“I didn’t know she had a niece,” I inter¬ 
rupted, in a quavering voice, appalled by the 
length of her list. • 

“ She is from Baltimore, a Miss Harland,” 
answered my aunt, in a tone which implied that 
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the young lady was of no particular importance, l off to dress ; and was much too long about it; for 
“ I had to ask her, because she was at her aunt’s, j when I got down into the library, most of the 
and I have visited Mary Osborne so often in Yer- j party were already assembled, including several 
mont, and offered no return.” j of our neighbors, who had been invited to dine 

“ Oh, quite right,” said I. i with us. 

“That is all,” said my aunt, “except Fanny \ The misfortune of my overseer served as an 
Goldborough. I have asked Fanny. She has j excuse for my delay, and the talk about it cov- 
just got back from Europe—” ered my embarrassment. My aunt had already 

“Asked Miss Chatterton?” I broke in. “No \ related it; but, with her customary readiness, 
Mrs. Goldborough! Surely, she’s not coming j she began, as soon as I entered, to ascribe my 
here.” \ troubled looks to the painful scene 1 had gone 

“ Now, my dear boy, don’t be impetuous—only \ through, 
listen.” j “ Poor dear Walter has such a tender heart,” 

“ Oh, Bhe can come, if she likes. After all, it < she said; and everybody agreed with her. It is 

is indifferent to me,” said I, turning red and j astonishing, I thought, cynically, how easy one 
white, in a fashion which contradicted my J finds it to make people believe in the virtues and 
words. i graces of a man who has a million at his disposal. 

“She and I talked it all out, very frankly,” \ Presently, Mrs. Osborne came in. I was very 

said my aunt. “We both agreed it was better, i fond of the sweet, gentle old lady; and we stood 

You can' be good friends, now. I hate to have > talking for some moments. Then aunt Gwyn led 

people saying you have never got over that; me up to Miss Harland, to be presented; but I 

youthfbl affair. Be advised by me, my dear j was in such an inward flutter, that I hardly knew 

boy. I am quite right.” * what either of us said; and I notieed nothing 

She was so very positive, and treated the visit \ about her appearance, except her eyes ; and these, 
as a thing of such slight consequence, that I said j not because they were beautiful, though they 
no more, from very shame. But, nine years \ were, but because they looked so earnest and 
before, when Mrs. Goldborough was Fanny ; truthful. Her voice, I observed, too, was soft 
Chatterton, a girl of twenty-two, she had nearly ; and clear as the notes of a silver bell. 
f broken my heart, by jilting me, to marry a rich 
old man. A few months after she did this, I had 
unexpectedly inherited a large fortune. I had 
never seen her since ; for her home had been in j of calmness, until that meeting was over. 

Paris. She had been a widow now over two “I am afraid dinner is late,” my aunt said, 
years, and had come back to America to live. It apologetically, to old Mr. Howard, who was bc- 
was Fanny’s conduct which had turned me into i ginning to fidget and grow cross. “We are 
a sort of hermit* or sent me roving about the i waiting for naughty Mrs. Goldborough. I have 
world, like a Wandering Jew. The keen pain \ sent up to tell her so.” 

had long since passed. But the habit of seclu- j Just then, the lady appeared, beyond the arch 
sion had become so fixed, that I shrank from 
society. The cynicism and the misanthropy 
remained, too, though I felt humiliated that I 
could be weak enough to have been brought to 
that strait, by a heartless woman’s treachery. 

But they remained, just as a scar will, long after 
the wound has healed. I had avoided Paris, voluntarily said to myself. We had both chanced 
because I was afraid to meet her; afraid that I to be leaning a hand on the table, and I shook so 
should find my cure not so complete as I tried to \ that I felt it tremble. 

believe; and now I heartily dreaded her coming, ! My aunt gave me s quick, warning glance. I 
and was, in fact, secretly angry at it. j remained gazing at Mrs. Goldborough, as she 

Late in the afternoon, on the day when my ! approached, bewildered, speechless. She was 
visitors were to come, the overseer of my farm still radiant in the beauty which had fooled my 
f met with a severe accident. I was obliged to go senses away so long ago. And I—I was wrinkled 
to his house, and could not get back until late, and gray, as I well knew, looking even older than 
When I reached the door, Martin told me that! my years. And it had been her work ! 
the people had all arrived, and had gone to j “ Oh ! you naughty Fanny,” cried my aunt, 
their rooms, to dress for dinner. > “ Have I kept you waiting?” she said, sweetly. 

I went up to see the men, and then hurried > “ Ah ! you know I am always late.” 


which divided the library in the middle. I was 
standing near my aunt. She wore a lace cap on 
her head, in the English fashion, and a lace ruff 
around her throat. A diamond cross, hung on a 
black ribbon around her neck, was her onfe. or¬ 
nament. “ How beautiful she is, still,” I in- 


| I had already discovered that Fanny GoM- 
borough had not yet appeared; and I knew I 
| could neither think nor speak, with any degree 
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Again my aunt gave me a warning glance. I 
knew it meant that I ought to advance and meet 
the guest. But I could not. I was unable to 
stir. 

In another moment, Mrs. Goldborough was 
quite close. I could see her plainly, now. Her 
figure was graceful and alight as ever. But the 
fee? It was handsome still, but positively a 
mask of red and white paint. The eyebrows were 
pencilled by art; the brown hair had been made 
golden; the dark eyes had gained a restless, hard 
expression. I was not sure that she was not enam¬ 
elled, even. 

I think no human being erer experienced a 
quicker revulsion of feeling. In an instant, I 
▼as steady as a rock ; cool as a northern morning. 
This woman was not the girl whose loss had cost 
m such years of suffering. This was the dash- 
lag, worldly Mrs. Goldborough, who had sold 
herself for wealth and position. She had noth¬ 
ing—never had possessed anything—in common 
with my lost idol. Nay, that object had never 
had any real existence. I had loved an ideal, 
wnly- 

I stepped forward, holding out my hand; and 
Nying, blandly: 

11 1 trust Mrs. Goldborough has not forgotten 

oar’ 

She had seen me, the moment she entered, for 
she had eyes like a lynx’; but she uttered a little 
cry of surprise, and exclaimed : 

“ Oh, Walter." Then she laughed, in a con¬ 
fined way, as if annoyed at her lapse. “ How do 
jm do, Mr. Temple ?” she continued. “ I should 
think you must be vexed enough, at our taking 
your house by storm.” 

“I On only a visitor, too,” I said, laughing. 
“ It is my aunt’s house, for the present. But I am 
charmed to find myself visiting at it, at the same 
time as Mrs. Goldborough.” 

My snnt had moved away. We were standing 
quite alone. 

“ How strange it sounds, to hear you call me 
by thgt name,” she said, reproachfully. “ Such 
eld friends as ire are! I mean to call you Walter, 
*H the same. I did it unintentionally, j ust now.’ ’ 

••I shall be flattered,” said I. 

fffce sighed, a tittle too ostentatiously, perhaps; 
hut before she could speak, dinner was renounced. 
Some gentleman came up to lead her into the 
dining-room, and I hastened off to offer my arm 
h> old Mrs. Howard. 

At table, I found that I had Miss Harland for 
my neighbor; and as Mrs. Howard could not do 
two things at once, and was devoted to- her menu, 
the young lady and I talked a good deal together. 
We chanced to differ upon certain subjects; and 


there is nothing which so quickly makes people 
acquainted, I think: that is, if there be neither 
dogmatism nor acrimony on either side. She told 
me I was a misanthropist, and rated me there¬ 
for ; but so prettily, that her taking the trouble 
to reprove became a compliment. 

The entire evening was very pleasant, except 
for one half-hour, when Mrs. Goldborough got 
possession of me, and insisted on talking about old 
days; attempting, it is true, no direct reference 
to the relations which had existed between jis, 
but bringing in constant allusions thereto; show¬ 
ing, also, that she wished to render it plain that 
her former conduct caused her regret and re¬ 
morse ; and that, in spite of wealth and position, 
life looked very cold and dreary to her. 

People usually say that a man never sufficiently 
recovers from a deep, earnest passion; but that 
the woman, who was its object, can regain a 
certain influence over him, by such allusions: 

I know, however, that, in my own case, the effect 
was exactly tbe reverse. I think, though, that 
this arose, in a great measure, from the fact that 
I could not connect this painted, worldly woman 
with the girl I had loved. The traces of physical 
resemblance only irritated me. This dashing Mrs. 
Goldborough seemed a sort of caricature of Fanny 
Chatterton; and I resented her having any 
knowledge of my dead and gone romance, us I 
should have done if au entire stranger had pre¬ 
sumed to mention it. 

Alone in my noom, that night, I held a long 
communion with myself; and went through a very 
stern reviewal of my conduct, during these post 
years. I had been a fool, not to have put my 
courage to the test, long before. I had been 
weak and oontemptible, toe, in allowing suffering 
to become such a tyrant over me, that, long after 
active pain had ceased, the chains of habit had 
hindered me from making a resolute effort to over¬ 
come my misanthropy—my shrinking from so¬ 
ciety. 

I awoke, the next morning, with an unusual 
elation of spirits. I stared hard in the gloss, and 
informed my image that a man was still young at 
six-and-thirty. There was yet time for a great 
deal, both of enjoyment and usefulness, I said to 
myself; and half the energy spent in clinging to 
misery, and regarding the seamy side of things, 
would, if devoted to making the best of matters, 
render life and the world cheerful and pleasant-. 

The nekt few days were quite gay and excit¬ 
ing. Several of roy neighbors bad guests, too, 
so that we made up a large party for all sorts of 
expeditions, and some plan for amusement was 
constantly on foot. Mrs. Goldborough took pos¬ 
session of me as much os she could, aud worried 
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me a great deal; for though, as her host, I was 
forced to treat her politely, yet the more I saw of 
her, the stronger grew my aversion. 

Others regarded the state of affairs between us, 
however, differently. One day, I overheard 
Fred Gower say to his brother: 

“ The widow has thrown her net over Temple 
again. What an ass he must be 1” 

“I always knew he was,” returned the 
younger Gower, calmly. “ Your bookish men, 
th^t write verses and have theories, are always 
asses.” 

I had just gone to my room, that night. I had 
been walking up and down the terrace, after the 
rest had retired, when there came a knock at my 
door, and aunt Gwyn entered. The moment I 
saw her, 1 knew she meant to be disagreeable. 

“Will you sit down?” I said, politely, how¬ 
ever. 

“ No, I won’t,” she snapped. 

“ Bless my soul, aunt, what is the matter?” I 
cried. “ If anything has^one wrong, say so, for 
heaven’s sake. Don’t stand looking at me, as if 
1 was a robber and assassin.” 

“ I want to ask you a question,” said my aunt. 

“Very well,” said I. 

“ You’ve been making a fool of yourself, for a 
good many years,” she observed, composedly, 
still eyeing me. 

“ That is a matter.of opinion,” I retorted, with 
elaborate politeness. 

“ I want to know if you mean to prove a bigger 
one than ever?” she asked, regardless of my 
remark. 

I knew very well what she meant. I could not 
blame her, any more than I did the two Gowers 
for their frankness; still, her inquiry did not 
tend to put me in a Christian frame of mind 
exactly. 

“Do you, or don’t you?” persisted my aunt. 
“ No beating about the bush, if you please. Yes 
or no. Then I shall understand what I have to 
depend upon/* 

“ No,” said I, too eager to convince to be very 
angry. “ No, ten times over—you may rest sat¬ 
isfied.” 

She took the lamp off the table, held it close to 
my face, and regarded me sternly. Then she 
closed her right eye, as if to concentrate her 
vision, and it stared at me like a signal-light. 
Then she opened that, and fixed me with her left 
optic. Then biased away at me with both orbs, 
for the space of many seconds. 

Finally, she stood the lamp on the table again; 
turned towards me; nodded three times; and 
said, slowly: 

“ I see you don’t. I have made a mistake. It i 


’ isn’t you, who are a fool this time; it’s Jane 
; Gwyn—the Lord be praised for it Good-night, 
nephew. Now I can go to sleep.” 

She departed, with as much majesty as if the 
old dressing-gown she wore had been a velvet 
i train, and left me to my reflections. 

Aunt Gwyn’s sweetness, the next day, and 
during the remainder of our guests’ sojourn, was 
\ something marvellous; but to nobody was she so 
\ sweet as to Fanny Goldborough ; and the widow 
J repaid it in kind ; indeed, their mutual affection 
was a touching and improving spectacle. 

I began, at last, to wonder if it had been in 
regard to this lady, that aunt Gwyn had feared I 
meant to play the fool. Why on earth did she 
pet the widow so outrageously ? Why help her 
to opportunities to torment me? It really 
seemed as if I had misunderstood my relative, 
after all. However, I did not choose to ask 
questions, or offer explanations. If she saw fit 
to think I cared about Fanny Goldborough, and 
could be insane enough to want me to do bo, she 
must. Only, in that case, aunt Gwyn possessed 
less good sense, in her hard old head, than I 
had given her credit for. 

Of course I had been falling in love, during this 
fortnight; and of course it was with Agatha Har* 
land. You know that already. But I did not 
know it, as yet. We are all much quicker at 
discovering our neighbors’ secrets than our own. 

When our party broke up, my aunt and I went 
to Richfield Springs, and several of our late vis¬ 
itors went there also. Among them were Fanny 
Goldborough, and Mrs. Osborne and her niece. 

| We remained a whole month; and before it ended, 

{I had learned my own secret, though I could not 
j venture, after so brief an acquaintance, to reveal 
| it to Agatha Harland. 

1 At the expiration of this time, Mrs. Gold- 
? borough was obliged to go to New York, to give 
i evidence in a lawsuit, long impending between 
\ her and some of her husband’s relatives. It had 
been understood that my aunt was to accompany 
i her. Poor Fanny, she said, pleaded so piteously, 

\ that she could not refiise; and my aunt calmly 
| insisted on my going also. I refused outright, at 
> first. But I knew very well I should have to 
| give in. Everybody always had to, where Mrs. 

| Gwyn wa^ concerned. 

j But the night before that set for her departure, 
aunt Gwyn was taken ill, and the doctor declared 
she must not stir. I could net find out what 
ailed her, nor could anybody else; for she re¬ 
fused to see a human being besides the physician 
and her maid. 

Mrs. Goldborough showed that she expected 
me to go, all the same; but I was dull of under* 
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standing, and terribly engrossed by anxiety for J 
my kinswoman. The widow left, in the morning. 
In the evening, aunt Gwyn appeared, gorgeous 
in a new gown, and the most becoming head- \ 
dress ever an old lady sported. s 

“ Only an attack of spasms,” she said. “ Luck¬ 
ily it has passed. The doctor thought I was certain \ 
to be ill a week; but he says I mtiet be very £ 
careful.” j 

There was something so vague and uncertain, j 
about this mysterious disease, in which aunt Gwyn } 
occasionally indulged-^contradiction brought it j 
on—not getting what she wanted caused it—that J 
we, her friends or relations, were terribly fright- s 
ened, whenever she announced that she felt the 
malady hovering about her. 

“Poor Fanny,” sighed my aunt. “I did sol 
hate to let her go alone. I have just written her \ 
a note, Walter, to iay how disappointed you 
are.” 

Between wrath and wonder at aunt Gwyn’s 
blindness, I was speechless, and she only shook 
her head and sighed again: 

“Poor Fanny. I am very, very fond of poor, 
dear Fanny.” 

At the end of the Week, Mrs. Osborne an¬ 
nounced, unexpectedly, that she and her niece 
were going up to Lake George. I sat quite stupe¬ 
fied by the blow, which was given at breakfast. 

Aunt Gwyn uttered a cry of amazement; turned 
to the physician, who was seated next her, and 
exclaimed: 

“Well, doctor, isn’t that the oddest coinci¬ 
dence? Only last night you told me I must go 
there—the mountain air was what I needed— 
and I was just about to speak of it.” 

The doctor looked a little blank; coughed; 
broke an eggshell with his spoon. 

“ Mountain air is a good thing,” said he. 

“And you said I must have it?” cried aunt 
Gwyn. 

He turned and looked at her. She eyed him 
steadfastly; upon my word, one might almost say 
menacingly. 

“ Oh, yes—absolutely necessary—absolutely— 
without loss of time,” assented the doctor, in I 
great haste, and then devoted himself to his egg. j 

“That settles the matter,” cried aunt Gywn. > 
“Pack yourlcnapsack, nephew. I’m sorry to be 
such a bother; but duty is duty; and unless you j 
are worse than a heathen and a publican, you \ 
will not dream of deserting your poor old rela- 
tive.” | 

So we four started together, and a blissful ten 
days followed; for I began to hope that Agatha 
Harland was not wholly indifferent towards me. j 
Hay, I may, without laying myself open to the i 


charge of masculine vanity, go further than that 
—her behavior gave me reason to think she was 
growing to care for me. 

And then, one day, aunt Gwyn came into Mrs. 
Osborne’s parlor, where I sat reading aloud to 
the old lady and her niece, and cried out, with 
her customary abruptness: 

“Good news, good news! I have just had a 
telegram from Fanny Goldborough. The suit 
has been put off again, so she is coming up here. 
She will arrive to-morrow. Ish’t it delight Ail ? 
We have all missed her so. Poor, dear Fanny!” 

The two ladies expressed ji mild degree of sat¬ 
isfaction ; but I could get up no approach to 
enthusiasm, * or even pleasure. However, aunt 
Gwyn did not seem to notice that, and talked for 
some moments in a cheerftd way, about the 
delight we all felt, in knowing we should so soon 
have Fanny—poor, dear Fanny—back again. 

And she came, the next day; perfect in dress, 
languishing in manner, and more like a painted 
doll than ever. During the evening, she forced 
me to walk up and down the long verandah with 
her; told me of her troubles; her loneliness; 
openly regretted the waste she had made of her 
life, and begged me to forgive her for having cast 
a shadow over mine. I behaved as well as I 
could. But if I looked the fool I felt, how could 
I be blamed ? 

“ Have you missed me?” she asked. 

“What an unnecessary question,” faltered I. 

“At least, you have had Agatha HaTland’s 
society,” said she. “Such a dear girl! Did 
you ever notice that one eyebrow—it’s a little 
higher than the other?” 

“ Never 1” cried 1, indignantly. 

“ It’s the left, I think. Just notice, when we 
go in,” drawled the widow. “But you can’t 
enjoy her society undisturbed much longer. 
You will have to fall back on podr me to amuse 
you, monseigneur. Henry Meares is coming up, 
goon—and then—and then—” 

She broke off, with an affected laugh, which 
exasperated me to such a degree, that I longed to 
strangle her. 

“ And who is Henry Meares ?” I asked, as in¬ 
differently as I could. 

“Why, her cousin. She is engaged to him. 
Hasn’t she told you?” cried Mrs. Goldborough. 

“No,” I said. “I suppose she thought it 
none of my business.” 

“ The truth is, it’s a secret. I found it out by 
accident,” pursued Fanny. “ Agatha’s father is 
opposed to the match. Don’t let anybody know 
I told you.” 

Fortunately for me, some other people ap¬ 
peared, at the instant. I got away to my room, 
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without betraying myself; but Walter Temple J I obeyed in silence. I was too angry and hurt 
and I had a very stormy season, after we got \ to expostulate. She sat eyeing me. I saw she 
there. Fool that I had been, to trust a woman a 
second time; to be deceived by a.pair of candid 
eyes—by an innocent smile. I deserved my mis¬ 
ery. 1 had brought it on myself. 

You can easily picture the sort of Walpurgis 
night I spent. You .can imagine what life and 
the world looked like to me, when 1 saw the next; thinks it possible you still care for her, and I 
morning’s sunrise, and gazed at its brightness think so, too. Well, I’m the friend of both, 
across the awful blackness of my misery. i $ Mind, I am acting on my pwn responsibility, en- 
r packed my portmanteau. I meant to lofwe ; timely. I may say I have no warrant for the 
at once. Whether or not my aunt was satisfied ; assertion. But if you want to marry Fanny, I 
with such explanation as 1 could find, mattered ; think you will find she bitterly regrets her past 
little. Go 1 must and would, without again set-'J conduct—would gladly listen—” 
ting eyes on the cruel girl who had deceived} “I wouldn’t marry her, if she were the only 
me, for she had—she had seen that I lpved her, j woman in the world,” T broke in, furiously. “ I 
and held her peace. < never cared for her—I made au ideal, as very 

A message came from my aunt. She wished j young men do, and called it by her name—that’s 
to speak with me at once. She was seated at her J all.” 

writing-desk, in her private parlor. She wore a “ Bless me, how you surprise me,” said my 
severe costume of steel-gray color, and a close aunt, coolly. 

cap without a ribbon. During our whole stay, j “I wish you would say good-bye, for me, to 
her charming costumes, and her picturesque her and the rest,” said I. “ I have no time. I 
head-dresses, had been the admiration of every¬ 
body, and the despair of all the women of her 
age. 

She looked up, as I entered, and paying no 
attention to my greeting, asked, quickly: 

“What ails you? Have you had cholera 
morbus in the night?” 

“Never had it in my life,” said I, feeling 
crosser than was poetical, and no wonder—the 
idea of being asked if one had oolio, when one’s f you know. But I happened to be standing; just 
heart was breaking. j below, on the grass ; and she spoke rather loud. 

“ Then you’re threatened with it,” said she,! Fanny never had a sweet voice. Poor, dev 
stoutly. “ Nothing but a disordered stomach | fanny !*’ 

ever gives one that color.* j “ She is as deceitful and false as only a woman 

“You seem rather pleased,” said I, with ajean be,” cried I; “and Agatha garland is her 
sardonic grin. I match. A decent girl would have told me she 

“ Ah, you are cross—of course—one always is > was engaged, when she saw that I—that I—oh, 
when bilious,” pronounced aunt Gwyn, cheer- j what an accursed fool l am!" I added, 
fully. | “Ali men are, my dear,” said my aunt, con- 

“ Well, X don’t mean to trouble anybody there- \ solingly 
by,” said I. < Just then, there came a knock at the door. 

“ That’s right and religious,” said my aunt. \ ** Come in,” called my aunt. 

1 waved right and religion aside, with a trsgio 5 Agatha Harland entered, 

gesture, and continued: j <l Oh, I beg pardon—I have disturbed you,’/ 

“I am obliged to go home. I must start 1 m ? she said, drawing back, when she saw me. 
mediately.” \ “ Not a bit,” cried my aunt. “ Shut the door, 

“ The change may ward off the attack,” said 
my aunt, in a tone of utter indifference. “ Well, 
since you are going, I have no time to beat about 
the bush—I must speak out. You are a man ot 
honor, and I can trust you. Perhaps, too, what 
I have to say will make you so happy, that it 
will cure your biliousness. Sit down, nephew.’ 


my dear. I can’t stand a draught. Just speak¬ 
ing of you. Fanny Goldborough told Walter you 
were engaged to your cousin—” 

“Aunt!” 1 interrupted—shouted, I fear. 
“And he’s rushing off, because, like a man— 
that is, an idiot—he won’t try to find out what a 
miserable falsehood it was. Settle it between 


must be off—” 

“Well, at least, go in and speak to Mrs. 
Osborne and Agatha.” 

“ There is no necessity,” said 1; and in spite 
of my efcrts, I could not resist adding, “ Miss 
Harland ( wflt be too much occupied, expecting 
her engaged lover, to miss me.” 

“ Yes, I heard Fanny tell you that Agatha was 
engaged,” said my aunt. “ 1 wasn’t listening, 


meant to force me to speak; 

“ What do you wish to tell me? rt I asked. 

“ Fanny Goldborough and I had a long talk, 
last night—” 

“ That doesn’t concern me,” I interrupted. 

“ Yes, it does,” aakVmy aunt. “ Nephew, she 
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you. No, you can’t go, Agatha—that wouldn’t be 
honest or fair—and, thank God, you are both.” 

She ran away, before either of us could speak. 
It was a full hour befiroe we were interrupted. 
Then my aunt looked in, and asked, calmly : 

“ Did you say you were going at noon, nephew ?” 

Well, we nearly hugged her to death : at least, 
she said so. 

“And the door open—and I an unprotected 
widow,” said she. 

“What’s this, what’s this?” called a laughing 
▼oice. 

W f e turned, and saw Fanny Goldborough, stand¬ 
ing on the threshold. 

“Come in, my dear, come in,” cried my aunt. 
“ Oh, Fanny, you know what we were talking of, 
last night. Well, you need have no remorse— 
you were mistaken. You were mistaken, too, in 
thinking Agatha was engaged to young Meares. 
She’8 engaged to my nephew, here. Come and 
congratulate them.” 

Fanny Goldborough grew' ghastly, through all 
her paint. For my own part, if I could have 


\ sunk through the floor, to rid her of ^the hu- 
| miliation of my presence, I would have done 
j so. As for Agatha, she looked ready to burst 
into tears. 

S The widow tried to speak; but her voice 
l choked. She turned and fled, 
j “ Poor, dear Fanny,” said my aunt. “ Retribu- 
j tion overtakes people, sooner or later.” 

Our vehement reproaches did not move her, in 
| the least. She would not repent her cruelty, and 
\ she never has. 

Fanny Goldborough left Lake George, that day, 
and sailed for Europe, and we have never seen 
l her since. 

Agatha and I are two very happy people; and 
| my aunt has never once, donned a plain gown or 
| a severe cap, since her godson—our wonderful 
\ baby—was born. 

| “ It’s my work, the whole of it—baby and all,” 

she often says. “ I knew Walter had never really 
\ been in love, and I knew he would love my Agat ha; 
| but I forgot to tell Fanny so, in time. Poor, dear 
I Fanny!” 


IN GOLD BROCADE. 

BY FANNY DRISCOLL. 


Dussvd in the gown her grandame wore, 

A flower-faced girl with sunny hair, 

A fragile girl a breath might crush, 

With serious eyes, and graceful air. 

And small hands, rosy-tipped and fair, 
Dressed in the robe her grandame wore. 

A robe fit fora Roman wife. 

Or some tall, stately queen of old. 

With flashing eyes and regal brow; 

Not for a girl wtth hair of gold. 

And eyes like sunehine in a wold. 

This robe fit for an Amazon. 

A girl, whose silken head but comes 
To your broad, ihoulder, as you stand 
Looking at her, with fhrtlve smiles 
At her sweet manner, gracious, grand-* 

At her arched foot, her dainty hand, 

This girl so fair, and small, and slight. 

Who wears the gown of ancestors, 

A stiff brocade of tawny hues, 

Bestrewn wtth Oriental palms, 

In crimson, gold, and sliver-blues; 

With pensive eyes that ever muse, 

This girl in her ancestral gown. 

Not e’en the diamond-buckled shoes 
Gan make her tall or stately-grand, 

With their high heels. With motion alow, 
She waves the feathers In her hand, 

And asks you if you ever fanned 
Bo old a personage before. 


A diamond star gleams at her throat. 

That lily-like blooms from her lace— 
The yellow lace, so priceless old, 

That makes more like a rose her face, 
With its soft dimples and its grace— 
Above the diamonds at her throat. 

An Indian perfume lingers in 
The heavy folds of this brocade; 

A sluggish, dreaming, Indian scent, 
That makes all modem fancies fade, 

And some dame, gorgeously arrayed, 
Stands near yon, with the Indian scent 

Slow shaking from her garments rich: 

An ancient dame, with powdered hair, 
And haughty features cold and stern, 
And all about her jewels rare— 

She stepped down from the picture there, 
The great ancestress of your Jove. 

You stoop and kiss a rosebud mouth, 

With lips that have grown half afraid; 

You clasp her close In sudden fear. 
Your little love in old brocado,. 

And bid her cease this masquerade. 

And kiss again the rosy mouth. 

The shadows of the afternoon 

Have moved toward twilight in the hall; 

One broad, red shaft of sunset-light 
Strikes the old picture on the wall; 

But close beside you, nestles all 
That yon have won this afternoon. 
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We were all in the same boarding-house, in one > Italian, in the bosom of their family, and then 
of the smaller of the beautiful old cities of Italy, having taken on English servants for his sake, the 
and had lived like another “ happy family,” all big, old, empty palace had gradually developed 
winter. But one day, Miss Green, and her • into a most popular boarding-house, 
friend Miss Brown, two English old maids, \ “We were meaning to leave on Thursday,” 
coming down to breakfast, declared that each ; continued the irate Green and Brown, “ but now 
had missed a pair of silk stockings, “ quite new, j we will stay, and insist that the creature be sent 
you know.” away. She is evidently too handsome to be good 

Now, as no one was supposed to enter their j for anything.” 
respective virgin bowers, but themselves and the \ “ Oh, come along, now,” remonstrated the 

two chambermaids, what could be more clear \ captain. “Aw, don’t you know, you’ll take 
than one of them had taken the stockings. s away the poor thing’s chawacter, and—aw, she’ll 

Misses Green and Brown were sure that the s never have another chawnce, you know, to get an 
thief could not be the new little contadina, en- l honest living.” 

gaged since the house filled up for the spring j “ It’s very easy to understand the captain’s 
season, because, though they did not say so, she • interest in keeping such a creature in the house,” 
was hideously plain-looking, and none of the < bridled Miss Green. 

gentlemen ever looked at her. “ No, it was that \ “ But very difficult to comprehend the curious 

* trollope ’ that did it,” they declared. \ suspicions of some people, who were never 

Unfortunately, “that trollope” possessed a s tempted to the sins they think so much about,” I 
remarkable degree of beauty, united to a sort of > responded Miss Laura, with a glance at Miss 
proud and cold bearing. Above all things, she \ Green’s well-developed moustache, 
was admired by the men; and everyone knows { The captain became apoplectic with suppressed 
that this last is the worst of crimes, in the eyes !> delight, at this; and the Misses Brown and 
of ugly and antiquated spinsters. 

“ I won’t believe it,” said the captain, stoutly. 

“ Not a bit of it.” 

The captain was a tall, handsome Englishman ; 
but constitutionally affected with the swell “aw, 
ye know;” utterly destitute of the letter “r” in 
his vocabulary; and was in abject submission to 
the fascinations of a certain Miss Laura Lawrence, l will cost her her life,” he said. “I have told 
whom I was chaperoning. j the ladies Green and Brown this ; but they have 

Miss Laura looked up, and thanked the cap- l no mercy, and no pity for my poor wife, who 
tain, with her eyes. Evidently she did not * cannot keep the house without Pia.” 
believe in Pia’s guilt. A hot discussion ensued. j “ Well, nothing can be done,” I said, “till after 
The captain stood manfully to his guns ; but \ our picnic at your villa. Without Pia to arrange 
Miss Green and Miss Brown both insisted that 
Pia was the criminal, and should be sent about 
her business forthwith. “ And so we’ve told the 
padrone they cried, both in the same breath. 

The latter, let me say, belonged to an 

ancient family, and had been educated for the _ __ __ 

church; but had committed the indiscretion of ^ now all chance of such exodus was past, until 
falling in love with a pretty girl, with a long s justice should be done upon Pia; and so we were 
pedigree for her only portion ; and the two, hav-' compelled to include them in the invitation. / 
ing united their destinies, had gone to the j The eve before the expedition, we ladies were 
padrone 8 immense old palace, to live, or rather ; assembled in the grand salon, when the captain 
to starve. But fate had come to their aid. \ came in, and sat down by Laura, putting on a look 
From having, first, taken in a stranger to learn \ of sudden intelligence 
(21tt, 


s for us, it will be a complete failure. Let us wait, 
s For the padrone owned a small villa, a few 
\ miles outside the walls, and had asked us all to 
\ breakfast there. A day had been named, pur- 
J posely later than that on which we expected the 
'i departure of Green and Brown : but 


J Green, with a sniff, left the room. 

5 “ Bwavo, bwavo,” cried the captain. “You 

I have repulsed the Old Guard, Miss Laura.” 

We now summoned the padrone , to concert 
measures for Pia’s protection. 

“ If only she be not sent back to her unhealthy 
Maremma home, in the spring of the year, which 
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“Quick!” cried Miss Laura. “You have i 
found out something ?” \ 

“The O’Gheoghegan’s got an ideaw, aw,” \ 
began the captain. The O’Gheoghegan was an j 
Irish artist, and staying in the house: sharp- 
witted, like all of his race. 

“ Is it to exculpate Pia?” asked Laura. 

“ He won’t tell me a wawd, the beggaw; but 
he says, aw, that it’s all wight.” 

“You goose! Why didn’t you make him 
tell?” demanded Miss Laura, impatiently, 
though I noticed she left her tiny hand in the 
captain’8 big one, who straightway lost his head. 
Luckily, they were behind a port&re. 

“ If I may keep this hand for my whole life, 

I will go and make him tell,” says the captain, 
without a single aw. “ I will, indeed, try to 
merit it—” 

“ It is not worth so much, and you are a dear 
old fellow,” says that candid little person, with a 
caressing touch of her small fingers upon the 
handsome head bowed before her; “but I will 
talk of nothing till Pia is cleared or convicted.” 

1 saw him capture and kiss the pretty hand, as 
I discreetly turned my back; and then midnight 
chimed, and we all went away to our beds. 

We set off early, the next day, for the villa. 
The oook, the maids to wait, and the provisions 
went in a cart, drawn by white oxen, with red 
fringes on their heads; and the rest followed in 
carriages. The morning was lovely. The hills 
were bathed in a soft, purple haze. Soon, the; 
quaint, walled city was left behind. Half way 
to the villa, I alighted, with the captain and Miss j 
Laura, to take a short cut across fields. When j 
we had nearly reached the house, we sat down j 
on a bank to rest. It was by the side of a rivulet, 
and, under a high hedge, where the acacias and < 
laburnums were in full bloom. Laura was trying, j 
laughingly, to teach the captain not to call the | 
padrone the “pwopwietaw,” when I heard a} 
man’8 voice, in passionate remonstrance, on the | 
other side of the hedge. 

“ How much better, my soul,” the speaker 
was saying, “if you had not been so proud. Oh! 
if you had only oome to me, to be my wife, in 
spite of my aunt—” 

“ To come to you,” interrupted a woman’s voice, 
that I recognized as Pia’s, at once, “ as an unwel¬ 
come wife—to your family, at least ? Never!” 

“ But never unwelcome to me. What matters 
the aunt, in that case ?” The soft Tuscan never 
seemed so coaxing and irresistible. 

“ Oh 1 Achilte rmo t ask me no more,” cried Pia, 
tears in her voice, “ now that you know me to be 
disgraced, dishonored, called a thief. I can 
aerer, never, now, be an honest man s wife.” 


“ Listen, my ftoul,” pleaded the lover. “ I 
have drawn a bad number. I am in the con¬ 
scription for the year. Marry me first, and the 
aunt will love you for my sake, when I am gone. 
I cannot leave you to suffer. When you are my 
wife,”—with fierce emphasis—“ let anyone call 
you thief, if they dare.” 

“And you listen, Achille,” answered Pia, 
firmly. “ I will never be your wife, until my 
good name is cleared. What! shall I bring my 
blighted name, to hide it in your honest, loving 
heart ? Men would cry ‘ thief’ after us. Never!” 

There was a brief silence; then we heard her 
quick footsteps, as she went away through the 
grass. 

“ It’s a blawsted shame,” was the captain’s 
audible comment. 

Miss Laura was beyond speech; and I was 
crying, heartily. 

“Don’t; now, weally, you mustn’t cwy, my 
deaw gawls. She shall surely be wighted, if I 
have to waise a wumpus and have in the beaks, 
you know,” protested the captain. 

In spite of the irrelevance of the police idea, 
we were somewhat comforted by the captain’s 
determination, and soon overtook the ox-wagon, 
and jogged on toward our lunchqon. 

When the viands were eaten, and the coffee 
served, the O’Gheoghegan, who had hitherto 
preserved a portentous silence, suggested a visit 
to a clump of acacias near by. 

“Yes, we will go down under the acacias,” 
said Miss Laura. “ They look so cool.” 

“ Quite too awfully nice and cool, of cawse,” 
chimed in the captain; and we descended in a 
body, to disoover, on the green sward, before the 
clump, a sort of peddler, with his little cart drawn 
by & gray donkey. 

We all bought more or less, except the Misses 
Green and Brown, who sat rigidly apart, and 
read “ Watts on the Mind.” 

“ Me dear young ladies,” said our Irish artist, 
at last, going towards the pair, with some Sor¬ 
rento silk stockings. “ Now, as yez have lost 
some hose, yez moight, perhaps, find the very 
idintical moral av ’em here.” 

“The very pair!” shrieked Miss Green. 

Meantime, the captain had come forward, 
waving a sage-green pair; and then Miss Brown, 
in turn, shrieked, “ The very pair!” 

“ Av yez’d be so obligin’, fwat very pair d’yez 
mane?” demanded our artist. 

“Our stolen stockings,” screamed the two. 
“That ‘trollope’ sold them to this man.” 

The fact seemed patent, as the peddler had none 
other; and finally he confessed having bought 
them of a “ ragazzaccia” a naughty girl. The 
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good Irishman did not seem very much astonished 
at this confession, and, after some little discussion, 
the stockings were returned to their owners, who 
immediately demanded the public conviction of 
the thief. Miss Laura and I began to object. But, 
for the first time in our experience, the captain 
insisted, in a most manful way, upon justice. 

“My poor Pia,” I said. “I couldn’t have 
believed it.” 

The padrone was called, and the padrona, and 
they appeared, followed by the old cook marshal' 
ling the two maids and the scullion. 

Pia stood, however, in proud, unrecognizing 
stateliness, eyeing the peddler. But Medea, the 
chambermaid, had no sooner seen him, than she 
tried to tesoape, dodging under the cook’s arm. 
But the cook was too quick for her; she was 
brought back, and made to face the peddler. 

“Oh, Barricalla’s Medea,” whined the latter, 
addressing her, “ why have you sold me stolen 
stockings? If these signore were not so ador¬ 
able and illustrious, they might think me a 
receiver of stolen goods.” 

“And they’d be right,” said Miss Green, 
sharply, ignoring her favorite. 

“ It is the first time,” sobbed Medea. “ If the 
good signore will let me go home, I will be for¬ 
ever cured of wickedness.” She wrung her hands, 
r and gave way to showers of tears, as she spoke. 

Pia, stood by all this time, growing paler and 
paler. But now the padrona fell upon her neck, 
and the padrone shook her hand, while we all 
crowded around to congratulate her on the estab¬ 
lishment of her innocence, till she very nearly 
fainted with the revulsion of feeling. 

On the way home, the O’Gheoghegan, the cap¬ 
tain, Miss Laura, and I, occupied the interior of 
a coach, alone; and as we jingled along in the 
golden sunset air, the O’Gheoghegan explained the 
scene we had just witnessed ; for i# appears he 
had been playing the part of deteCtivM*' 

“ Bliss yer sowl, I saw that piddler a-loafin* 
about, an’ the Maydayar a-discdursin’ with him; 
and so 1 put this an’ that together, and asked 
him to show me the silk stockin’s he’d have till 
sell, at ahl; an’ whin he shilly-shallied, I tuk 
’im be the scruff, an’ sint ’im over the wall, like. 
Aft her that, I found him aminable till gintle 
tratement; an* for a considheration he tould me 
ahl about it, pervided the little gal wfis ter be let 
aff. An’ now the purty Pia’s free, blessed be 
the saints in heaven.” 

Misses Brown and Green, finding themselves 
in an uncomfortable minority, on our return, took 
an early leave, the next morning; but left no 
words of apology for Pia, who had helped to pack 
their boxes, with angelic forgiveness. 


But now came the captain’s trouble. Miss 
Laura declared that she had kept her word, in that 
she had given her promise to be his, as soon as 
Pia’s good name was freed; but she insisted that 
this promise implied that Captain Jermyngharn’s 
mother and sisters should receive her with open 
arms. “ Otherwise,” she said, with a little pout, 
“it can’t be, of course.” 

Now, it is well known by Americans, who have 
visited in that holy of holies, the county families 
of England, that the idea prevails among such 
people that an American girl, although she may 
not be quite a “ red-skin,” is sure to retain most 
of the habits of her native wilds. Thus the cap¬ 
tain’s declaration of his intention to marry Laura 
was greeted with tears by his sisters, and stern 
despair by his doting mother. 

In vain the poor fellow tore his curly hair, and 
vowed that his family would adore Laura; “ he 
was sure of it,” if she would only consent first to be 
Mrs. Jermyngham. She was inexorable. Things 
were at a dead lock, indeed. 

The captain came to me, at last, in despair. 

“ My dear captain,” I said, “ she is under my 
care, as you say; but I have no ftirther influence 
with her; and I’m not sure that she isn’t right. 
Stop. Don’t rage up and down, like a mad lion. 
Let me give you a hint. If I were you, I would 
try the effect of a little absence. The quail are 
said to be magnificent, just now, down on the 
Maremma. Go off, and take no leave .” 

He begged just to be allowed to see Miss Laura 
once again; but I was obdurate; and the early 
morning train took him off. 

By some mysterious means, Pia seemed to 
understand the state of affairs; and when letters 
from England came for the captain, she brought 
them to me. 

“ If the signora keeps them till the big captain 
comes back,” she said, shrewdly, “perhaps his 
mother will be anxious, and come. Then she 
will see the lovely Americana.” For she seemed 
to think that a sight of Miss Laura would do for 
the mother, as it had for the son. 

A week passed, and I pretended I must go to 
Rome. But strange to say, Miss Laura opposed 
this, silently. Meantime, I noticed that her wit 
and gayety were a trifle forced. 

Suddenly, there came a telegram from the cap¬ 
tain’s doctor, saying that an accident had pre¬ 
vented the captain from writing, as he had daily 
done, heretofore, to Laura. His gun had gone off, 
and his arm was disabled. A similar dispatch 
went to England. That very day, the padrone 
received a reply from the mother, ordering rooms 
for herself and two daughters. 

I did not find it necessary to tell Laura of the 
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accident, or that the old lady was coming. Nor her family would ever consent that she should 
was I present when Mrs. Jermyngham arrived, marry an Englishman; so I wished her to think 
Tired, worn out, anxious, half insane from trying him neglectful.” 

uselessly to make porters, guards, and servants Telegrams passed Tapidly, that day. The 
understand her, she reached the house. mother was, so to speak, on her knees to us. 

Miss Laura was in the dimly lighted talon, A certain private message, from myself to the 
alone, touching the piano dreamily, with a refrain captain, brought the response, before night, how- 
of Kucken’s; as they came up the long hall. ever, that he was able to travel. 

“ Oh, mamma,” said the oldest Miss Jermyng- Indeed, when he appeared, the next afternoon, 
ham, “ I hear a person playing, who knows the only sign of his accident was his arm in a 
music. She must be civilized, at least; and sling. All went swimmingly. His mother 
can tell us if there is news from Regy.” kissed and wept over him, and then passed 

“Go in, Lucy/’ said the poor mother. “She j him on to Miss Laura/before presenting his 
is probably German, as she plays Kucken; but sisters ; and I think the wedding-day was named, 
Bhe must have a heart; and she will tell us what before twenty-four hours were past, I guaran- 
this Italian is trying to explain.”. teeing, meanwhile, that Laura’s family should 

The second daughter entered the room, and consent, 
went quickly to the piano, saying: Next day, early, the captain came into my 

“Dear, kind Fraiilejn, could you tell us if salon, while the handsome Pia was finishing her 
Captain Jermyngham’s wound is better? Is he 4 us ^ n g* 

still alive?” “ You villain!” said I, shaking my finger at 

Miss Laura, as you know, was ignorant of her him. “ I believe you’re no more wounded than I 
lover’s hurt. She lifted two splendid, brown, am.” 

frightened eyes to her interrogator; rose to her “ I am so happy that I must kiss you,” he cried, 
feet, with a startled cry; and fell fainting into “ You won’t let me ? Well, I confess. It was Pia 
that person’s arms. S who told me to just put a buckshot in the fleshy 

“Oh, mamma, mamma!” cried Miss Lucy, “it pa wt of my awm, if I wanted to bwing ’em all 
must be Regy’s pretty American, and. I have killed s down, you know ; and it’s been quite too awfully 
her.” ! successful, hasn’t it, now? Pia’s a twump.” 

Meantime, I was descending to the salon; and The scamp looked so handsome that I could not 
hearing the noise, came running in. but forgive him. So I condoned his guilt, and 

The padrone brought a light; I whipped out j even swore not to tell. But I fancy the O’Gheo- 
my salts; and the three tired English ladies j ghegan scented out the affair: for, from that 
helped with good will: for they were quite com- < day out, he went into convulsions of laughter, 
quered, when they saw what a pretty, loving \ whenever the captains wound was mentioned, 
creature their red-skin enemy was. I hastily j The captain has paid for a substitute for Pia’s 
informed them that Miss Laura had known i lover, out of gratitude for the good creature’s 
nothing of the captain’s wound, adding, “ I am \ mendacious suggestion; and both marriages 
her chaperon, and ”—a malicious invention, a {took place before we left the dear old city for 
sudden inspiration on my part—“ I did not think < the summer. 


BUT A DREAM. 

BT ELLA WHEELER. 


Waj there a Bummer of sun and bloom. 

Of perfume and tropical scents like musk? 

Did some one come In the twilight's gloom, 

And go when the fair moon lit tho dusk 
With her soft pervading beam? 

Ko: it was only a dream. 

Was there laughter and lore and light, 

And murmured sounds on the portico ? 
bid the world seem beautifdl, fair and bright? 

Were there paseionato eyes that shone in the glow 
Of a fine cigar’s red gleam? 

Ko: it was only a dream. 

% 

Was there a path thro’ a summer wood ? 

Were there bright-winged birds that were mad with mirth? 


Was there a heart that thought life good. 
And heaven no fairer than this old earth? 
Was there a laughing stream ?. 

Ko: it was only a dream. 


On^r a dream of a sleeper’s brain. 

. Thero was no summer of bloom and sun. 

And the world is troubled and full of pain, 

And the woods are leafless, and bare, and dun. 
There was never a bird that sang at all; 

And nothing but rain on the portico; 

And never a season but sad old Fall, 

In this desolate earth, I know. 

Nothing is as it seems. 

Dreams, pitiful dreams. 

Dreams, pitiful dreams! 
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CHAPTER VII. 

DESDEMOXA. 

The day after the berrying party was one of 
the finest of the season; and Doctor Williams 
pronounced it the day, of all others, for his 
patient to make her first essay of the sun-cure. 
A light stretcher had already been manufactured, 
under his directions, and everything was soon 
made ready. Mrs. Vivian, vinaigrette in hand, 
fluttered about, in everybody’s way ; and yet was 
more tolerable than usual: for she was, for the 
moment, more engrossed in her child than in 
herself. Magdalene, pale, firm-lipped, and silent, 
was everywhere, also; but giving judicious help, 
as the doctor, assisted by Ray, bore their light 
burden into the open air. 

Alice had looked at Ray with curiosity. 

“ lie is very nice,” she whispered, to Magda¬ 
lene. “ He looks just like his voice, don’t he?” 

The stretcher was put down, in the shelter of a 
clump of white pines and balsam firs, at the hither 
or south side of which was a lovely little nook, 
carpeted with pine needles, shaded by a tremulous 
canopy of green, and odorous with the aromatic, 
half intoxicating perfume, drawn by the hot sun 
from the balsams. Here, Magdalene had been ac¬ 
customed, for some time, to swing her hammock. 

“ No, not into the shade r ” ordered the doctor, 
ns Ray made for the hammock. “That will do 
for Miss Magdalene: but Miss Alice wants the 
sun. There, put it down here. Now, my child, 
bask and breathe.” 

“Oh, how nice,” said Alice. “Thank you, 
doctor; you brought me out so nicely: and 
thank you, too, Mr. Ray. Don’t go away, please. 
Sit down and talk. I had rather people talked, 
than read to me.” 

So Ray sat down, and, in answer to some gentle 
questioning from Alice, told the names of the sur¬ 
rounding mountains, pointed out the scene of the 
accident, and finally drifted into an animated de¬ 
scription of winter life, and its amusements, in 
Crosnest, including the story of the great snow, 
three winters back, when they dug a tunnel from 
the house to the barn, and were thirty-six hours 
in doing it. 

“But the poor horses and cows,” exclaimed 
Alice. “ Didn’t they have anything to eat, all 
that time?” 

( 220 ) 


“Yes,” replied Ray. “We got out of that 
window in the garret, and walked on snow-shoes, 
to the top of the barn, and climbed up the roof to 
the scuttle, and pried it off—for it was hooked 
inside—and then jumped down on the hay, and 
so got to them.” 

“Didn’t you find it hard, walking on snow- 
shoes?” asked Magdalene, carelessly. 

“ Oh, no, I had tried it before, for fun,” re¬ 
plied the young man; and Magdalene, with a 
little nod of success, remarked: 

“ I thought you were ihe one who went.” 

Alice laughed her pretty laugh; and Ray 
blushed, almost angrily, as he replied: 

“ Of course. Father has too much rheumatism 
for such work, and Jabez was only a boy.” 

“While you?” suggested Magdalene, half ma¬ 
liciously. 

“ I was about twenty: your own age, I believe, 
Miss Magdalene.” 

“Yes; but I don’t intend walking on snow- 
shoes, nor dropping through barn-roofs, nor 
becoming a hero in any shape.” 

“ But how did you get them to water, Mr. 
Ray?” interposed Alice. “I have seen you and 
your brother ride the horses down to the brook, 
several times; but you couldn’t do that, then.” 

“ No, and it wouldn’t have been much use, if I 
could; for the brook was frozen solid. There is a 
well in the barn cellar, and a ftirnace where we 
boil the pigs’ and hens’ food, in cold weather.” 

“ But wasn’t the well frozen ?” * 

“Yes, pretty solid.” 

“ And how did you get through the ice?” 

“ Well, I had to go down, and chop it out.” 

“ Down in that frozen well ?” exclaimed dainty 
Alice, in horror. “ And all alone in the barn?” 

“Yes, except the horses, and cows, and pigs, 
.and hens.” 

“Oh, they would have been no use, if you had 
fallen, and needed to be pulled out. But how 
did you get down, and how did you get up 
again ?” 

“ I had the well-rope, you know; and I took a 
hint from a miner’s story I had been reading, 
and stuck a candle in a lump of mud on the front 
of my cap. Coming up was the worst, for the 
rope was icy, and my hands pretty stiff; and it 
was as much as I could do to hold on.* All at 
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once, it came into my head how Jack kept strik¬ 
ing his hatchet into the beanstalk, and singing, 
* Hitch, my hatchet, and up I go;’ and so I 
hitched my hatchet in between the stones, and up 
I went, a good deal easier. When I got to the 
edge of the well, though, I just rolled over on 
the ground, and lay still a spell.” 

Oh, Mr. Ray,” exclaimed Alice, softly; and 
her blue eyes were misty with sympathy. 

“You have an admirable qualification for a 
self-made man, Mr. Ray,” remarked Magdalene, 
superciliously. “ You read all sorts of things, 
and remember, and turn them to account. The 
snow-shoes, the miner’s candle, and Jack’s 
hatchet, you see. They all were the result of 
study, evidently.” 

“ And yet I don’t claim to be a self-made man, 
Miss Magdalene,” said Ray, with a dusky fire 
kindling in his eyes, for he felt the sarcasm. 

“No?” askysd Magdalene, airily. 

“ No. I claim a higher position than that; 
for I was made by God, the very same God who 
made you.” 

“ Yes, He makes everybody, no doubt; but— 
with a difference. It says, in the Bible, one ves¬ 
sel Is made to honor, and one to dishonor, you 
know.” 

“Oh, Meddie, don’t, dear,” half whispered 
Alice, putting her transparent morsel of a hand 
upon her sister’s neok. Magdalene drew the 
little hand around, and kissed it; and holding it 
in her own, said: 

“ Won’t you tell Alice about that bear and her 
cabs, that you found in the cave, last autumn ? 
The cave is up on that mountain over there, Allie.” 

“Oh, do tell me, please, Mr. Ray.” 

“If you would only please say Ray, simply,” 
said the young man. “ I am not used to a title, 
even that of Mister. None of we rustics are,” 
bitterly. 

“ Well then, Ray. By the way, is that your 
whole name ? Or is it Raymond, or something 
like that?” asked Alice, with her gentle and 
winning smile. 

“ My real name is Raphael,” said the young 
man, coloring a little, and glancing from one 
sister to the other, as if to discover some expres¬ 
sion of ridicule. Alice only nodded pleasantly, 
however; but Magda^ne could not resist the 
saucy inquiry :• 

“ After the archangel ?” 

“I really don’t know, Miss Magdalene.” 

“ And I’m sure it’s a very nice name, whoever 
R was for,” suggested Alice, almost impatiently: 
for Magdalene’s perversity wearied, and well nigh 
annoyed her, to-day. “But about the bear, Ray ?’ ’ 

80 Ray told about the bear; and although he 
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made his own prowess os unobtrusive as possible, 
and laid his success to happy accident, to the 
heavy charge in his gun, and to all sorts of other 
things, it was evident enough that his own cool 
courage had been the real factor. 

Alice listened, with clasped hands, and radiant 
eyes fixed upon the speaker’s handsome face, 
while her color kindled and faded with every 
alternation of the story. Magdalene listened, 
also; but never looked up from the bit of cro- 
chetting she hod taken out of Alice’s fingers, nor 
spoke; until Ray, somewhat abruptly, ended 
with, “ That’s all of it.” Then she said, “ Except 
that the bear tore your shoulder so, that the 
doctor thought you’d lose your right arm.” 

“Oh, your right arm? You?” cried Alioe, 
the tears springing to her eyes. “ It is bad 
enough for me to a cripple—but you 1” 

“I suppose I couldn’t do the work of the sta¬ 
tion in life where it has pleased God to place me, 
if I had no right arm,” replied Ray, in the tone 
of bitter jest habitual to him. But Alice said, 

“ You have no right to complain, as you do, of 
that, Ray; for it is a station where you can do 
brave and heroic acts, and help weak and depen¬ 
dent creatures, and be a comfort to your mother—” 

“ It was she who told you about the bear 
tearing my arm,” said Ray, turning sharply upon 
Magdalene. 

“ Yes,” replied the latter, absently, her whole 
mind intent upon her crochet. 

But at this point, the conversation was inter¬ 
rupted ; for Mrs. Vivian, who had been exas¬ 
perating Jacquita almost into rebellion, by absurd 
directions and undeserved reproofs, came minc¬ 
ing out of the house, her veil down, her gloves 
on, and a large green parasol protecting her 
complexion; which never could bo hurt by the 
sun, although it would not stand water. 

At her approach, Ray arose, bowed to the 
sisters, and sauntered away, tossing his torn, 
hat upon his head, in a defiant sort of fashion. 

“ How can you sit right out in the sun so,. 
Magdalene?” cried Mrs. Vivian,as she came up. 
“ No wonder your skin is so coarse and blowsy.. 
And what was that insolent young man doing 
here, all the morning? I came out into this 
horrible glare, on purpose to drive him away.. 
Who permitted him to sit down?” 

Magdalene raised her head, and opened her* 
lips; but the slender little fingers, nestling on< 
her neck, gave it a warning pressure; and Alice 
said, pleadingly: 

“ Oh, mamma, dear, don’t object to him, please.. 

I like him.” 

“Oh, well, my pet, if you can find anything 
in such rustics to amuse you, I won’t interfere,” 
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said mamma, with a shrug. “ But be very care¬ 
ful to keep the creature in his place. After all, 
it’s a good deal like the court ladies of the 
Grande Monarque’s time, haring dwarfs and 
fbols to divert them.” 

It took a good pinch to keep Magdalene quiet, 
this time; and os it was, she jumped up, and 
ran into the house, saying she must bring Alice 
a glass of milk. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

AN AWKWARD MISTAKE. 

The golden summer days went on. Every 
morning, Alioe was brought out upon her couch, 
and laid beneath the fragrant fir trees; and 
always, whether it was the doctor, or Jacquita, 
or Magdalene, who carried the foot of the 
stretcher, it was Ray who bore the head ; and he 
almost always stayed for a little chat with the 
invalid, coming again at noon to see how she 
fared, and again in the middle of the afternoon to 
take her back to the house. 

The father grumbled a little, at what he called 
Ray’s neglect of his form labor, and wondered 
any man could take pleasure in sitting beside a 
sick girl’s couch, or in showing Magdalene where 
ferns, and wild flowers, and birds’ nests, and 
lichens, were to be found. But Mrs. Shillaber 
said it was, after all, no more than his due; 
and besides, as she once added, in a mysterious 
undertone, “ He’s of a different nature from Ja- 
bez, anyway. There’s no knowing just what was 
done for him, that Hallow Eve.” 

This allusion always silenced Shillaber, who 
had long since ceased to hold any definite theory 
on the subject, and did not like to hear of it. 

Others, beside the Shillaber family, had noted 
and commented upon Ray’s inconstancy to his 
labor; and os Colonel Lithbridgo drove Mrs. 
Vivian home, one afternoon, from a call at the 
farmhouse, he suddenly inquired: 

“ What is that young bumpkin always doing 
around your girls? Why do you allow it?” 

“Oh, it amuses Allie to hear him talk, and 
the poor child can have so little recreation,” be¬ 
gan Mrs. Vivian. * 

But the courteous colonel interrupted her, 
with a most discourteous sneer. 

“ Alice! It’s Magdalene that he admires.” 

“ No, do you think so?” exclaimed the mother, 
and then, with her false little laugh, added, care¬ 
lessly, “ But what matter, if he does? The cat 
may look at the king, or the queen, you know. 
All the worse for him.” 

“ Not if the queen stoops to caress the cat,” 
the colonel. “ It is your duty to look 

into it.” 


“ Oh, dear!” exclaimed the lady, pettishly. 

“ There you go again, with your eternal lectures, 
about my duty, and—and all. I wish you had 
the right to manage the girl yourself.” 

“ I wish I hod. I would gladly assume it, if 
you could give it me,” said the oolonel. 

Mrs. Vivian’s pulses gave a wild throb of sur¬ 
prise and delight. Were the efforts of years to 
be crowned thus suddenly and unexpectedly? 
She eagerly turned her face toward him, and 
through the thick veil her eyes burned like stare 
upon the man at ker side, whose drawn brows, 
gloomy eyes, and sullen mouth, looked very 
little like those of a lover. But Fanny Vivian 
was not a physiognomist. 

“Would you?” gasped she. “Will you? 
Yes, indeed, I will give it you, Rafe. 1 have 
always loved you, even in the old days, when 
you loved Margaruita—” 

“A boy’s love—not to oomparf with this,” 
muttered the oolonel, buried in his own thoughts 
and memories. “I tell you, Fanny, I never 
loved in my life until now, and now it is so that 
if I do not succeed, I will kill myself, or her, or 
my rival.” 

“You have no rival, Rafe. How could any 
sane woman prefer another to you.” 

But still misunderstanding her, he replied: 

“ I tell you, that boy, that lout of the farm 
there, loves her, and she more than likes him.” 

“ Well, but—oh ! Oh, Rafe! What—who 

were you talking about ? You said you loved—” 

He turned, and looked at her, at last; one 
moment in bewilderment; then in comprehen¬ 
sion ; and then with a flash of cynical amuse¬ 
ment, that burned deep, deep into her vanity; 
nay, let us do her justice, into her wounded and 
outraged love; for she had loved him, with all 
that was in her. He hid the smile in a moment, 
and turning away, said, quietly: 

*• I was saying, you know, that I loved Mag* 
dalene, and wished to marry her. Are you sur¬ 
prised ?” 

“Well, yes, colonel,” replied Mrs. Vivian, 
with a ringing little laugh. “ You must excuse 
me for having appeared a little bewildered at the 
idea. I thought you more worldly wise; these 
May and December marriages are so silly.” 

“ But December and December would be still 
more silly, it seems to me,” retorted the oolonel, 
drawing up his horses at the steps of the veran¬ 
dah, where sat half a score of gossips. j 

Two gentlemen came down, the steps, to escort 
Mrs. Vivian up, and a mature maiden leaned , 
over the railing, so that six ears distinctly 
heard Mrs. Vivian’s reply, low and regretful 
though the tone wee: 
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41 Pm very sorry, colonel, very sorry, indeed. 
I never shall marry again; but we are always 
friends and cousins, you know.” 

What could he say? What could he do? 
Nothing. And before night, everybody in that 
house was telling that Colonel Lithbtidge had 
offered himself to MVs. Vivian, in the basket- 
phaeton, and she had refused him. 

In the seclusion of her own room—for she first 
turned out Estelle and locked the door—Mrs. 
Vivian indulged herself in a fit of rage, ending 
in a fit of tears. It was a great strain upon her 
nerves, and it took a long while to repair her 
complexion, eyelashes, eyebrows, and smile; but 
it did her good. After all, Nature will collect 
some of her dues, deny her as we may ; and Mrs. 
Vivian was never more brilliant, physically or 
mentally, than that evening. 

All the same, she was a wickeder woman than 
she hod been, that morning; for the truest love 
she had ever known had curdled into hate. 

And the worst of it all was that the shadow of 
this hate fell upon Magdalene, already an unloved 
child. 


CHAPTER IX. 

TEMPEST WITHIN AND WITHOUT. 

It was some days later, that Magdalene, hav- ; 
ing seen her sister carried back into her bed¬ 
room, and settled for the afternoon sleep, put a 
little volume of Tennyson in her pocket, and 
quietly left the house. In the lane she met the 
elder Jabez, who, after his clumsy nod of 
greeting, paused, wrenched open his lips with 
an effort, and said, 44 Better not go too far.' 
Guess we’re going to have a storm. Look a 1 
them thunder-heads.” 

He pointed, as he spoke, to the southern horizon, 
where great, glittering cumuli, touched at the 
edges with purple, were slowly rising. Magdalene 
glanced, carelessly, at them, and said: 

“ I see. But they are not coming this way. 
We shan’t have rain, I’m quite sure.” 

8he passed rapidly on, and Jabez went to the 
barn, muttering, 4 * Ef conseit would save ’em, 
the gals and boys would have the best of it, here 
and hereafter.” 

But Magdalene was not conceited, this time; 
only indifferent to all outer matters. Her mind 
was in that turbulent and overcrowded condition, 
when one feels that to get away, and have a good 
long think, is more than a pleasure: it is a neces¬ 
sity ; and so long as she might be in motion, and 
alone with the hills, and the sky, and the whis¬ 
pering trees, Magdalene cared little whether 
storm or sunshine ijere around her. 

For days she had been watching Alice uneas¬ 


ily. It was, perhaps, natural that her sister 
should find a pleasant variety in Ray’s society, 
and it was harmless enough for a sick girl to 
like to listen to stories and descriptions of a life 
so unlike her own. 

It was good and kind, too, of the strong, active 
young man, to sit for hours beside the invalid’s 
couch, and give himself up to entertaining her. 
But why need Alice’s soft eyes grow bright and 
joyous, when Ray’s step came through the house 
toward her room? And why did they dwell se 
admiringly upon his face, as he sat talking, and 
follow him so sadly, as he went? And why did 
she seem so restless and distraught, as the time 
for his little visit came around ? And why did she 
fall mtosuch smiling reveries when he was gone? 
And how was it that she listened so eagerly, 
when others spoke of him, and so seldom spoke 
of him herself? And why, if he brought her a 
flower, did she ploy with, and fondle it? 

Could it be, oh, could it be, that Alice, the 
angelic Alice, the dainty, sheltered, flower-like 
Alice, whom they had often said would never 
And a fitting mate among mortal men, was letting 
her heart go out to this youth, so utterly her in¬ 
ferior in every worldly point of view ? Was she 
actually falling in love with a farmer boy ? 

And at this point, the girl’s innate truthfulness 
and justice came welling up, through the crust 
of conventional teaching, and through another 
and more honest feeling, which Magdalene dared 
not name to herself. After all, what if this 
man was a working former ? Was he not a gen¬ 
tleman in heart and feeling—yes, and in manner, 
too ? Ekcept, perhaps, for some accretions, from 
the society to which he had been confined, and 
which would drop off, alinost at once, if he were 
thrown into another clasB. 

44 And Allie would teach him so gently, and so 
sweetly, that he would never take offence. 
Heigho T ’ The last exclamation was muttered, 
half aloud, and the sound of her own voice re¬ 
called Magdalene to a perception of the outer 
world. She paused, abruptly; for she had 
walked very fast, and very for. She looked about 
her. Everything was strange. She had mechan¬ 
ically taken the road leading up into tho hills, 
and seme distance back had struck into a wood- 
path, following its branchings with no reference 
to their direction, and was now lost. 

The afternoon had grown close and sultry, and* 
in the air was that ominous hush, with whieh 
Nature often heralds her wildest commotions. A 
sudden weariness and oppression came over 
Magdalene’8 active limbs and panting lungs. 
She drew two or three heavy breaths, and 
snatched off the hat that stifled her. But the 
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closely serried trees and undergrowth seemed to 
keep off every breath of air; and with an impa¬ 
tient exclamation—for truth to tell, the girl was 
in that mood when very little annoyances became 
unendurable—she pushed on, looking right and 
left for some egress from this stifling spot. 

Before going very far, she discovered it in a 
stony little path, leading steeply up the hill at 
her right. Glimpses of sky through the trees, 
and a smaller growth of wood along the path, 
seemed to indicate that this hill had been at least 
pnrtially cleared, not long before. Magdalene hur¬ 
ried on, hoping to discover, if possible, where she 
was, and what was the homeward route. High up 
the hill, the path suddenly broke off, on a little 
table land, quite clear of trees, or any growth, ex¬ 
cept a thick, short grass, sown here and there with 
the beautiful wild flowers of that region. At the 
farther side, abruptly rose a granite cliff, crowned 
at the very top with a group of pine trees, which 
only added to the sombre effect of the dark and 
seamed front, towering naked and frowning from 
the pretty grass-plot. 

An opening, perhaps three feet in height, but 
wider, near the base of the cliff, attracted Magda¬ 
lene's eye. A cave, evidently: perhaps the shel¬ 
ter of some wild animal, perhaps of some criminal 
hiding from justice; and the girl shivered a little, 
as she thought this : then scornfully smiled at her 
own notion. A sullen peal of t hunder, followed by 
an electric flash, so vivid that she cried out, and 
put her hands over her eyes, announced a nearer 
and less problematic danger; and hurriedly mak¬ 
ing an observation of the sky, so long concealed 
from her, Magdalene perceived that the “ storm,” 
predicted by the old farmer, had become a 
present and pressing reality. The greet white 
cumuli had given place to black and purple 
masses of cloud, piled one upon another, and 
driven wildly before a southerly wind, which 
had for some time been sighing and moaning in 
the treetops, ns if already remorseful for the 
destruction it was about to bring upon the easth. 
The clectrio oppression of the air appeared rather 
increased than lightened by this hot and gusty 
wind; and, as another terrific peal and flash 
seemed to consume the very air about her, and 
great drops of rain came plashing upon her up¬ 
turned face, even Magdalene’s spirit quailed a 
little, and she turned to flee down the path, and 
seek the homeward route, however blindly. 

At this moment, the deep-mouthed bay of a 
large dog caught her attention, at first increasing 
her terror; and then, a familiar tone of the voice 
struck on her ear, suggesting help at hand. 

“ Oh, if it is Bose,” exclaimed she, pausing, and 
clasping her hands. 


[ Now Bose was Ray Shillaber’s dog; and never, 
j if he could help it, absent from his master’s side. 
| Again the dog’s voice sounded; and this time, 
| nearer at hand: and now the clatter of horse’s feet 
j mingled with it. The rain pattered faster; the 
| soughing wind twisted the treetops in fantastic, 

| fearsome forms; the black clouds drooped lower 
| upon the mountain-top; the thunder rattled and 
I rolled; and the lightnings flashed almost without 
| intermission; but Magdalene was no longer afraid, 
j nor thought of flight: but standing there, pliant, 

; yet strong as a young birch tree—that white 
t lady of the woods, which always reminds one of a 
graceful girl-figure—she waited, amid wind, and 
rain, and tempest, for the help that was coming. 

A few minutes more, and with a scrambling 
rush up the steep little path, Bose was at her 
feet, fawning upon her, and uttering breath¬ 
less little yelps of satisfaction and summons to 
the rider who now came pushing up the path, 
the loose stones rolling from beneath his horse’s 
feet, and his own head bent low to escape the 
writhing branches threatening to sweep it off. 

“Oh, Ray! I am so glad to see you,” cried 
Magdalene, eagerly. 

“ Yes; father was worrying for fear you’d be 
caught in tho storm, for they saw you tako this 
road, and so I put the old pillion behind the 
saddle, and laid Bose on your track. You said 
you’d like a chance to try tho pillion; and I have 
been fixing it, as you see.” 

“ How nice I Bring tho horse to this log, 
and—” 

The words were cut short by a terrific peal of 
thunder—one of those rattling, continuous volleys 
that seem to tear one’s very brain asunder, and 
j throw all one’s ideas into a chaos of confusion 
and terror; with it, rather than following it, 
came the hiss of the lightning, and the sulphur 
ous glare, so close to their eyes, that Magdalene 
clasped her hands over hers, crying out, “ We’re 
struck I” 

14 Not yet; but it’s not safe here,” replied Ray, 
hurriedly ; and as if the terrific flash had rent 
the heavens in a new place, a flood of rain poured 
down; not in drops, but in streams so denso as 
to drive the air before it, and make breathing 
almost as difficult as under water. 

Twisting his horse’s bridle to a branch, he 
seized Magdalene’s arm, and hurried her across 
the little prairie, to the mouth of the cave; 
making gestures—for his words were inaudible 
in the noise—that she should creep in at the low¬ 
browed entrance. Unhesitatingly, she obeyed; 
and after penetrating some few feet, found her¬ 
self in a dry and warm chamber, not very lofty 
nor very large, yet sufficiently so to enable her to 
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stand upright, and move about with ease. Ray 
followed ; and as he rose to his feet, said, gently : 

44 You are not afraid to be here, are you ?” 

44 Afraid! Why should I be?’* asked Mag¬ 
dalene, in surprise, 44 1 am very glad of the 
shelter.’* 

44 Well, there are no bears about, now. But 
this is the very cave where I killed the bear, last 
year.” 

44 Is it, really ? What an association 1 But I 
am not afraid, for all that.” 

44 There! I knew you would take it that way! 
Now Lizzie Blake would have screamed, and run 
out in the rain, and said 4 Oh, la! I couldn’t 
stay here another minute, I declare to gracious I 
couldn’t!’” 

44 But the poor horse,” exclaimed Magdalene. 

44 Yes,” replied Ray. 44 1 am very sorry for Tom, 
and also for the saddle and pillion. I couldn’t 
get him in here; but I will go and bring them.” 

He moved toward the mouth of the cave. But 
Magdalene, catching him by the coat, exclaimed: 

44 No, no 1 Don’t go out. Don’t!” 

44 Why not? I don’t mind a little more wet¬ 
ting, and the pillion may be dried, somewhat, if 
I bring it in. W r hy shouldn’t I go?” 

44 Because—it is dangerous out there,” said 
Magdalene, hesitatingly, and with a fiery blush 
burning upon her cheeks in the darkness, which 
yet was not dense enough to hide the flash of 
Hay’s eyes, ns he softly said: 

44 Do you care for my safety ?” 

“Care? I care for every human being’s 
safety. I hope your father and Jabez are safely 
housed.” And Magdalene drew back a step, to 
the limit of the cave, which was hardly larger, 
by the bye, than a hollow tree. 

44 Ah, yes, I see,” exclaimed the young man, 
in the bitter tone so SAdly common to him. 
44 Well, my father, and Jabez, and I, are all 
trained to risk our own comfort and health—life, 
even, at times—to preserve our properly. That 
is the way poor folk must live, Miss Magdalene; 
a man is easily enough replaced, especially so 
unimportant a one os myself; but a saddle is 
worth money.” 

Again he stooped to the entrance, and Magda¬ 
lene no longer opposed him. But at that instant, 
the storm seemed to culminate in a wild mingling 
of thunder, lightning, howling wind, and dashing 
rain, before which the very mountain, within 
whose cleft they were sheltered, seemed to stag¬ 
ger; while the crash of falling trees And rocks, far 
above their heads, was followed by a rushing 
noise close at hand, the patter of earth, the thunder 
of falling rocks, the rustling of foliage, and then 
a stifling cloud of dust, and utter, utter darkness* 


Magdalene, all other feelings merged in bewil¬ 
dering terror, flew to Ray, and clinging close to 
his arm, gasped, in that terrible and stifling 
cloud: 

44 Oh, Ray, Ray, what is it?” 

44 Don’t be frightened—don’t sob so. There, 
there!” And putting an arm around her, the 
brave fellow tried to shelter her face upon liis 
breast, with no more personal thought, in that 
moment, than if it had been a storm-beaten lamb 
or fawn. 

Magdalene did not stop to think about it 
either; but an instinct, deeper than thought, 
made her draw away from that enfolding arm. 
Yet still grasping the sleeve, she again de¬ 
manded : 

44 But what is it? What has happened ?” 

44 1 think—I can’t be sure—but I think the 
lightning must have struck the top of the cliff 1 , 
and brought down a slide of earth and rocks, 
with perhaps a tree or two. I smell fresh 
turned earth, and I heard rocks, and the rustling 
of brauchcs. I have some matches, and will go 
down and look.” 

44 You won’t—of course you can’t go out—but 
don’t do anything dangerous,” said Magdalene, 
incoherently, and laughing nervously, as she 
unclasped her fingers. 

44 No, there is nothing dangerous to do,” said 
Ray, gently. He longed so to enfold and com¬ 
fort this poor, storm-beaten lamb, and dared not. 

44 If only I had a torch, or even some paper. 
Matches last so little time,” said he, scratching 
one against the rock, and sheltering the tiny 
blaze with his two hands. 

Oddly enough, the first use either made of this 
brief illumination, was to look at the other’s face. 
Both were pale; both saw a pair of shining eager 
eyes fixed upon their own; both forced a reas¬ 
suring smile. The match went out. 

44 Some paper,” repeated Magdalene, com¬ 
posedly. 44 You Baid you wanted some paper?” 

44 Yes. The match only lighted one little spot,” 
said Ray, with so much meaning, that the girl's 
cheeks burned again in the darkness. 

Hastily pulling her blue-and-gold Tennyson 
from her pocket, she tore some leaves from it, 
saying, 44 Here! If Tennyson can save our lives, 
it is the best use we can put him to.” 

Lighting another match, Ray took the leaves 
from her hand, and as he touched the light to 
them, paused a moment, and then, with a tremble 
in his voice, read aloud: 

44 Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

I know you proud to bear your name; 

. Your pride la yet no match for mine, 

Too proud to care from whence I came." 
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“ I always thought that young man was not so 
much proud* as very bad-tempered and silly,” 
said Magdalene, sharply. 44 Now I will tear out 
one leaf, at a time, and fold it into an allumette, 
and hand it to you. They will last a great deal 
longer, that way.” 

44 Very well, although I fear—” 

Ray, who was already crouching in the month 
of the cave, suffered his voice to die away in an 
ominous silence. 

Stooping down, Magdalene saw, by the light 
.of the expiring handful of paper, that a solid 
wall of mingled earth and stones opposed him. 

44 Although you fear it is of no use,” said she, 
in a low voice; for ghastly possibilities, of 
which she had not yet thought, rose suddenly 
before her. 

44 More paper, please,” replied Ray, briefly. 
•* Could you creep down here, and hold the light, 
so that I can work with bom hands ?” 

44 Yes. But wait until 1 have folded some 
more paper, to be ready. 1 can do that in the 
dark.” 

44 1 will be digging round this rock, meantime. 
That can be done in the d«.i k, also,” and Ray’s 
voice showed a touch of that blessed hopefulness, 
which is youths armor, and weapon, and tower 
of defence. 

For a few moments, no sound was audible, but 
the rustling of paper, and the soft fall of earth. 
Then Magdalene said, cheerily enough : 

“There, the poet laureate is ready to illumi¬ 
nate the world, once more. Have you a match ?” 

44 Yes. Will you come down here?” 

44 1 am coming. But Ray, how stifling the air 
has grown. We shall die of that, long before we 
starve.” 

Ray did not answer. The apprehension was 
too well founded to be contradicted. Digging 
with both hands into the mass of earth in front of 
him, he already had made a heap large enough 
to fill a bushel measure; but still, as he dug. the 
loose soil from above fell into the cavity he made, 
and the only result of liis labors was to choke up 
the little space, already so cramped, and now 
becoming so suffocatingly hot that Magdalene 
gasped for breath. 

44 It is of no use,” said Ray, suddenly, turning 
his pale and haggard face upon hers. 44 The rock 
tB larger than I thought: it half eovera the en¬ 
trance ; and above thatare the roots of a fallen tree, 
which prevent my getting out any more earth, even 
if it did not fall in so. It only makes matters 
worse to fill the cavo with earth; and the only 
chance, from tho first, was to get an air-liole; but 
that is impossible. I have broken my knife ; and 
at any rate, it was tco weak to cut these roots.” 


“Then there is no hope left?” said Magda¬ 
lene, in a low voice. 

44 None; unless the people at home may come 
to look for us. A pity that I hitched Tom so 
fast. If he had gone home, riderless, it would 
have told the story.” 

44 And Bose?” 

“He stayed with Tom. I thought it would 
crowd you, if he came into the cave. I am glad 
he is outside, now. If he could hear me, I would 
send him home.” 

“ Try,” exclaimed Magdalene. 

Ray whistled amd shouted, once or twice; but 
the dull reverberations from the solid rock around, 
and the equally solid wall of earth and stones in 
front, were all that replied ; and after a few more 
efforts, Ray crept back into the centre of the cave, 
where Magdalene had already retreated. There, 
throwing himself down, he wiped the streaming 
moisture from his forehead, saying: 

44 It is perfectly useless. I can dig no further, 
without tools; and that earth-bank may bo ten 
or fifteen feet thick. We shall be found, some¬ 
time : for the dog will howl; and if the horse 
gets free, he will go home. They will find us, 
some time.” 

“ But not alive,” said Magdalene, in a sombre 
voice. 

Ray was silent, and she repeated the words, 
adding, 44 Will they ?” 

Ray gave a short, unmirthful laugh. 

“Again,” he said, “I see the difference be¬ 
tween you and the girls of my own station in life. 
If you were one of the Blokes, I should evade 
your question, or answer it insincerely, both for 
her sake and my own: for I hate a storm of 
questions and exclamations, and foolish sobs and 
tears; but to you I dare to speak the exact truth. 
This cave is perhaps six feet wide, and ten deep; 
and from three to seven high ; and it is now abso¬ 
lutely air-tight. You know, for yourself, that 
the air is already very much exhausted, and 
very warm—” 

“It is suffocating,” murmured Magdalene, 
plaintively. 

“It is hardly probable that we shall be dis¬ 
covered, before morning,” continued Ray, in * 
hard and determined voice, as of one resolved to 
face the worst. “ And long before that, we shall 
be dead. For myself, I am not Sony. For you, 
I am. I would gladly give my life to save yours; 
but I do not see how it can be done.” 

“No. It cannot. Dead, before morning.” And 
Magdalene, dropping her fhoe into her hands, 
became suddenly silent. For the first time, in 
her young life, 8he was confronting something 

with which she felt powerless to cope. 
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She was roused by Ray’s voice—its peculiar 
tone—for its cold hardihood had changed to a 
strange, almost reckless joy. 

“ And do you know why,” he said, “ I am glad 
to die, now and here, Magdalene? I may call 
you Magdalene now, may I not ?—for, in on hour 
or two, we shall be quite equal.” 

“ We are equal now, Ray; except, I dare say, 
yon are better than I,” replied the girl, humbly. 

“Iam glad to die,” pursued Ray, impetuously, 
" because life would have separated me from you, 
very soon and very hopelessly; and now we shall 
die together: and I love you, Magdalene; I love 
you; I love you. I never expected to say those 
words aloud: certainly never in your hearing; 
and the joy of saying them is well worth death. 
I love you, proud and dainty Magdalene; and 
since you never could have been my wife, I am 
glad no other man can ever be your husband.” 

“That is but a cruel and selfish love,” said 
Magdalene, calmly. “ I expected more of you.” 

“You expected? What!” Jie spoke eagerly. 
H Did you ever think well of me ? Did you see 
anything beyond the rusticity, and the presump¬ 
tion, and the ill-temper, at which you were 
always scoffing? Oh, Magdalene, I have dared 
to suspect, sometimes, that a good deal of your 
scorn was assumed, but—” 

The agitated voice choked and paused, and 
Magdalene’s clear, cold tones took up the word. 

“ Assumed ? Yes, toward you. But the real 
and bitter scorn was for myself, and that was 
not assumed. It is as well that I should die.” 


“Why? What do you mean? Why do you scorn 
yourself, Magdalene, and why are you ready to 
die ? Answer me, for the moments are growing 
short, and in the face of death all earthly reserves, 
and shames, and petty differences, fade away. 
Magdalene, speak the truth, God’s own truth, to me 
now. I love you, with all my heart, and soul, and 
mind; do you, could you ever have loved me?” 

“ I could have loved you—no, I will, as you 
say, speak all the truth; for I am dying, I feel 
that I am dying; I do love you, Ray; I love you 
so well, that I am content to die, dying with 
you; for if I had lived, I could not have lived for 
you; I could not ever have let you know the 
falsehood of my manner toward you.” 

“You love me,” repeated Ray, softly and 
slowly. “ Say it again, till it sounds true. Am 
I dreaming—or is it the mirage of Paradise?” 

“ Ray 1 Your voice sounds so strangely. You. 
are fainting—dying. Oh, my new-found love, 
wait, wait for me.” 

“ Say, ‘ I love you, Ray, I do love you,’ ” 
whispered he, groping in the darkness for her 
hand, and grasping it in his clammy fingers. 

“I love you, Ray; I love you dearly. We 
will die together; and perhaps, beyond, we shall 
find a kinder world than this.” 

“ Will you kiss me, just once, for good-bye to 
this world, my darling?” 

“ Yes. W T e are dead to it, already.” 

And so the chill kiss of death and farewell was 
exchanged. 

[to be concluded.] 
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BT BABBIET 

Or! the blessed little Children, 

With their words of wisdom sweet; 

With their merry, ringing laughter, 

And their pure, unway ward feet; 

With tlieir soft eyes yet unseeirtg 
Dangers dark and wide and wild. 

And the dews of Heav’n still dingtng 
To their garments nndeflled. 

Oh! the blened little children, 

With their brows of drifted snow; 

Do they see the thistles hiding 
Where the roees reddening glow? 

Do they dream of vernal springtime. 

Bumbler song aud forests green, 

’Ere the petals drop their sweetness, 

And the tints of gold are seen ? 

Oh 1 the blessed tittle <ihfldreb, 

Do they ever thlrrtc Of Sin? 

Sorrows rough and deep awaiting, 

Where their feet may enter in? 


MABEL SPA LDINO. 

When in childhoods early morning. 

With their fair hands crowned with flowstl, 
All their holy love looks upward 
From their trusting hearts to ours. 

Long ago, with deep compassion. 

In the centuries far and dim. 

One, with pleading voice and tender, 

Bade the children come to Him. 

Since He blessed them, who can wonder 
At their beauty, pure and fair? 

': What can ever, in its glory. 

With their loveliness compare? 

Heaven blees the little children 1 
Vein's to come Shall pttss away; 

Rosy cheeks must lose their brightness, 
Sunny hair at lust turn gray 
But, oh! heavenly Father, keep them 
Pure of heart and sweet of wilL 
In Thy tender love abiding. 

They will be the children still. - 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The superb picture made by that Indian girl, 
as she leaned through the window, with the breath 
of spring floating through her hair, and the star- 
lit branches of a great tree behind her, was 
enough in itself to startle that little party into 
bewildering admiration ; but there was something 
mere potent than beauty in the sound of her voice, 
which seemed to thrill the air moments after it 
had melted into smiles on her lips—something 
that made General Noel start from his chair, and 
look around wildly, like one who had been 
aroused from the slumberous ease of a dream by 
a sudden shock. Before he could shake off this 
strange impression, Constance had arisen from 
the piano, and approached the window. 

“Come in,” she said, graciously ; “tht night 
air is damp. Your head is uncovered, and you 
may take cold.” 

Washanee laughed, with a soft, musical shout, 
looking up playfully into the young lady’s face. 

“ Cold? What is that? Are not some leaves 
on the trees yet? Why should anyone be cold ?” 

“ You do not understand, perhaps, that there 
really is some peril in our climate, especially to 
a stranger/* said Young, joining his hostess, and 
speaking in the low, persuasive way that had won 
for him such popularity in social life. “It is 
tempting malaria, when you wander out, un¬ 
covered, after sunset.** 

Washanee turned her dark eyes on the man, 
and listened, with parted lips, while he was 
speaking. 

“ You wish me to avoid something that I can¬ 
not make out, being a stranger,” she said, with a 
glow rf bewilderment in her face. “Only tell 
mo what it is, and I will do it.’* 

“ Come around to the verandah in front,” said 
Constance, with the faintest possible tone of cold¬ 
ness in her voice. “ We should like to hear you 
sing indoors.” 

“ Would you ?” questioned Washanee, address¬ 
ing Young, with breathless eagerness. “ Would 
you ?” 

“ Nothing could give me more pleasure,” 
answered the young man; flattered, in spite 
of himself, by her eager appeal to him. 

( 228 ) . 


“Then I will come in,** said the girl, dis¬ 
appearing from the window, as suddenly os she 
had presented herself there. 

The next moment, some branches of a flowering 
thicket, long out of blossom, were thrust aside, at 
an end of the verandah leading to the garden, and 
Washanee appeared at the French window which 
Young had opened for her. She paused, with 
one foot on the threshold, and looked around on 
the pictures, the rich drapery, and, to her, won¬ 
derful adornments of the room; but maintained 
the instinct of pride peculiar to her people, and 
gave no sign of the admiration that, for a mo¬ 
ment, held her spell-bound. She had not been 
altogether unprotected from the night air, for the 
Oriental scarf, that had given such picturesqia 
effect to her appearance at the Capitol that day, 
was gathered in loose folds around her, and the 
fringed ends fell low upon her dress, as shs 
advanced into the room, and stood beneath a 
crystal chandelier that shed the reflection ef 
icicles flooded by sunlight all around her. 

As the Indian girl stood in this momentary 
illumination, Constance glanced at Young, and 
was struck by the admiration so eloquent in his 
countenance. Her own heart fell at the sight; 
but a finer pride than anything that possessed 
the fair savage, prevented the slightest expres¬ 
sion of this feeling in her manner. 

“ It is a happy chance that has brought yon 
among us,’* she said, reaching out her hand. 
“ Here, you must not feel like a stranger. My 
father will be glad to welcome you.** 

General Noel arose, and came forward, in no 
way shorn of his dignity, as a host, by this abrupt 
appearance of the beautiful barbarian in his 
house. After the first emotion of surprise, ho 
had settled back in his chair, and seemed to bo 
scarcely more than a passive spectator of this 
remarkable scene; but when thus directly ad¬ 
dressed by his daughter, he came into the light* 
greeted the girl os if she had been an expected 
guest, and offering his hand, would hare led her 
to a seat. She did not comprehend the courtesy 
of this movement; but stood looking at him 
earnestly, while a grave, almost reverential 
expression, stole over her countenance. All 
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At once, os if performing some religious observ¬ 
ance, she sank to one knee; and taking his 
hand, pressed her forehead upon it, murmuring 
some words in the Indian tongue, low and sweet, 
that seemed like a prayer. 

While she was kneeling, General Noel stooped 
forward, took her head between his hands, and 
gazed down into the face thus upturned with 
gentle force to his, with a strange, searching look, 
that seemed to disturb the girl. 

“I know,” she said, hesitating and doubtful, 
as she rose to her feet, and saw the signs of as¬ 
tonishment with which her act was regarded, 
11 that the white people have wise medicine men, 
like ours; and that meaner persons do them 
homage. Have I done wrong?” 

This wistful appeal was addressed to the gen¬ 
eral, who turned away, without seeming to hear 
it, and moved to another part of the room. Young, 
seeing the look of distress with which the girl 
followed him, hastened to answer: 

“There is no chief, of all your tribes, more 
powerful than this one. No wise man who re¬ 
ceives deeper homage from the people. That 
which you have given, touches him deeply. 
How could it be otherwise?” 

Washanee was satisfied; her face brightened 
with smiles again. She turned to Constance. 

“ You wonder that I came here—so do I. Only, 
when I sat in my room, over yonder, thinking 
how strange everything was, and how much I 
should like to talk with some one about all that I 
had seen in this new world, there came such 
sweet singing, through the bushes under my 
window , that I could not help following it. So I 
swung myself down, by the branch of a tree, into 
the garden; and answered it, as birds sing to 
each other in the woods. Surely, that cannot be 
wrong?” 

The girl looked from the young Senator to 
Constance, so wistftilly that both hastened to 
reassure her. Indeed, it seemed impossible to 
resist the naive simplicity of this impulsive young 
creature. * 

“Wrong?” said Young, smiling down upon 
her, and speaking in a voice that few women 
could have resisted. “ Who blames you for 
following such music as Miss Noel has given 
us?” 

“ But I answered it, and she does not like 
that,” said Washanee, with a pleading look at 
the young lady, who turned crimson under the 
shy reproach. 

Young gave one glance at her burning f&ce, and 
Interposed with swift tact. 

“ But I am sure she does like it,” he said. 
* Who could help it?” 


\ “ Certainly,” said Constance, who had regained 

\ her composure. “ I was surprised, but delighted 

> Your voice fairly carried mine away. I have 
| never heard anything so wildly sweet.” 

> “And you?” said Washanee, turning to 
s Young. 

> “I shall only be too happy, if you permit me 
l to hear it again.” 

| “Then I will sing,” answered Washanee, and* 
| with the animation of a pleased child, she wenA 
I to the piano, and seated herself, looking over her 

< shoulder, and inviting her astonished listeners 
| to follow, with & bright, half mischievous smila. 
j “You play, too?” said Constance, obeying the 

> signal. 

\ “ Oh, yes,” answered the strange creature* 

| dashing her hand over the keys, lightly as a bird 
| flies. 

j “ But—but—” 

< Constance checked herself; she felt that the 

< expression of surprise, on her lips, was almost a 
s rudeness. 

> “You think it strange,” said Washanee, reading 
5 her thoughts; “ but my grandsire knows every* 
i thing that is good for white men or Indians, and 

< loves to give me all that he has learned. Bo- 

< sides, you know, one cannot help loving musia 
\ Our forests are full of it. You can hear it every** 
\ where: in the winds, when they whisper in th* 
i trees, or roar through them in storms; in the 
\ great waterfalls, when they leap down the moun- 
\ tains, or break into drops among the flowera. 
\ Then the birds : oh, how they flutter and fly 

] sing together. What you get from this is won- 
5 derful; but all that I know came from one grand 

< old man, who is braver than all other Indians, 
j and wise as a white man. In this way, he talks 

> with the Great Spirit.” 

| As she spoke, Washanee deepened her touch 
\ on the piano, and filled the room with low, sweet 

> sounds, that no rudely tutored hands could have 
\ produced, though it was unlike anything her li»> 

< teners had ever heard. Then her voice stole ite 
j low, sweet, and tender, like the breath of spring 
s caressing its buds into blossoms. You could 
| almost feel the opening of the flowers, as they 
• swelled into bloom, died, and gave way to the 
\ warmth and teeming luxury of summer; for her 
i voice grew richer and softer, as if pervaded by 
j the lassitude of warmth and perfume; a slum- 
f berous absorption stole over her countenance, and 

her magnificent eyes were veiled by the drooping 
\ lids. 

The little audience listened breathlessly. Gen¬ 
eral Noel veiled his face with one hand, and saA 
motionless. Asleep, perhaps—no one could tell. 
Constance h&d moved within the shadow 
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window-curtain, and, leaning against the wains- 
eot, watched those two at the piano: both so 
wrapped in sensuous enjoyment, that they 
seemed unconscious of her presence. Never, in 
her life, had she seen a face so full of glowing 
admiration, as that of the young man; the rare 
beauty of the girl made her faint. 

All at once, Washanee was aroused from the 
dreamy trance in ^hich her voice had been 
almost hushed. The thick lashes no longer 
veiled her eyes. Gleams of inspiration came and 
went across her face, changing it each moment. 
Up to this time, the words of her song had been 
given in English; but the strange performance 
that followed, was an improvisation in the Indian 
tongue. 

Evidently, the fair savage believed herself in 
the woods, when winter storms were sweeping 
through them; her voice rose and swelled like 
the gathering of a tempest; her lips seemed 
•touched with flame. No war-dance was ever 
wilder than the variations that swept through 
them. You could almost hear the hurtling of 
winds among naked tree boughs—the rush and 
Tattle of hail against mountain rocks—the weird 
itghing of exhausted storms among pine trees. 

Then, as if all her powers were beaten down 
by the elements she evoked, her hands fell from 
the still vibrating keys, and she looked timidly 
around, as if frightened by. what she had done. 

"I am a savage, and forgot. Oh, yes, I for¬ 
got,” she said, with faltering deprecation in her 
look and voice. “ But music is savage, too, when 
we learn it in the woods. Ah, lady, how pale 
you are; and I have done it.” 

Constance was indeed pale. The strange, weird 
power of Washanee’s singing had thrilled her 
from head to foot. This was not music such as 
Bhe had ever dreamed of; but an inspiration that 
submitted to no rules, through which, however, 
a certain harmony of method ran, like the gold 
in a broken chain. 

Washanee’8 evident distress aroused her from 
this trance of mingled feelings, and she came 
forward, still pale, and speaking with effort. 
“It is wild, weird, sometimes, terrible,” she 
mid, “but grander than anything I ever 
heard.” 

“ Our people like the terrible best. When they 
could take the war-path in thousands, they had 
battle-songs that would make your blood run cold ; 
but they have learned to plant corn, and do not 
sing them now. I only sing the voices of the 
storm; for they come from the Great Spirit, ; 
when he speaks loud to the world he has made.” 

“Then you believe in the Great Spirit?” said 
Topng. 


“As you believe,” answered the girl, with a 
reverential bend of the head. “ Grandsirc says 
that we worship your God, with a different name; 
that is all.” 

“Your grandfather is a wise man,” said 
Young, “ when he accepts the spirit of worship, 
rather than its dogmas.” 

All at once, Washanee seemed aroused by some 
troubled thought. 

“Wise,” she repeated, “oh, yes; but he will 
be searching for me in my empty room. Good¬ 
night. I must go now. Was it wicked to come, 

I wonder?” 

“ Wicked ? No—no; but very pleasant to us 
all. If your home is so near, ycr must come 
again,” said Constance, in a hurried voice. “It 
would pain us, if either you or your grandfather 
should think of this one visit as an intrusion.” 

Washanee looked at the young lady with ques¬ 
tioning earnestness. Keen sensibility made her 
penetration acute, and she felt that Borne spirit 
of unrest was struggling against her gracious 
speech. 

She said, in a voioe half proud, half sorrowful, 
and moving toward the window: “I will go* 
When you want me, I will come again.” 

General Noel came forward. “ Not that way, 
or alone,” he said, in a manner that seemed to 
rebuke some inhospitable shortcoming in his 
daughter. “ I will see that you reach home in 
safety.” 

“ You will hardly be so cruel,” interrupted 
Young, stepping into the hall for his hat. “ For 
once, general, I must venture on a dispute with 
you.” 

“ Oh, I decline that, so long as the young lady 
is well protected,” was the polite reply. 

Constance stood at the window, and watched 
her guests, as they passed up the street, side by 
side, but walking somewhat a^ort; for Washanee 
did not understand the action, when Young 
offered his arm, and moved on freely, as if she 
had been treading some forest path alone. 

When they were out of sight, the girl turned 
from the 8ash, and seemed relieved, when she 
found that her father had loft the room. Darting 
toward the piano, she hustled some sheets of 
music aside, seised one of them, and tore it in 
two. 

“The treacherous thing shall not quite betray 
me. He got one glance; but shall never have 
another. Oh, what a fool I was, to write him that 
scrawl. How it fed his vanity. What was there 
in that wild girl’B face to win his admiration so 
completely ? He will never look at mo bo, never 
—never I” 

Constance walked up and down the room, as 
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those thoughts came and went in her mind. The 
sharp and unreasoning pangs of jealousy kindled 
her whole being into revolt. Hitherto, her beauty 
had been so perfect, her position so much above 
the level of ordinary girls, that she had never 
been called upon to resent the rivalry of any 
living woman. The thought that this could be 
possible, had not entered her mind. She had 
appropriated these great social advantages, as she 
did the sunshine and the air. They were things 
she was born to, and held in right; scarcely con¬ 
scious that out of them should have sprung the 
sweet humility of gratitude. 

Do not misunderstand this. Constance Noel 
was neither a thankless nor an arrogant girl. 
On the contrary, great advantages had made her 
kind and generous; but her blessings had been 
so many, that she had never stopped to count 
thepi. To fully realize great endowments, we 
must have had reverses, anxieties, failures. 

Those things Constance had never known; so 
she writhed under the doubts and stings of this 
■ew-born jealousy, as a tropical bird would suf¬ 
fer, if suddenly swept by an icy breath from the 
north. 

“So, this is what I have wondered at, and 
sometimes smiled over—God forgive me!—when 
I have seen other girls turn pale, because the 
men they cared most for have turned from 
them, to some fairer or brighter person. Did I 
ever provoke this, or triumph in it ? Oh, I hope 
not, I hope not. The pain is too cruel.’' 

It seemed a long time to Constanoe. The 
Indian girl could not live more than a block 
away, and she must have been gone an hour, at 
lost A full hour, with Young by her side—an 
hour! She paused, and looked at the sumptu¬ 
ous French elock on the mantelpiece; drew 
nearer; and saw that only ten minutes had 
passed—ten minutes, and he was coming bock : 
she could hear his step on the pavement, 4 he 
touch of his hand on the gnte-latch. 

But he must not find her there, looking so 
restless and feverish. 

When Young came in, he found her just rising 
from an easy chair, os if she had rested tran¬ 
quilly in it, during his absence, and was ready 
to receive him with the smiling indifference of 
a well-bred woman, who finds her r 6 le as hostess 
a little tiresome. 

“ It did not take long to find the nest of our 
wild bird," she observed, as the young man hesi¬ 
tated, doubrftil whether to sent himself or depart. 
" What a strange, bright creature she is." 

“Wonderfully bright, and strange beyond 
anything. Bather too much so, indeed, for the 
and of a day like this," said Young, hesitating 


| a little, for Constance did not resume her seat, 
j and this discouraged his inclination to stay 
| longer; but he added, with more courage: 

“Is it so very late? I see that the general 

> has retired.” 

| “ I scarcely know when he left the room. You 

will find him in the library, I dare say. Prob¬ 
ably, he thought your charming duty might last 
\ longer." 

i Young flushed to the temples. This cool dis- 
| missal stung him, like the touch of a lash. 

I “Excuse me, I will not disturb him again. 
| Good-night." 

> Constance saw her guest depart, with a cruel 
| sense of reprisal, that ended in a rush of penitent 
j shame, before bis steps died away on the pave- 
< ment. 

i “What a fool I was, to dream that she was 

I capable of encouraging any man in that way," 
exclaimed the young Senator, when he found him¬ 
self on the pavement. “ This is a pretty end to 
what people will call a triumphant day. At any 
| rate, this thing shall never feed my vanity into 
> presumption again." 

j Here, Hucstice Young took the tantalizing 
i paper from his bosom; tore it in two; and 
flung the fragments into the street. This aot 
seemed to appease his ruffled feelings somewhat: 
for he walked slower and slower, awhile; then 
turned back, and gathered up the pieces, care¬ 
fully folding them together. 


CHAPTER VII. 

Wbile Washanee had become restless, in the 
confinement of her room, and swung herself into 
the garden attached to General Noel’s house, 
entering it recklessly, as roving birds take pos¬ 
session of a tree, her grandfather was occupied in 
his own apartment by a visitor, who had taken 
him somewhat by surprise; not so much from 
his presence there, but the nature of his conver¬ 
sation surprised and startled the old mau, as no 
other subject could have done. 

This visitor was by no means an intruder; he 
had been in the Indian country, sometimes for 
months together, sharing the savage life there, 
and joining in the yearly hunting parties, with 
the vim and boldness of a native. Thus he hod 
travelled through the reservations, aided by all 
the knowledge that could be won from his unsus¬ 
picious companions; and, under the dashing char¬ 
acter of an amateur huntsman, had, in reality, 
prospected the country from end to end, with all 
the silent craft of a speculator. 

This man hod been in Washington some months 
before the Cherokee Commission appeared there, 
and was prepared to renew his influence wit]| 
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its members, and secretly control their move- \ 
ments, during the negotiations, to which they j 
had been insidiously invited by the Government, j 
or rather by an ever perpetuated class of specu- j 
lators, who thrust themselves between the Indians j 
-they dupe and intend to rob, and a government, > 
sometimes blinded into injustice by their mach¬ 
inations, often indifferent, and more frequently j 
urged into absolute oppression by the prejudice \ 
of nice, which has never yet abated regarding > 
the red man. j 

This class of speculators was, in the period we \ 
write of, led by the man who presented himself 
to the old chief that night. He had a double 
motive in this visit, and felt some anxious mis¬ 
giving, in approaching a man whom he recog¬ 
nised us more than his superior in those powers 
of mind which control important actions, and in 
influence among the wild people he represented. 

These two men sat together some time, talking, 
on the surface of things, in a quiet, friendly way ; ; 
for Caleb Stewart was cautious, nnd hesitated to 
touch the subject he came upon ; for it involved 
some degree of feeling, and all his personal 
interests were heavily at stake. As for the old 
chief, Washaning, he was always patient in 
waiting, and so keen in his habits of observation, 
that he understood the embarrassment of his 
guest, and quietly awaited an explanation. 

Had you seen these two men sitting together, 
the representatives of opposite and hostile races, 
each having shared somewhat in the other’s life, 
the contrast would have been forcible. The old 
chief, with his clearly-cut features, dark and deep¬ 
ly-set eyes, bright with a fire that age had failed 
to quench, calm, dignified, upright as a dart. The 
visitor tall, stooping slightly in the shoulders; 
cringing a little, as he bent forward; and speaking 
in a hushed voice, as if the habit of secret con¬ 
versation had become natural to him : his coun¬ 
tenance handsome in repose; but full of subtle 
craft when lie smiled. These traits were as op¬ 
posite to the stately compose of the chief, ns 
truth is from falsehood. Yet this man was popular j 
among the people ; had woven himself completely j 
into the confidence of the chiefs he proposed to j 
defraud ; and with many persons of his own j 
race, bore the character of an enterprising and ; 
patriotic man, whose opinions even wise states- j 
men might adopt with benefit to the nation. \ 

Still, as I have said, Caleb Stewart hesitated, 
and was disturbed with self distrust, when he 
entered upon his object in visiting the chief. 

“It is not of the treaty that I have come to 
consult you,” he said, at last; “ but on a subject 
nearer to my heart, and of more importance than 
all the land your people have to cede away. 


Your granddaughter, Chief Washaning—you will 
not be angry, if I speak of her?” 

The old man drew himself back in his chair. 
There was a movement of his hand; a dark cloud 
gathering in his eyes, that boded no pleasant 
acceptance of anything that might follow. Stew¬ 
art saw this; but he was not a man to recede, 
after the first step. The old chief bent his head 
gravely, and waited. This was something like 
encouragement. 

“ A granddaughter, whom 1 have loved since 
the first day that I set eyes on her.” 

The old man lifted his hand, with a passionate 
gesture. The proud Indian blood rose, and 
darkened his face. 

“ You say this to me—have you dared to say 
ns much to her?” he demanded, bending his 
eyes, full of swift fire, on Stewart. 

“ No,” answered the man, “ I have not dared.” 

“ Then do not dare. No man living must say 
so much to Washanee. There is not a chief, in 
all the West, who would venture to approach me 
as you have done.” 

“ Chief, I should think not,” answered Stew¬ 
art. nettled by this lofty pride. “ She is the 
mate for a better race of men, or marriage would 
never have entered my thoughts regarding her.” 

“ A better race of men,” repeated Washaning, 
and his lips curled with a scornful smile. 44 We 
will not discuss that question here, or speak of 
Washanee at all. She is my child. The power 
that I have will be hers. All the lands, that 
your soldiers have not overrun, will be hers. 
There is not a tribe, among our people, that will 
not hail her as queen, when I am laid to rest in 
the wilderness. What man among you stands 
high enough to claim her?” 

“ But I, too, am a man of influence, nnd I love 
the very ground she walks on. Is that nothing? 
Few men in the country can use the influence 
that I possess. Give me me some ho^e of win¬ 
ning the beautiful girl, and there is not a con¬ 
cession you can ask from the Government, that I 
will not obtain for you and your people.” 

44 We do not sell our women, in order to keep 
our lands,” answered Washaning. 

44 But you give them for love, and I love this 
girl. You are rich, I know; worth more than 
all the other chiefs put together; but it is not 
the inheritance I seek for,” pleaded Stewart, in 
passionate earnest. 

The old man smiled. 

“ Such things have been said to us before. I 
remember something of the kind, when we w’ere 
driven like sheep across the Mississippi* ^ our 
people did not want our lands then—they never 
do.’ 
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“But I do not ask for jour lands, or the 
gold.” 

“The gold?” repeated Washaning, starting. 
"Who spoke of gold? That is the white man’s 
God—not ours.” 

Stewart smiled, meaningly; but some after¬ 
thought checked what he was about 10 say, and 
be added “but it is not my god, or I should 
scarcely plead for your daughter, who has 
none.” 

The Indian drew a slow breath. 

“ I have said that my grandchild is not to be 
mentioned here.” 

“ Then you positively refuse her to me.” 

" Positively.” 

“ And forbid me to plead my own cause with 
her.” 

“ I forbid you, or any other man, to breathe a 
word of the feeling you call love to her.” 

The old chief arose, as he spoke; his lips were 
grayish-white with suppressed passion; his hand 
trembled, as he pointed to the door. Stewart, 
too, was pale, and there was a venomous gleam 
in his light-gray eyes, as he went through the 
door. 

“ Be it so,” he said, “ but the play is not over 
yet.” 

The old chief watched his visitor depart, with 
a feeling of bitter distrust. The class of adven¬ 
turers, to which this man belonged, was thor¬ 
oughly hateful to him, and it seemed as if 
Washanee had been insulted by a proposal of 
marriage with one of them. It was impossible 
for a man of his keen intellect and cruel experi¬ 
ences with the white race not to regard any 
member of it with distrust; and this, for the 
moment, extended to his granddaughter. Could 
it be that some encouragement had been given to 
the man who had just left him ? 

The thought stung him. He opened the door 
of Woshnnee’s room more abruptly than he had 
ever done before. 

" Washanee, my child!” 

There was no Answer. The room seemed emp¬ 
ty ; but when the old man, now keenly anxious, 
called out again, the black head of a little negro 
girl was lifted from a bearskin, flung down in 
one corner of the room, where she lay curled up 
like a lap-dog, and rubbing her eyes with two 
little copper-colored fists, she muttered, sleepily: 

“ What am it, ole marse? I’se here, I is.” 

"But your mistress—Washanee—what has 
become of her?” 

M Done gone out o* der winder. Jes* as I comes 
in, she geb a grab on dat 'dentical limb, an’ 
swings down ’mung de trees. Dai’s all I knows 
’bout it, ole mane.” 


The chief hastened to the window, and looked 
out. Across the garden, that lay beneath it, he 
saw lights streaming across the decoying sward, 
and kindling up the leaves of a Virginia creeper, 
that fell, like ragged drapery, from a balcony 
projecting over the broad windows of a brilliantly 
lighted room. Through the lace curtains, that 
fell, like frostwork, behind these sashes, he saw 
people moving to and fro, and heard the sound of 
a female voice, that made his heart ache with 
dread. 

“ It is her voice, and in that house. What 
evil spirit can have taken her there? Am I, 
after all, entering on a fight with destiny ? Will 
my old enemies be permitted to rob me of every¬ 
thing?” 

When the old man turned away from the win¬ 
dow, his eyes were full of smouldering fire, and 
his lips were pressed firmly together. 

“ How long is it, since your mistress went 
into the garden yonder?” he questioned of the 
black girl, who sat upon the bearskin, with her 
limbs curled up like a young Turk, and her black 
eyes wide open with astonishment; for there 
was something in the old man’s agitation that 
frightened her. 

“ Don’t jes’ know ’bout dat—done gone sleepy 
ebber since,” she answered, shrinking farther 
back into her corner. 

“But she went alone? No one was with 
her?” 

“ All by her se’f, ole marse.” 

“And she said nothing?” 

“ No, nuffin’. Jes’ hopped out o 1 der winder, 
an’ den bust out singin’ ’mung de trees. Dat was 
what sot me ter sleep, and ter dreamin’ ’bout 
mockin’ birds.” 

Washaning questioned the girl no more; but 
entered his own room, and took his red-lined 
cloak from the chair it draped. He was casting it 
over his shoulders, when the door of the next 
room was opened, and Washanee came in, radiant 
with animation, and panting for breath. 

“ Oh, grandsire,” she said, passing swiftly 
into the inner room, where the old man stood, 
half swathed in his cloak. “This is such a 
beautifhl, beautiful night! The stars are all 
burning with such fire, as you never saw in them 
before. This cool wind is so keen and sweet— 
like the wine you gave me. There never was 
such a night as this.” 

The girl was indeed a picture of that exalta¬ 
tion, which gives beauty to everything, as she 
stood before the anxious old man, with her eyes 
soft as velvet, yet bright as stars, and her hands 
clasped in an ecstacy of delight. 

“ Oh, this lift, to which you have brought me, 
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is better than the great hunting grounds wise 
Indians tell us of. And the people! Oh, grand- 
sire, shall I ever be like them ?” 

“ Washanee,” said the old chief, pained to the 
heart by this wild display of happiness, “you 
have done wrong.” 

He spoke with severity, such as the girl had 
never heard in his voice before. Her hands fell 
apart, her smiling lips closed suddenly, and she 
drew back a pace, dismayed. 

“Wrong, grandsire—wrong? What have I 
done?” 

“ You have entered the house of a strange 
gentleman, unbidden.” 

Washanee was puzzled, and sorely distressed. 

“ Unbidden ? We Indians never wait for invi¬ 
tations. Even the white men, who oome among 
us, are ashamed to pull the latch-string in, that 
strangers may not enter their doors. Are the 
people here different ?” 

“ Washanee, what took you to that house?” 

“What took me? I think it was my own 
heart, grandsire—that, and a sweet sound that 
came trembling to me through the leaves: a 
voice called for me; so I went.” 

“ Well, and you found—” 

“That beautiful lady. It was she who had 
called through the trees. Oh, there was nothing 
wrong in it. She was glad to have me, I am 
sure of that. And the young gentleman—” 

“ What young gentleman, Washanee?” 

“ Why, grandsire, there is only one in the wide 
world.” 

“ But that one?” 

“ Oh, grandsire, I never thought that you could 
be stupid before. Did you not see him, only 
this very day—hear him, too, when a whole 
crowd held its breath to listen?” 

“But how came Huestioe Young at General 
Noel’s house?” 

“ Huestice Young? Is that his name? What 
a sweet sound it has,” said Washanee, thought¬ 
fully, and quite forgetting that the chief was im¬ 
patient for an answer to his question. 

“You saw this young man at Noel’s house? 
How came he there?” 

“How? Well, grandsire, I don’t know. Per¬ 
haps he was drawn there by the singing. He 
seemed to lave that; and listened, when I sang, as 
if he had been brought up in the woods, and knew 
all the language of storms.” 

“ Such men know a more subtle language than 
that,” muttered the old man. 

“ I think he knows everything,” said Washa¬ 
nee, proudly; “for he talked of our homes, our 
medicine lodges, and the great bravery of our 
ohiefb, as we came home under tho starlight.” 


“ Then he brought you home?” 

“Oh, yes. The tall old gentleman would have 
done that; but Huestice Young would not let 
him.” 

The name of the young Senator lingered on 
on Washanee'8 lips, like the dew of dowers. 
Since the last minute, it.had become inexpressably 
sweet to her. The chief remarked this, and a 
faint smile came to his lips. 

“ So this young man talked of our people?” 
he said. “ What could he know about them ?” 

“Everything, grandsire: for he has been on 
our reservation, and sat by our fires. I remen*- 
bered him, the moment he stood up to speak, in 
all that crowd of white faces.” 

“ You remembered him ? You ?” 

“Oh, so well. He has forgotten; but I never 
shall forget.” 

“ But when was this, Washanee V* questioned 
the old man, lost in astonishment. 

“ Six winters ago.” 

“ And I did not know it ?” 

“ You, and all the young braves, were away. 
There was no one to welcome the white hunters, 
but a few old men, and our women.” 

“ And you were scarcely more than a child.” 

A faint, crimson flush stole over Washanee’s 
face, as she replied: 

“ I was only a very young girl, then; but the 
granddaughter of a great chief is never too young 
for the duties of & hostess. That you have told 
me often.” 

Again the old man smiled. 

“Then you received this company of white 
hunters, among whom was the young Senator?” 

“ I remembered all that you had told me of 
their people, while they stayed in our lodges, 

| though they only knew that a half frightened girl 
|—who could speak their language, but dared 
; not—was telling the women what might please 
| them, and holding back from observation all the 
; time. Huestice Young was the only one who 
i took any heed of my presence in the lodge. He 
knew a little of our language, and found out that 
it was I who picked the wild strawberries they 
ate: for he caught me twisting wild flowers 
around the baskets, one day; and it pleased him; 
so he would talk with me a little, and gave me 
this, when he went away—not knowing that my 
fathers were great chiefs, and hod gold enough to 
pave the lodge for me, if I wanted it.” 

Here Washanee drew a frail gold chain frbm 
her bosom, and held up a Roman coin, worn thid 
with time, but priceless because of its antiquity. 

“ He said that I must keep it, for his sake, 
and remember that all white men were not the 
enemies of my people.” 
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“ And you have kept it all this time, without 
speaking,’ ’ said the chief, gravely, and much hurt; 
for, up to that day, he had believed this young 
creature transparent as crystal, with no thought 
concealed from him; but there she stood, holding 
up a secret hid away in her bosom six years, 
without breathing a word of it. 

There is scarcely a pang known to affection 
more keen, than a discovery that entire confidence 
has departed from a deeply-loved woman child, 
whose thoughts we believed ourselves to have 
read clearly, as the reflection of stars is seen in 
spring waters. Here, in this, young creature’s 
bosom, a secret had been hidden since her very 
childhood, and even now it was betrayed with 
evident reluctance and burning blushes. 

44 Why did you never speak of this before?” 
the old man asked, with the hoarseness of pain 
in his voice. 

44 1 could not. Something would not let me.” 

44 But you told this young man? You let him 
understand that his coin was in your bosom?” 

44 No, no, grandsire, how could you think it?” 
cried the girl, eagerly. 

44 But why not?” 

The girl’s face drooped; her bosom rose and 
fell, as if the question had wounded her. 

The old chief sat down, and covered his face 
with one hapd; a sigh escaped him. She heard 
it, and fell upon her knees. 

44 Grandsire, have I done wrong to keep the 
bit of gold? See, you shall have it.” 

The old man tried to smile. After all, what had 
the young creature done ? Only kept the secret, 
which her own delicate thoughts had rendered 
sacred. What if that bit of gold should tell of deep¬ 
er feelings, and lead to more serious passion ? Was 
there power in all his vigilant watchfulness, to 
shield her from the destiny of her sex ? Sooner 
or later, he reflected, this revelation must oome; 
the girl was too bright and beautiful for a common 
destiny. Only, it is like preparing for death, when 
we think to reconcile ourselves to the change that 
may, all at once, sweep the young creature we 
regard as a child, into the perils of passionate 
womanhood; and this old man felt the shock, as 
if the girl had, there and then, been wrenched 
from the power of his protecting love. 

When the chief lifted his face, it was inex- 
pressably sad. 

44 No; keep the bit of gold, child. It was no 
doubt the careless gift of a man, who has forgot¬ 
ten all about it.” 

“Yes, I know,” answered Woshanee, shaking 
her head, mournfully, as she looked down upon 
the coin in her hand, 44 he saw my face, and re¬ 
membered nothing.” 


“Why should he? You were a child—a 
pretty savage; and to such, white travellers an 
lavish of shining gifts.” 

44 Still, he gave no one else, of all the tribe, a 
thing like this,” rejoined the girl, wistfully. 
44 The women had beads: red, and blue, and grass* 
green, which they flaunted before each other 
proudly enough; but 1 hid this, as birds hide 
their eggs.” 

44 Then hide it still, Washonee. This young man 
must never know how much you care for it.” 

The girl dropped the bit of gold into her bosom 
again, and pressed her hand upon it. 

44 He does not know; he never will know,” 
she said. 44 How could I tell him, when the 
glance of his eyes makes me tremble so—” 

44 Ah, my child, has it oome to that?” 

“ You think that I am a coward, and it trou¬ 
bles you; but that is all wrong, grandsire. 
Cowards tremble from fear; but this shaking of 
my limbs is like the soft shiver of leaves, and a 
sweet joy.” 

The old man shrank back a little, unconsciously, 
and turned his head away. Woshanee saw the 
action. 

“Then you think I am a coward, and your 
own granddaughter? Can this be? Still, how 
can one tell ? for I am afraid to look up, and hold 
my breath, that he may not see how his eyes 
trouble me. Perhaps, it is the white blood in 
my veins. Not yours—not yours, grandsire. 
That is all brave. If I am a little timid, onoe in 
awhile, it is because of the white blood.” 

44 And that is the blood of a noble woman. 
Remain like her, and I shall be content,” said 
the old man, reaching out his arms. 44 1 have 
brought you into great peril, Washanee, such as 
you cannot understand. May the Great Spirit of 
our fathers give me power to guide you safely.” 

44 The Great Spirit will listen when you speak, 
and he is everywhere. Then why should we 
have fear, in this beautiful country?” 

Washanee was folded in her grandfather’s 
arms, as she said this, and her cheek rested 
against his, with a clinging affection that com¬ 
forted him; for she threw all the sweet enthu¬ 
siasm of impulsive childhood into her caress. 

44 Go, now,” “ho said, putting her gently aside. 
“ This has been a busy day, and you need sleep. 
Tell me, is our new homo pleasant to you, or are 
you longing for the lodge and the woods ?” 

41 Am I what you call homesick ? You mean 
that ? Homesick ? No—everything is so grand, 
so beautiful. Oh, grandsire, let us live here 
forever.” 

44 How easily the young speak of 4 forever,’ ” 
thought the chief, after the girl had left him* 
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“ She seems to have an eternity before her, and j 
is ready to squander it as prodigals scatter their j 
substance; but I, who am old, count years as j 
misers sort their last coin; and now, when life 
should have lost its savor, I grasp at it eagerly 
for her sake, only for her sake. What is ail the 
rest of the world to me?” 

Washaning was right. His granddaughter was 
so full of life, so rich in hope, that she forgot all 
that had been ominous or sad in the old man’s 
conversation, the moment she was alone in her 
room. The window she had escaped from was 
still open, and the soft air of Indian summer 
came sighing through the half naked branches, 
by which she had let herself into General Noel’s 
garden. The light from a second-story window, 
across the inclosure, alone revealed the outline 
of the building; but that held her with a sort of 
fascination; for through the lace curtains, that 
scarcely Heemed more than a cobweb against the 
glass, she saw the form of Constance Noel, 
standing before a mirror, evidently arranging her 
night toilet; for the robe in which she was 
arrayed, swept downward to the floor, and over 
tliat fell wave after wave of golden hair, the 
ripple and shine of which shone out like sun¬ 
beams scattered over snow. 

Washanee leaned from the window, enthralled 
by the picture; for, accustomed to the dark- 
browed women of her race, she had never, in all 
her life, seen anything so new and at once so 
beautiful, as this bright garniture of hair. 
Strange and conflicting emotions possessed the 
girl, as she became more and more absorbed by 
the picture of this fair blonde, so graceful, so 
delicate, and so utterly unlike herself. The very 
perfection of grace, presented through the mist- 
like curtains, filled Washanee with self-distrust, 
almost with self-loathing. She had no idea of 
the wonderful combination of form and rich 
coloring in her own person, nor dreamed that the 
purplish-blue, that broke the blackness of her 
own abundant hair, like the bloom on nightshade 
berries, could ever be deemed more uncommon, 
and quite as beautiful as the tresses she admired. 

“ Oh, if I could only be like that,” she ex¬ 
claimed; “but I am a creature of the woods— 
a savage—nothing else. Grandfather said once 
that I was beautiful. How could he. seeing how 
different I am to this ? Still, he is a wise man. 
He surely said it. He has lived with these peo¬ 
ple, and knows. What if it were true ? I wish 
someone here could tell me. Wisse! Wisse !” 

“ Chloe am my name, and I doesn’t wake up 
for nuffin’ else, now I tells yer, young miss.” 

The young slave was but half aroused from 
sleep, when she muttered this; and only turned 


herself on the bearskin, buried her face deeper 
in the long fur, and settled comfortably again. 

“Well, Wisse, or Chloe—I don’t care which 
it is—come here. I want to show you some¬ 
thing.” 

This peremptory summons aroused the slave, 
who tumbled out from her lair, and came for* 
ward, with her arms uplifted, in aid of a general 
yawn. 

“ Look yonder,” said Washanee, “ and tell me 
if you ever saw anything so lovely as that.” 

“ What am it?” questioned the slave, coming 
slowly out of her yawning fit. 

“ A lady. Don’t you see, Wisse ?” 

“Chloe,” muttered the sIavc, stubbornly; 
“can’t fix none ob yer Injun names on me* 
I’se Chloe, an’ nuffin’ else, I is.” 

“ Woll, look, look, hor face is this way now. 
Did you ever see anything so lovely?” 

“ Yes, I has.” 

“No, no, Wisse, don’t be obstinate. See how 
the light is shining through her hair.” 

“ I sees.” 

“ And her face is like a wild rose.” 

“Wild roses ain’t nuffin’ ter peaches, when 
dey is good an' ripe cla’r through.” 

Here Wisse smacked her thick lips, and seemed 
to enjoy the idea, as if it had been fruit. 

“ How stupid you are, Wisse. Thqre never was 
a more beautiful picture than this lady makes.” 

“ ’Cept when we makes one. Jes’ let yer frock 
out loose, an’ shake yer hair down yer back, like 
her’n is, and look in dat t’ing, whilst I spreads 
it out, if yer wants ter see picters dat’11 be one.” 

Washanee looked down upon the black face 
lifted to hers, and the honest admiration there 
soothed her wounded vanity. 

“ You are a good, faithful creature, Chloe, and 
no one but myself shall ever own you for a slave* 
Ah, see, the light has gone out. It really is time 
to undress. There, now I” 

Washanee, blushing with a consciousness of 
her own vanity, unwound the scarf from her 
waist; loosened her dress till it fell back from 
her shoulders; and flung the superb masses of 
her hair downward, till the longest tresses 
touched the floor. Then Chloe took a small 
mirror from the wall, and stood, like a caryatides 
of bronze, holding it to the light. Washanee 
gave one glance; blushed till her cheeks did 
resemble the crimson ripeness of peaches; and 
while her mouth was dimpled frith smiles, turned 
away from the slave, as if she were half offended. 
Chloe hung up the little mirror; went back to 
her bearskin; and three minutes after, had 
chuckled herself to sleep. 

[TO BK CONTI NO ED. J 
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THE WRONG TELEGRAMS. 


BT FLORA ELLICE STEVENS. 


Jerome Joslyn sat in the private office of the 
Merchants’ Bank, hit office as well: for he was 
the cashier; a brown-haired, brown-eyed man, 
with a fine, honest look, that led everything to 
trust him that came in his way, from animals to 
men. Men—well, of course, that is a general 
term, and includes women, as well; and a good 
many of them would have been willing to trust 
him for life: yet, in spite of this evident dis¬ 
position on the part of the daintily dressed, 
pretty creatures, no one, as yet, wrote herself 
Mrs. Jerome Joslyn; for the cashier of the 
Merchants’ Bank was unmarried. 

1 think that the idea sometimes suggested 
itself to him, as he saw happy families growing 
up around his friends; but, some way, the thought 
never became anything but a possibility in his 
mind. “ Critical,” he was called, by the maidens, 
who plied their fascinating arts in vain; but I 
think it was, as the wisely simple old ladies tell 
os, “ the right one he had not seen.” 

The messenger boy came, with a telegram—it 
was a new boy, he noticed—he dismissed him, 
kindly, and opened the message. A surprised, 
yet laughing look, came into his eyes, as he read 
it; for it ran : 

“Can you oome down, and take care of Opal, 
for a few days, while her brother and I go out 
shooting? 

Ned.” 

It was very simple: some one’s else message 
had been mistakenly enclosed to him; and his 
was, probably, at that moment, confusing some 
other person: the new boy’s mistake, undoubt¬ 
edly. The only proper thing to do, was to send 
it to the office again. Yet, he read it twice, 
before he rang the bell, and mused: 

“ Come and take care of a lady—young or old, 
I wonder?—quite a joke; but I don’t think I’ll 
say anything to the boys about it. Opal, what a 
lovely name. There is a fine purity about it, as 
of the white frost, or still summer seas—but, 
pshaw ! 1 what’s in a name V She may be an old 
maid, with ‘plain’ written on every feature. 

“But then, why need she be taken care of?” 
he added, as if to instinctively reassure him¬ 
self; “surely, one old and grim—and who 
was it who should come and take care of her?” 
but here he found his way more defined, for it 
Vol. LXXXI.—10. 


was a lady, evidently. At last, as the most 
tangible way out of the difficulty, he determined 
to dismiss the subject altogether. 

Like Banquo’s ghost, though, it would not 
down ; but came, despite himself, into his mind, 
a dozen times, that day: it was a mighty fasci¬ 
nating ghost, too, and held its own as deter¬ 
minedly as real flesh and blood—as a girl’s fair 
face could have done. 

The very day that he received his telegram, 
however, a telegram was taken to Mrs. Edward 
Graham. Now, Mrs. Edward Graham was as 
comely a matron as you would have cared to look 
upon; though, at the time we make her acquain¬ 
tance, she had a slightly impatient frown upon her 
white forehead: for her husband had been away 
from home two whole days; and though she hod 
expected him on the morning train, it was only 
to be disappointed. 

“ Business,” she pouted, “ of course; but how 
provoking.” 

At this moment, the maid brought in a tele¬ 
gram ; the face brightened; she eagerly seized it, 
and read, blankly: 

“ Bullion shipped at 9.80. 

C. T. F.” 

“What does this mean? What do I know 
about bullion ? There is a mistake, Jane, 
Have the boy take this back, at once, and 
see to it that he brings me back my message.” 

This, I am happy to be able to state, that hu¬ 
miliated young man did, in haste; and Mrs. 
Graham was soon eagerly perusing her message 
from “ dear, precious Ned,” “to come and take 
care of darling Opal, yes, indeed.” 

Visions must be slightly tangible, to remain in 
one’s mind long; and so the lovely, inquisitive 
one of “ Who is Opal?” faded from Jerome Jos¬ 
lyn’ s mind and imagination, except at rare in¬ 
tervals. Science, the deposed, took back her 
kingdom, in the hours unclaimed by business. 

“Jerome,” said Fred Bent, one day, “is your 
heart affected?” 

“ Not that I know of,” was the laughing re¬ 
sponse ; “ but if it causes you trouble, I will call 
in a physician,” purposely mistaking the other’s 
meaning. 

“ Well, all is, you won’t be able to say that, 
after to-night.” 

( 287 ) 
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“ And pray, what terrible misfortune is about 
to befall me?” 

“ You are going to Mrs. Ned Graham’s party, 
and there you’ll meet her friend, Miss Deane; 
that’s the solution.” 

“ Who is Miss Deane?” 

“ She’s an orphan, I believe: keeps house for 
her brother, at Colorado Springs; and is the most 
divinely radiant of creatures. She’s up here, in 
Denver, now, visiting Mrs. Graham; and the 
party’s principally in her honor. She doesn’t 
show anybody a preference, though half the 
town’8 at her feet—metaphorically speaking. 
There isn’t any hope for me, in that quarter; so 
I’ll be generous, Jerome. You’re one of those 
cool sort of fellows, that always have success; 
and perhaps it won’t desert you, now. But 
remember, you’re doomed.” 

Beautiful, yes, witchingly so, was Opal Deane: 


they were jealously watched by members of both 
sexes. 

In taking an ice, Miss Deane drew off her glove; 
and with something like a start, Joslyn recog¬ 
nized an opal, on the slender hand, set in a cir¬ 
clet of diamonds. Watching the look, Miss Deane 
j said, lightly: 

[ •• Do you share the ideas of those who hold it 

an unpleasant omen ? I have never found it so: 
my life has been tolerably free from ill-fortune; 
and yet, it is my name.” 

Her name ? Opal ? A strange sense of relief 
oame over Joslyn, amid all the confusion of his 
thoughts: a protecting sense, a feeling of pro¬ 
prietorship, crossed involuntarily over him. Had 
he not been asked to “ take care of her,” this 
womanly, grand creature, and was he not wil¬ 
ling, oh ! most willing, to do so ? 

The most I know, farther, iB that one spring 


soft, fhffy, dark hair; fine, straight, thick eye- j day, not many months later, Jerome Joslyn stood 


brows; black-gray eyes ; a line of coral for the < by a proud, shy woman; and after the sweet, all¬ 
mouth ; and a trifle of color in the cheeks. She \ important question had been asked, and answered, 


wore a cream satin, the whole front fairly covered > he said, “ Before ever you knew of it, I was told 


with sleepy-looking embroidered poppies. One 
glance from the gray-black eyes, and the mischief 
was done. Jerome Joslyn was beyond cure. 

She acknowledged the introduction mo^e gra¬ 
ciously, perhaps, than was her wont with or¬ 
dinary men; she felt, it may be, the difference 
between this man and those she knew : money¬ 
getting, ambitious young fellows, in a certain 
way; but with little stronger motives, per¬ 
haps, in life. So, each recognizing the some- 


to come and take care of you, peremptorily;” and 
he related, while her lovely color came and went, 
the episode of the wrong telegrams. 

The right telegram was received by Mrs. Edward 
Graham, one day—for nothing but a telegram 
would complete the pretty play—which ran: 

“ Come and see me. Bring Ned’s dress-coat, 
and your loveliest dress. q ^ „ 

And that was the story, that, for so long, was 


thing worthy in the other, they fell into conver- jibe talk of Colorado: the story of the WaoKO 
sation, earnest and interesting, unmindful that j Telegrams. 


“YOU ARE ALL THE WORLD TO ME.” 

BT ELLA WHEELER. 


Somehow, as I sat, to-night, 
Dreaming in the firelight. 

That old, tender, foolish phrase, 
Echopd back from long lost days. 
With the old, sweet, earnest ring, 
Tour voice gave to everything 
In that vanished used-to-be— 

“ You are all the world to me/' 

. Not a vestige, e’en, endures, 

Of that dream of mine and yours j 
That frail blossom of our May, 
Scarcely lived its little day. 
Summer’s heat, and autumn’s blast, 
Withered it—it could not last: 
Save those fond words' jnelody— 

M You are all the world to me.” 

Since our morning lost its grace, 

I have won full many a race; 


Gained the glory of a name, 
Painted with the hues of fame— 
Won my meed of gold and power; 
But I’d give them all this hour: 
Give the fame, and give the gold. 
Just to hear you, as of old, 

Saying low, and tenderly, 
u You are all the world to me." 

Honors weary—riches tire— 

Each ambition and desire 
Loses lustre, when ’tis gained; 
Brings a burden, when attained. 
With the world here at my feet, 
Life is very incomplete— 

Homage is not love, you know. 
And, as in that long ago, 

No voice whispers, tenderly, 

“You are all the world to me." 
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BT EMILY H. MAY. 

. No. 1—Is designed for either house or walking- 5 edge of each flounce is a tiny knife-plaiting of 
costume, made of camel’s-hair goods, in light \ plaid material. The tunic opens upon the right 
gray, or any solid color. The underskirt has j side, where it is caught up by loops and ends of 
three kilted flounces of the material; under the \ ribbon. A two inch wide border of the plaid 


edges the tunic, the back of which is arranged in j 
irregular pouffs. The basque fits closely to the 
figure, and has belt, collar, and cuffs of plaid. A 
scarf-like piece of the plain material is gathered ] 
under the collar, and ends under the belt. This 5 


Is entirely optional, and may be added or left off. 
It is very becoming to a slight figure; but not to 
a stout one. The plaid, used for the trimming, 
may be of woollen goods, or of the heavy twilled 
surah silks, now so much used. For a dress of 
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light mourning, this design may be carried out 
in light-gray cashmere, with a tiny check, in 
black and white, for the trimming. Ten yards of 


terial, cut out in wide and deep Vandykes. The 
princess tunic is also cut out in similar Vandykes, 
which are simply bound on the edge. A wide 
sash, made of the striped satin, finishes it at the 
back. The waist is round, and gathered to fit the 
neck, and buttoned with tiny buttons up the 
back. A ribbon belt, with long loops and ends 
in front, finishes the waist. The sleeves are tight, 


NaA 


without other trimming than the plaited lace. 
Six yards of cashmere, eight yards of striped 
satin, six yards of Russian lace, three yards of 
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double-width material, with four yards of plaid 
for trimming, will be required. 

No. 2—Is a pretty house-dress, for a young 
lady, composed of ruby-red cashmere and striped 
satin. The skirt is bordered with a narrow- 
plaited ruffle, headed with two rows of Russian 
lace. Above the lace, there is a deep-kilted 
flounce (eighteen inches deep) of the striped ma¬ 
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ribbon for belt and loops, will be required. The j 
sash, at the back, can be made of the cashmere, < 
if preferred. In selecting the striped material: 
for this oo8tume, we would suggest two shades of; 
red, to correspond with the cashmere, or a red : 
and white, the stripes being an inch wide; and in 
plaiting, lay the lighter or white stripe under, : 
thus giving, when plaited, the effect of a solid 
color, which reveals the white or lighter shade at j: 
every movement of the wearer. We have just; 
seen a very effective French costume, made of 
rose-pink and white stripes for the short under¬ 
skirt, while the tunic was of the solid color. 

No. 8—Is a walking-costume, for the coming 


No. 0. | 

i 

season, in checked woollen material. The checks 'j 
are two shades of brown. The skirt is mounted j 
upon a foundation of silesia or alpaca, and is laid 1 


in double box-plaits, under which a narrow knife- 
plaited ruffle is seen. The tunic is gathered 
around the long-pointed bodice, and forms paniers, 



No. 4 . 


and a Louis XV. pouff at the back. The bodice is 
gathered both at the back and front; but this is 
optional; or it may have the gathered fronts, 
with a plain back. The shoulder cape is made 
of a straight piece, gathered to fit the neck and 
shoulders. The edge of the tunic and cape are 
simply stitched for a finish. The long, close 
sleeves have a gathered cuff. Twelve to fourteen 
yards of double-fold goods will be required. 

No. 4—Is a costume of maroon-colored vigoyne, 
cashmere, or any of the soft woollen fabrics. The 
tablier front of the skirt forms three large pouffs, 
which are made by running three rows of tiny 
tucks in the material, between each pouff. When 
these tucks are drawn in place, they form the 
gaugings between the pouffs. The lower edge of 
the skirt has a narrow knife-plaited ruffle, over 
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which is a kilted flounce, a quarter of a yard 
deep; to which the pouffed tablier is attached, as 
seen ; deepening in front, and raised towards the 
sides. This same kilted flounce is continued 
around the entire skirt. The drapery at the back 
is arranged in irregular pouffs. Plain, round 
waist, to which is attached a deep, kilted flounce, 
which forms the basque. The edge of this flounce, 



No. 7. 


and the edge of the one on the skirt, are stitched 
by machine, with gold-colored thread. Cuffs and 
collar to match. A belt of the material is worn 
with this costume. Ten to twelve yards of double¬ 
width goods will be required. 

No. 5—Is an indoor-costume, of beige, with 
plush stripes; plain beigg and satin to match. 
The skirt is made of the striped material, and is 
laid in kilt-plaits, so that the plush is at the top 
of each plait. The narrow killings at the edge 
are of satin. The polonaise has paniers in front, 
edged with narrow kilting of the satin. The 
back is arranged to form one deep point. Any 
inch-wide striped goods may be used for this 
model, either in all-woollen goods or in striped silk 
and velvet, or silk and satin; or it can be made 
of entirely plain material. These striped skirts 


—where one color, or one kind of the stripe is 
laid under—are very effective. Allow three times 
the fullness for the kilting, and mount it on a 
deep yoke. Nine yards of stripe, three yards 
of satin, and five yards of beige will be required. 

No. ft—Is a walking-costume, for a girl of six 
to eight years. It is made of camel’s-hair, in 
drab or light brown. The cuffs, collar, and 
pockets are of velvet, twe shades darker. There 
is first a skirt put on to a petticoat body, and 
trimmed with two narrow knife-plaitings. The 
paletot is cut like a little coat on the sides and at 
the back, and the front is filled in by a gathered 
piece, made to fit, and fastened by buttons 
(which are not seen) under the left side. A small 
cape, with deep collar, is worn with it, over all; 
but it is not fastened to the dress, except by a 



No. 8. 


button at the back, under the collar, to keep it in 
place. 

No. 7—Is a little costume, made of bordered 
handkerchiefs, in delaine. These handkerchiefs 
come one yard square, and it will take four to 
make the dress. If these cannot be procured, 
some goods with a bordered edge can be used, or 
the same effect can be made by using narrow 
braid. The princess dress has a kilted flounce, 
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No. 8—Is a costume of tartan plaid, for a girl 
of seven years or over. It is cut in princess 
shape, and there are two kilted skirts, one over 
the other. The first is mounted upon the petti¬ 
coat skirt, and the other is attached to the dress. 
A ribbon sash ties in front, over the kilts. A 
deep collar and cuffs are edged with a narrow 
knife-plaiting of silk, to match the sash. 

No. 9—Is a knickerbocker suit, in checked 
tweed, for a boy of eight to ten years. Pants 
and little surtout coat, with velvet collar, cuffs, 
and pockets. 


LADIES’ PATTERNS. 


Any style in this number will be sent by mail on receipt 
of full price for corresponding article in price list below. 
Patterns will be put together and plainly marked. Patterns 


designed to order. 

Princess Dreas: Plain,.60 

“ “ with drapery and trimming, .... 1.00 

Polonaise,..60 

Combination Walking Suits,.1.00 

Trimmed Skirts...60 

Watteau Wrapper,..60 

Plain or Gored Wrapper*,.36 

Basques,..35 

Coats,./.35 

“ with vests or skirts cut off, . . ..60 

Overskirts, ..36 

Talmas and Dolmans, .36 

Waterproofs and Circulars,.36 

Ulsters,.35 


CHILDREN’S PATTERNS. 


Dresses: Plain, . . . .251 Basques and Coats, . . .26 

Combination Suits, . . .36 Coats & Vests or Cut Skirts .35 

Skirts and Overskirts, . .26; Wrappers,.26 

Polonaise: Plain, . . . .25 Waterproofs, Circulars 

“ Fancy, . . .35[ and Listen,.25 


No. 9. 

headed by a plaited scarf, with large plaid ribbon 
how at the back. The pointed hood is round in 
front, and the dress buttons with two rows of 
buttons, and is double-breasted. 


BOYS' PATTERNS. 

Jackets,.,25 J Wrappers,.26 

Pants,.20 1 Gents’Shirts,.60 

Vests,..20 “ Wrap pen, . . . .30 

Ulsters,.301 

In sending orders for Patterns, please send the number 
and month of Magazine, also Nb. of page or figure or any¬ 
thing definite, and also whether for lady or child. Address, 
Mn. M. A. Jones, 23 South Eighth Street, Philadelphia. 


SATCHEL FOR EASTER EGGS. 

BY MRS. JANI W1AT1B. 


This charming egg-bag is,made of white flannel, 
embroidered with green silk. The small, colored 
scraps, representing a hen and hare with eggs, 
are pasted on, and secured by stitches of silk. 
It is simply a square, folded like a handkerchief- 
case. It is double, and has a layer of cotton; 
and thS edges are buttonholed together. Here 
it mar be observed, that, in Germany, the hare, 
as well as the hen, is emblematical for laying 
Easter eggs. 
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THE PHILIPPE COSTUME: POLONAISE. 


BT EMILY H. MAY. 


We have received very numerous requests for 
a pattern for a Polonaise. We accordingly give 
one, here: the latest style that has come from 
Paris: it is called “The Philippe Costume.” 
Folded in with this number is a Supplement, 
with the patterns of the different pieces of which 
this Polonaise is made drawn on it, full size; so 
that any lady, with the least aptitude for such 
things, can, even without a dressmaker, cut out 
the dress for herself. 

This beautiful Polonaise consists, as will be 
seen by referring to the Supplement, of four 
parts. Some of them are so long, that, in draw¬ 
ing the pattern, they fcave had to be turned 
over; but the place where this is done is 
marked; and for this be careful to look out. 
The parts are as follows, viz: 

I.—Half of Front. 

II.— Half of Back. 

III. — Sleeve. 

IV. —Piece for Vest. 

The letters, marked on the Supplement, show 
how the garment is put together. The notches 
mark where the plaits are to be put, in the front 
and back of the skirt of the Polonaise. Arrange 
the looping according to the illustration ; for the 
front and the back is slightly pouffed. The vest 
or chemisette piece 4 s laid in small plaits. 

It is always wisest, after you have cut out your 
patterns, one for each diagram, and an old news¬ 
paper is good enough for these patterns, to fit 
them on the person for whom the dress is to be 
made, before cutting into the stuff. Our patterns 
are always for ladies of ordinary size, and of 
course, for a very thin, or very short, or very 
large, or very tall one, they must be altered on 
the person, that is fitted properly. 

The pattern turns over, we again remark. I* 
is at the dotted lines, for both the front and back 
of the skirt of the garment. Wear the Polonaise 
over a flounced petticoat. 
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WORK-BAG: CROSS-STITCH. 


BT MBS. JANE WIAVBR. 


I 

Black or dark-colored satin is used for this 
bag. Hie design is worked in cross-stitch, in 
different colored silks, and upon Java canvas. 
Four of these pieces are worked, and then they 
are mounted upon the satin, which shows between 
each section. The bag is gathered into a card¬ 
board bottom, cut round and covered with satin. 
A heavy cord forms the handle, and the top 
draws with cord-strings, like a bag. For the 
finish around the top, either a gimp or quilted 
ribbon may be used. 



TRAVELING-BAG: SIDE AND FRONT. 


In the front of the number, we give designs / outside are more pretentious, and are done in 
for a travelling-bag: two engravings. The bag is - cross-stitch, in two shades of brown. The initials 
to be made of heavy linen mummy-cloth ; and is v are added, and leather straps and handle are 
one and a-quarter yards long, by one and a-lialf , furnished, and put on by a trunk or pocketbook 
wide. The arrangement of the inside is given in j manufacturer. Or else buy a nice set of shawl- 
tbe engravings. These pockets and flaps are all j straps, and use the handle and straps: they are 
hound with worsted braid, and a little border of' easily separated, and can be adjusted to this 
briar-stitch finishes the inside pockets. The > travelling-bag. 


EMBROIDERY DESIGN: K E N S I N G T 0 N-S T I T C H. 


In the front of the number, we give a design j Work on crash, mummy-cloth, felt, or satin 
for birds, to be done in embroidery, in Kensing- \ For the colors, follow those natural to the king- 
ton-stiteh. The design may be used for a screen, ) fisher The leaves of the grasses should be done 
cliair-eeat, or chair-back, sofa-pillow, foot-stool, j in shades of green, with brown for stems; the 
or whatever else you wish. ; fish should be sliver, shaded into gray. 


JAPANESE DESIGNS FOR D’OYLEYS, Etc. 


In the front of the number, we give two pretty $ or birds are the best guides for the tints to be 
Japanese designs. They can be executed in outline employed. Several other uses of these designs 
embroidery, or painted in color, on various j for art-needlework and general ornamentation 
materials. In the latter case, the real plants • will suggest themselves to amateur workers. 
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HOW TO PAINT PHOTOGRAPHS. 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 

Before commencing, get four or five different ) shade of the jaw. Work in a blue tint under 
sizes of very small camel’s-hair pencils, one stick j the nose, and a little of the shadow color on the 
of the best Indian ink, and ditto of sepia, one bottle j wing of the nostril; soften the edge of the chin, 
of Chinese white, one bottle of oxgall for removing ! and around it, with the shadow color, 
grease, etc.; one china palette, with three or four Now put in the warm color, for the reflected 
compartments, and a box of water-colors. Before | light under the chin, with a tint composed of 
making any attempts, old and uninteresting por- j Venetian red and Indian yellow, which is some- 
traits should be used, in preference to those of times called the flesh color. Work a little of the 
dear and loved relations and friends. same tint on the dark shadow in the sockets of 

Photographs can be removed from cards, and j the eyes; soften the shaded Bide of the iris with 
the color extracted at the same time, by placing > the shadow color; finish the lips by stippling 
them in a Boup-plate, previously filled with luke- j them with vermilion and pink madder, and 
warm water, and allowed to stand four or five \ observe that the more distant part is less vivid 
hours; but, as this is a most unsatisfactory ex- j in color. The principal work, at this period of 
periment, it is hardly worth the trouble spent j the painting, consists in softening the tints, by 
upon it. The following rules should be strictly j working on their edges. 

observed by the painter; who will find that, after \ Hair. —The difficulty of painting hair consists 
a time, her album will not only clearly define the \ not so much in the coloring, as in the drawing: 
likeness of a person, but the color of the dress for so the continual touches, which give the flow 
and trimmings. and form of the hair, may properly be termed; 

To 44 hatch ” a face, means to draw lines across ■ and to this point, the attention of the student maj 
one another, and to stipple, which is the only j be continually directed. We will first give direc- 
true representative of flesh. Arms and legs of j tions for painting brown hair. For the local tint, 
children should be “hatched.” use Vandyke brown and sepia; and with this, 

The Eye. —The pupil of the eye can be painted \ work on the deepest shades, with a touch that is 
in sepia (if so it happen to be); the iris (or • neither too wiry and defined, nor too washy; 
circle around the pupil) with cobalt, lowered > then go on with the next deepest shades (the 
with sepia, for a gray or blue eye; or Vandyke ' deepest tints having been already laid in their 
brown for a dark eye. Eyebrows and eyelashes 5 places when marking the outline); and so on, 
can be marked with sepia. j retouching and strengthening, when necessary, 

The Nose, Ears, and General Expression of the ■ the extreme darks; and leaving the lights, which 
Face. —The outline, if in shadow, to be marked : must be gradually covered with light touches, 
out in brown madder; the ear may be outlined j. giving them the form of hair, until even the ex- 
with the same color. The most important and | treme lights are covered with a light tint of this 
characteristic shadows of the face should be put ) local color, taking no notice, for the present, of 
in as near as possible to their full strength, with the blue tint perceptible on or near the'lights, 
the general shadow color: Indian red, lowered These high lights are afterwards to be taken out 
with cobalt. This mixture of Indian red and When the local color is not sufficiently warm, 
cobalt forms a beautiful clean color for the apply the flesh tint, composed of Venetian red and 
shadows. Indian yellow. 

The most important shadows are the sockets of Black Hair. —Sepia to be used in place of van- 
the eyes, on the lower part of the noBe, and dyke brown and sepia, adding for the extreme 
below it, beneath the chin, and below or behind dArks, a little warm black (composed of sepia, 
the ears. These shadows are to be partly washed; lake, and indigo); and remember that, in black 
should be finer, as the face is approached. and dark hair, the lights are cold and blueiah; 

To Hatch a Face .—First, hatch a light tint of j and that there is always a warm tint between the 
blue, over the lower and retiring part of the lights and extreme darkB. 
cheek; put in the blue shadow below, and at Flaxen Hair. —Commence with sepia; next 
the corner of the upper lip, keeping its form well tints, Vandyke brown ; then the flesh color, 
defined, and unite it gradually with the blue \ Venetian red and Indian yellow. The local 
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color is either yellow ochre, or a tint formed of 
Indian yellow and Venetian red; which, from 
being more transparent, is perhaps preferable: 
although the former, from its semi-opacity, has \ 
more solidity. The high lights of flaxen hair 
are yellow, and there is a cool gray tint between \ 
the lights and shadows. In all cases, the high \ 
lights of hair are taken out afterwards, when the j 
tints already described are quite dry; and, to 
allow time for this, it is usual to leave the hair i 
in this state, and go on with the neck, arms, and j 
hands, when they are visible. j 

Be carefril to introduce shadows or gray tints, 
between the flesh and the hair; and to soften the > 
extremities and outlines of the latter, where it > 
meets the background, that it may not appear j 
inlaid. \ 


The Neck. —The color, on the shaded side of 
the neck, is Indian red and blue; on the light 
side, blue only. The green tint on the neck is to 
be given with the flesh color, (Venetian red and 
Indian yellow,) hatched over the blue. Proceed 
in the same manner with the arms and hands: 
using, however, Indian red alone for the first 
tint, in the same manner as the forehead, when 
working over them ; when necessary, with blue, 
observing the reflecting lights, which are always 
warm. 

Finger *.—The divisions of the fingers may be 
painted with brown and pink madder. The tips 
of the fingers, the knuckles, and the outside of 
the hands, are more rosy than the other parts; 
and require to be hatched with the carnation tint 
of madder and vermilion. 


LAMBREQUIN FOR L’ETAG^RE. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. < first tint of the dawn; and there are certain salmon-pinks, 

Color In Dress.—T he choice of colors, lu dress, is almost ! of which a subtle suspicion, here and there in a gray gown, 
as important as the style, or fashion. Yet there is nothing is like the kindling spark of red in an opal's cloudy milk, 
so little understood. Take bonuets, for instance. A lady Silver is especially exquisite with gray, making it resemble 
goes to a milliner's, secs a pretty bonnet, and buys it, becmue the inside of a pearl oyster. Other women cling to black 
U is pretty taking it for granted she will look becoming s entirely. Now, black is, in the long run, the most economl- 

in it; when, often, it is Just the most unsuitable one Bhe cal; and it always looks, as the phrase goes, “genteel." 
could have selected. So of the colors of dresses. A new- But it is too sombre, except in satins, velvets, and silks that 
fashioned color comes out, and every lady hastens to buy it; have a sheen. Jet, or bugles, used on it, as trimmings, are 
it will not probably become more than half of them; for, as ornamental, if there is not too much: the glitter and play of 
a rule, what suits a blonde, will not suit a brunette, and what ' light takes away from the dead, dull black. But there 
sets off a brunette generally tries a blonde severely. Of are other colors, bettor than black, yet not pronounced, 
course, there are exceptions to this rule, but they are very 5 Such are the deep browns; the reds, those so dark that 
rare. An English lady, writing on this subject, says that she scarcely a sullen glow betrays their nature; myrtle-green; 
knew* a sallow dark-haired girl, who really looked well in 5 and that beautiful color, the true, deep indigo; but not its 
a vivid apple-green, a painfully bright green, such a color caricature, the Royal French blue, now coming into fashion 
as was in fashion ten years ago, but which everybody has ! —all these are far more apt to harmonize in contrast with 
the good taste now to avoid. In a white and green muslin, \ the skin, than is the dead monotony of black, 
woru over green, with flushed tea-roses at the throat, the j The least becoming of all colors, perhaps, is purple, Incln- 
same girl looked bettor even than in the apple-green. But j ding the shades of it known as violet and mauve. Very few 
such cases are rare. huhes can wear them. Peach color, however, is often 

It is wise, generally, not to wear very bright colors. If s charming, and, when shot with blue, absolutely beautiful, 
there were no other reason, the fact that such colors are too > And this reminds us to speak of shot silks. The two colors, 
striking, are apt to weary,and are certain to be remembered, l which compose them, should be chosen so that if mixed 
isasufficient one. “ Oh! there is Miss Jones, in that everias- \ together they would make one clear tint: if this rule is ra¬ 
ting old gold,” people will say: “ will she never have done with \ garded, they have a shimmering beauty of effect unattain- 
it?" Now', gold color Is one of the most sumptuous and ; aide in auy other way; pale willow-green aud dark indigo, 
beautiful hues for evening-dress; yet a gown of this color is \ yellow aud white, green and blue, and the changing opaline 
very apt to be Almost overpowering in its shimmer and J- tints of a dove’s breast, are all alike exquisite. But if the 
splendor. The same effect, with a more softened and har- j two colors are not so combined, then a shot silk is about the 
uionious richness, may be gained by many of the fawn tints, < ugliest thing possible, 
touched and lightened up with gold and with yellowish lace; J " 

and in choosing white and gold brt*cades, those in which the \ The Flavor or Beef, according to a scientific English 
pattern is worked in brownish-gold shades are moresatisfac- \ authority, is due to the Juices; and if, during cooking, three 
tory than those in which it is rendered in yellow silk. The same s be allowed to escape, the beef loses much of its taste. Hence, 
rule applies to many colors. It should be remembered that ‘ in broiling, it should, from the first, be exposed to a bright, 

a drees ought to be the frame to the face aud form, so to 1 quick fire; which, by causing the superficial fibres to at 

speak; not the foil. As a general rule, it is safer to try for ; once contract, and the albuminous juice near the surface to 
harmonics rather than contrasts. For example, if a woman coagulate, leads to the plugging up of the surface pores, and 
determine that sho will choose os her colon that class of , consequent retention of the juices. Similarly, iu boiling, beef 
tints that begin with a warm, brownish cream, deepening ; should be plunged into almost boiling water. On the other 
into the various shades of 6cru, cate au lait, and fawn, : hand, in making beef tea, cold water is poured on chopped 
brightening into gold aud saffron, darkening into the \ beef, and gradually heated, to draw the nutriment of the beef 
warmth of deep chocolate—she may insure a far greater > into the water, 
variety of costume than she would if all her gowns were of < — 

entirely different colors, necessitating all the different ( Who Take “ Peterson?" All ages take it Says a lady, 
etcetera to match. If she keep to the browns, creams, and j remitting: “The name which heads my list Is that of a 

golds, her wardroifc will be, as it were, one harmony, and j littlo glrlf 1lot yet thre€ oW . and this is her third year in 

she may use what adornment she pleases to each dress, j my club: she is a fervent admirer of the pictures: the book, 
changing them without fear of a discord. Or if she fancies j to be bound for her. The oldest member of my list is a 
colors of a different kind, cooler and more delicate, let her Withe, sunny-faced, interesting woman of eighty years, and 
take creams, dead golds, and all the softer greens, from wil- j wealthy withal. I fiuicy few clubs include such extremes of 
low and sage to dark olive and myrtle; these are beautiful, ; age : iu this regard, it is quite unique aud complete." 
either with light or dark hair. The brown-reds and the J __ 

red-browns, from the faintest salmons, apricots, and terra j 

cottas, to the Indian reds and dark sicnnRs, are very fine; i 8rNOLE Number*, the current ones and back ones, can 
but, from their warmth, are more apt to tire than either of ; alwn - V8 * by the publisher. If the supply of your 

the foregoing, as a scheme of colors to be kept to. } neWB ft * pnt hafl run out > Temii to us, and we will forward 

Many ladies affect gray almost entirely. If they keep to i yonr order8 ’ F°«tage free - 
the pearl-grays, they are correct; but there are.leaden-grays j - 

that are perfectly dismal. Moreover, other colors, fro- Any Subscriber for this magazine can have either the 
qnently, may be used, to great advantage, with gmv; a j “Photograph Album,” or the “Quarto Illustrated Album,” 
touch of daffodil goes very sweetly with pearl-gray, like the for fifty cents. Or we will send both for one dollar. 
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Splexdid Premiums For 1882.—Our premium engraving j Additions to Clubs may be made, at the price paid by 
for this year, to be sent to persons for getting up clubs, is j the reet of the club. When enough additional subscribes 
entitled, “ Hush! Don't Wake Them,” and is of the size of \ are sent, on additional premium will be given. Go on, all 
20 inches by 16. No more beautiful ornament, to be | through the year, therefore, adding to your clubs, and earn- 
fnuned, and huug on the parlor wall, could be desired. It more and more of our beautiful premiums. 

is a work of real art, and a copy should be had by every j - • 

family in the land. It is, on the whole, we find, the most 1 Its “ Sympathetic Literature.”— A Western gentleman 
popular of our premiums for 1882. Nothing gives such an j sends us a club, and adds: “ Women, in this Western comi~ 
air of refinement to a mom as a handsome engraving. “One try, need relaxations; for they are worn out with many 
good engraving,” the N. Y. Tribune says, “ is worth a dozen > cares, that those living in Europe dream not of: they require 
chromos.” just such a book of sympathetic literature, as yours.” 

Or, in place of it, we will give, for a premium, either a j - 

Photograph Album, or our Quarto Illustrated Album, j Wu Repeat Again that we have no agents for whom wo 
which was so popular last year. The Photograph Album is j are responsible. Either remit direct to us, subscribe through 
bound in leatherette, or imitation leather: the Quarto Album your local news agent, or join a club, the getter up of which 
is bound in morocco cloth, gilt. j you know. 

For many clubs, an extra copy of the magazine will be > 
sent For others, and larger ones, an extra copy of the j 
engraving, or either of the Albums. The iuducemeuts to get > 

up clubs were never before so great; and probably will never j BEYIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

be so great again. j Common Sense About Women. By T. Wentworth J fig gin son. 

Now is the tune to get up clubs for.1882. It is never too j 1 rol, 12nto. Boston: Lee A Shepard.— The title of this Iwok 
late todo this. We can always supply back numbers to Jauu- ’ j 8 much more felicitous than titles of books usually are. 
ary, inclusive. Specimens are sent, gratis, if written for, to There are really more sensible things said abont women, iu 
those wishing to get up clubs. its pages, than in any other work we can recall. Its author 

- has the advantage of knowing wliat he writes about. Nor 

The Aesthetic Craze, at least in its exaggeration, is is ho one-sided, as too many are, who discuss the sex. 
already on the decline. Booms are now considered bearable, \ Colonel Higginson, even when he touches ou fashionable 
even if they do not have dados, paper of sage*green. and > life, and on the follies of its women, is large-minded and 
spindle-shanked choirs. People are beginning to find ont that ! fair. He lias seen the best society, both here and in Europe, 
true beauty, in house decoration, doee not necessarily ruu in ' and is, therefore, a competent judge. Yet lie is no mere 
one groove. The diversity of Nature ought to have taught ; “ butterfly of the salons." On the contrary, as all who know 
this, long ago: she is ever various, and yet ever beautiful. ’ him are aware, he is a scholar, a ripe thiuker, and a man of 
Winter, in one way, is as beautiful as Spring, in another; largo and varied experience iu politics, war, and literature. 


a tree as beautiful as a flower; sunrise as beautiful as Bunset. 

Wz Have Complaints, occasionally, about advertisers 
ia this magazine: that their goods have miscarried, that the 
goods are not what was ox pec ted, etc., otc. All these com¬ 
plaints should be addressed not to us, but to the advertisers. 
Neither magazines nor newspapers are respousible iu such 
mattere. All they do Is to give the advertisers a chance to 
till their own story. The public must judge for itself about 
the rest. And must also take tho risk of the mails. 

For Five Dollars And a Quarter, we will send three 
copies, aud an extra for getting up the club—/oar in all. We 
make this offer, in answer to numorous requests. “How 
much money must be sent,” people constantly' w rite, “ for a 
dob of three, with an extra copy, instead of the engraving, 
for the premium?” To repeat: three subscribers, at $1.75 
each ($5.25 for all) will earn an extra copy. 

Learning Bt Experience.—A lady sends us a club, as 
die has done for many years, and adds: “Some of the 
members of my club have boon trying other magazines, 
lately; bat they now say they like ‘ Peterson * best.” 

“Put a Pa nib a on Hie Venus,” says a late writer, “and 
she is Venus no longer.” One of the loveliest curves in the 
whole female figure, the bend of the waist, is destroyed by 
this hideous excrescence. 


There is hardly a chapter in the book that is uot full of spg- 

> gestivenesa. , Even where the reader differs, from the author, 

\ he will find food for thought. ' 

> Helen's Babies. By John Hubberton. 1 vol., 12mo. Phila¬ 
delphia: T. B. Peterson A Brothers. —The popularity which 

| this graphically told story created for itself, at its first ap- 
; pea ranee, does not diminish as time goes on. Though tens 
! of thousands know it almost by heart, other tens pf thou* 
; sands, so large is this country, have never yet read it. To the 
! latter we say, get it at once. It will prove a source of incx* 

> haustible mirth. This is a cheap edition, prise fifty cents. 

! What Every Mother Should Know. By Edward Ellis, M. D. 
; 1 vol., 12 mo. Philadelphia: Presley Blakiston. —This is an 
) excellent little manual, especially suited to families in the 
! country, where medical attendance cannot alwayB be 
; promptly secured. It is from the pen of a physician of die- 
1 tinguished reputation, and is entirely free from everything 
like quackery. 

Faith And Vufaith. By the author of “ Molly Bavcn .” 1 vol. t 
12»no. Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott A Co. —This is a bettor 
novel even than “ Mrs. Geoffrey,” the popular story, by the 
\ same author, which preceded it. Everything w ritten by this 
S lady, however, is fresh and sparkling. 

My Lord And My Lady. By Mrs. Forrester. 1 vol., 12r»o. 
Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincftfi <f' Co. —This now novel, by the 
author of “ Mignon,” is qi^^pqual, in literary ability, to ita 
; predecessors; but the story, though doubtless true to life, is 
j almost too painful, at least iu parts. 

J Hand-Book of Light Gymnastics. By Lucy B. Hunt. 1 vol., 
16mo. Boston: Lee A Shepard. A verv capital littlo treatise, 


To Bx Always Cheerful Is a great gift, when it comes j 
by nature; and is so valuable, that, when not constitutional, j 
it ought to be cultivated sedulously. j 

Always Hear Both Sides before taking part. If this \ 


illustrated with cuts. When not carried to excess, gymnas¬ 
tics, even for girls, are useful; but, after all, there is uo ex¬ 
ercise equal to a brisk walk in the open air. 

Winter And Its Dangers. By Hamilton Osgood, M. D. 1 vol., 
lftmo. Philadelphia: Presley Blakiston .—Full of valuable 
hints about drees, eating, heated rooms, the necessity of opeu- 


rnle was observed, many a quarrel, between friends, or iu ■; air exercise, oto., etc. The work of an unusually observant, 
families, would be averted. < clear-headed physician. 
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OUB ABM-CH AIB. j 

The Cht is “ Still They Come.” The new subscriptions 
to “ Peterson,” for 1882, have greatly exceeded our expeo- ! 
tations. They show that & periodical of real merit stands on | 
a rock. Others, which are “all promise and no perform- j 
ance,” go down; but these increase in popular favor, j 
continually: and, like “Peterson,” are read by ladies : 
whose grandmothers took them, forty years ago. In addi- j 
tlon to tlio approval givon to our course by those large sub- ■ 
scriptious, is the gratifying fact that the newspapers, without j 
exception, praise “Peterson” more enthusiastically than j 
ever. The Norfolk (Va.) Ledger says, of our last tw-o num- l 
bora, that “ they are the most superb ever issuod.” The j 
Lancaster (Pa.) Examiner says: “Where only one magazine | 
is taken, this is the one to take.” The Wheatland (Mo.) 
Star says: “ It will pay you to subscribe for this magazine, < 
if only to enable your wives and daughters to make their 
clothes neatly and economically.” Says the Nashville (Tenn.) j 
Banner: “In the home circle, it is regarded as iudispen- ; 
sable.” The North Adams (Mass.) Nows says: “ It has long j 
been the leading publication of its kind.” The Muncio ; 
(Ind.) Times says: “ It is, this year, better than ever; and < 
wheu we say that, we meau a great deal: it means a , 
standard hard to uttain.” It is doubtless these opinions, \ 
shared by the public in common with editore, which have j 
given us, this year, tho enormous accessions to our list j 

Horsford's Acid Phosphate is particularly recommended \ 
for "Wakefulness, Hysteria, and other diseases of the nervous \ 
system. 

MOTHER8’ DEPARTMENT. 

[Medical Botaxt— Or the Garden, Field and Forest.] 

BY ABEAM LIVEZEY, A. M., M. D. 

No. 3 .—Tiie Dscks—Bvmex, Rum ices. 

It is not generally known that the common field $orrd — 
that pest to fanners, at least to poor farmers, possessing old, 
uncultivated, or neglected fields—is a dock , a species of Rumcx 
—a full brother to the narrow-leaved or sour dock, and the 
broad-leaved dock; the ape talons flowers being similar in all 
tho species. Rumcx ocetosella is the botanic name for tho 
common red sorrel of tho fields. Rumcx crispus, the medic¬ 
inal dock, possesses a spindle-shaped, yellow root: stem, throo 
or four feet high, with smooth, long, lanceolate leaves; 
waved at their margins; terminating in panicled racemes, of 
small, Inconspicuous, green flowers. The radical leaves have 
long foot-stalks, and ore roundish cordate. The broad-leaved 
dock—Rumcx obtusi folia, not tho burdock—has similar 
medical proj>erties. Both possessing astringent, and gently 
tonic, alterative properties. The yellow dock root has been 
used with benefit in scrofulous and cutaneous diseases; and 
at one time, enjoyed a reputation for curing the itch. 

Two ounce's of tho fresh root, or one ounce of the dried 
root, may bo sliced, and boiled a short time, In a pint of 
water; and the whole taken In the twenty-four hours. 

The yellow dock is almost the only one of eur indigenous 
agents that can be proporly termed an alterative to the 
glandular system, or that can be used advantageously in 
debilitating and exhausting diseases; such as scrofula and 
tendency to phthisis. Of course, if iron, ood-llver oil, or 
tho hypophosphites, are administered with it, more prompt 
(rfTccts will often be manifested. In many feeble children, of 
phthisical or scrofulous parents, tho active principle of the 
dock—called nrnifn, or ntmtein —with iron, will soon change 
their diathesis or constitution. In many cases of great 
debility, especially weakness of the digestive organs, ood- 
llver oil cannot be borne: then cream should bo substituted. 
The dose of rumin is one to three grains, for adults; children 


may take one-sixth to one grain, according to age, three or 
four times a day. Dry friction, or after salt-water bathing, 
uut-door exercise, and as much nourishment as the child will 
tolerate, are all important adjuncts; and should never be 
neglected. But they are, and will be, to the end of time. The 
daily preparation of the salt-water bath, bathing with friction, 
and subsequent care, are too mach for thousands of busy, 
toiling, over-worked mothers; and many a child slowly per¬ 
ishes in consequence. 

Herpes clrdnatus, or ringworm—a very troublesome, per¬ 
sistent, cutaneous affection, sometimes producing intolerable 
itching—I believe, is alw’ays curable with yellow dock root. 
Let the mother pound or bruise one or more roots well, 
adding a few drops of water; aud after thoroughly rubbing 
the diseasod surface with the moistened roots, apply them to 
the part, and bind firmly. Repeat the application daily, or 
twice a day, for throo or four days; and a “ certain cure ” is 
the result Of course, there are caws in which the digestive 
organs need attention; and the mother or physician, who will 
attend to them, will succeed, where others, who neglect the 
disordered state of the stomach and bowels, will fail. When 
the groen root cannot be obtained, the fluid extract will 
answer, but more applications will be required. Homoeo¬ 
path i cal ly, rumcx is used in laryngo-tracheal cough, with 
excessive irritability, causing a violent, incessant, and 
fatiguing cough. It is used also in morning diarrhoea. 

Dandelion and dock roots have been largely used by those 
who eutertaln the prevailing notion that the blood can be 
purified by the continued use of such vegetable preparations. 
To such believers, it is only necessary to state the physio¬ 
logical fact that “ the blood is as the food.” 


PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 

4®-Everytldng relating to this department must be sent 
to GEORGE CHINN. Marblehead, Mass. All communica¬ 
tions are to be headed: “ For Peterson's.” All are invited 
to send answers, also, to contribute original puzzles, which 
should be accompanied by the answers. 

No. 146.— Window Puzzle. 

a a a a * 

a a a 

a a a 

a a a a a 

a a a 

a a a 

a a a a a 

The uprights consist of seven letters each. The right 

means a precious stono; the left, the first day of the month 
among the Romans; the central, a small line. 

The horizontal lines consist of five letters each. The top 
line is a gold coin of ancient Persia; the central, a scuffle; 
tho bottom, a lady's garment. 

Amsterdam, A* Y. Clara Van Brocklkn. 

No. 147.— Numerical Enigma. 

I am composed of 10 letters. 

My 9, 8, 4, 5 is an inclosure for confining animals, 

My 10, 7 is an inteijection. 

My 6, 3,1, 2 is to fling. 

My whole is a conveyance. 

Harlem, xV. Y. MlNNUL 

No. 148.—Decapitations. 

1. Behead a black bird, and leave a disturbance. 

2. Behead a weight, and leave a preposition. 

3. Behead learning, and leave metal. 

4. Behead a coward, and leave a bird. 

5. Behead to revolve, and leave a vase. 

6. Behead part of a ship, and leave a fish. 

drape Lawn, Va. X. 

Answers Next Month. 
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Answers to Puzzles in tux February Number. 

No. 141. 

Whip—snake. 

No. 142. 
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No. 143. 




Thought 





No. 144. 
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No. 146. 




Leyden — Jar. 
Indian — Ooeen. 
New — Hampshire. 
Cob — Nut. 

Out — Shut. 

Lich — Owl. 

Nick — Name. 


FLORICULTURE. 

Glasses For Hyacinths should be filled with clean rain¬ 
water, free from animal or >egetable deposit; and a small 
quantity of charcoal added to keep the water pure. The bulb 
then, without removing any of the outer skins, should be 
placed so as barely to touch the surface of the water. More 
successful than this mode, is to fill the glasses with cocoa 
fibre and charcoal, almost to the top, and saturate with clean 
iaio-water till it absorbs no more. Lay the bulb just touch¬ 
ing this moist surface, and tie a brown paper cover, with a 
slit for the shoot, over the top of the glass; keep in a warm 
place, or in the sun, till the bulb is well rooted; and replace 
the paper then with a cover of fresh green moss. Glasses 
with deep-neck rims are most to be recommended for this 
mode, as they afford more protection and covering room to 
the bulb; and afterwards keep the often top-heavy flower- 
truss steadier; or afford means of fixing a support. Glasses 
with low-neck rims are Improved by using the old-fashioned 
glass candle-drop dishes as cups to receive the bulb. Turned 
wood or tin dishes can also be used; and covered with moss, 
as soon as the bulb is forward enough. For decorative pur¬ 
poses—to fill fancy pots, china bowls, crystal dishes, Jardin- 
sttes, and other rustic or Artistic contrivances—all bulbs or 
dumps are best grown in thin shell-pots, pans, or other 
suitably shaped ordinary receptacles; which, if the bloom 
•ooceeda, can then be put in those ornamental ooverings. 
For hyacinths, the deep narrow pots made for the purpose 
are much to be preferred $o the ordinary flower-pot; as 
taking less room to pack into Jardinettes. the diameter at the 
top being wide enough to place three bulbs, and the depth 
accomodating the long roots unhindered. The favorite 
miniature hyacinths, without which no flower-stand, bou¬ 


quet, or table decoration is complete now, can be grown well 
in all manner of old-fasbioned glass ware; high, narrow 
tumblore; piokle, jam, or finger-glasses; high, old-fashioned 
stem salad-bowls; deep glass dishes; and a variety of other 
discarded table paraphernalia, may be filled with fibre or 
fine potting soil, and planted with pompon hyacinths, 
crocus, snowdrops, tulips, dwarf narcissus, the lovely va¬ 
rieties of Cyclamen persicum or hepaticas. Where forcing 
stove-houses, pits, or frames, are not available to bring for¬ 
ward the winter bloom of bulbs, a sunny window-shelf, or 
a common box filled with tan refuse, and covered over w ith 
a sheet of window'-glass, can easily bo arranged. A double 
window, of Continental fashion, is first-rate for bulbs, seeds, 
and plants; and a perfect winter-garden can be securod with 
little trouble and outlay. A south or south-east aspect is the 
best; and if plants are objocted to in a room, a lobby, hall, 
or st&ircuse-wiudow' can be made both warm and ornamental 
by this means. A deep window-sill is, of course, preferable; 
and if such doee not exist, the defect can be supplemented 
by advancing a bottom board and side frame into the room- 
Otherwise, it only requires the fixing of a second set of 
sashes, arranged to open as well as the outside ones, if neces¬ 
sary for ventilating purposes. A casing of tin, filled with 
tan, is advisable, as the window-sill aud framework are there¬ 
by protected from dirt or damp. This casing can also be 
filled with fibre or potting soil, and receivo the bulbe or 
plants directly. If the window is large enough, spider- 
shelves cau be used for tiera of pots, pans, etc.; aud hnuging- 
baskets suspended from hooks at the top. All plants grown 
in such window-frames must, as soon os advanced, be regu¬ 
larly turned, as the crowns otherwise will grow leaning to 
one side, from the light and sun attraction. 


HOUSEHOLD HINTS. 

How to Maks a Scrap Screen.— A scrap screen with 
three folds is most convenient, and the height should be from 
five to six feet, according to the height of the room for 
which it is iutended. Each partition should be covered with 
a paper, to constitute a ground, and fer this nothing looks 
better than a glazed black paper. Place a large, colored 
picture in the centre of each partition, and round it group 
smaller ones: all of which should bo colored, to look well. 
Most people cover their screens entirely, leaving no ground 
to be seen; but this is quite u matter of taste; as, if the bare 
edges of pictures are concealed by a wreath of flowers or 
ferns (which cau be bought by the sheet ready cut out), the 
black ground is rather an improvement than otherwise. 
Each picture should be pinned on the screen, and arranged 
before it is pasted on finally, so that the effect may bo seen. 
Fusts is the best material to use, and should be mado rather 
thick, and free from any lumps. When the three panels of 
the screen are finished (for it is very seldom both sides are 
covered with pictures) each should be carefully varnished 
aud be allowed to dry, before any attempt at folding the 
screen may be made. There should be a border of leather 
round each panel (either a binding or the stamped leather), 
which is scalloped out, and laid on the edge of the screen; 
a brass-headed nail being placed in each scallop is a great 
improvement. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

Every Receipt mi this OooJc-Book ha* been totted bp a 
practical housekeeper. 

MEATS. 

Bubble and Squeak. —Cut from a piece of boiled beef slices 
the thickness of a penny piece, trim and cut them Into any 
shape, parts undone being the best; boil one large cabbage, 
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FASHIONS FOR MARCH. 


one carrot, one onion, in salted water; when cooked, drain \ and well beat them with the aalt, ginger, and lemon-peel, 
and mince them together, very fine, removing any hard \ Add the ale, and enough of milk to mix the flour (which 
parts of the cabbage. Put into a sautA-pan, a piece of butter \ should now be added) into a smooth paste; when this is 
the size of an egg; when melted, put in the beef to warm, 1 beaten till quite free from lumps, add the remainder of the 
taking care it does not dry; tills done, remove the meat, and 5 milk, and well mix. The mixture will then be ready to fry. 
pnt in the vegetables; stir on the Are until they are very \ Have ready the pan, with lard or dripping, boiling over a 
hot, moisten with a little good stock, add salt and pepper, \ brisk fire; a small teacupful of batter is sufficient for a good- 
add a little grated nutmeg; place them iu the centre of the <; sized pancake. Wheu fried, drain them on a strainer, or on 
dish, put the slices of beef all around, pour over a little stock, ‘ letter-paper, pricked full of holes; serve them as quickly as 
and serve. t possible, as they become heavy and indigestible if cold. 

Minced Veal mid E^.-Tako some remnants of roast or \ NeTer P ile them one on the oUier > as that at once makes 
braised veal, trim off all browned parts, and mince it very l them heavy. They may be served with jam, sugar and 
line; fry a clialot, or onion, chopped small, in plenty of ( le mon-juice, or vinegar. 

butter; wheu it is a light straw-color, add a largo pinch of ;> Imitation Lemon Cream —This will be useful where milk 
flour and a little stock, then the minced meat, with chopped <; or cream is not allowed, and is nourishing and delicious, 
parsley, pepper, salt, and nutmeg, to taste; mix well, add \ Put iuto half a pint of boiling water, the peel of two lemons, 
more stock if necessary, and let the mince gradually get hot \ very thinly shred, and allow it to simmer for a quarter of ail 
by the side of the Are; lastly, add a few drops of lemon-julco. ) hour; then boil a half pound of sugar in it, for ton minutes; 
Serve with sippets of bread, fried in butter round, and the \ strain it, add three eggs (the whites and yolks beaten to- 
poached eggs on the top. ^ gether), and the juice of the lemons. Put the mixture into 

Stowed Fowl, with Rice.- Truss the fowl for boiling, and * a br, * ht Bt0W P* n » wd *ir until thick: it will take about 
•tow It in about a quart of muttou-hroth, seasoned with a > tweut y minutes. Have ready a quarter ounce of gelatine, 
little pepper, salt, and lialf a blade of mace, for an hour and ; 80a l £e ^ In a spoonful of cold water; and when the cream is 
a half, skimming it oftcu. About half au hour before the P° ured into a basin, put the gelatine, with another spoonful 
fowl is ready to serve, add a large cupful of rice; and wheu of watcr » iut ? & e Btewpan, and «tir about until dissolved; 
tender, strain the broth from it, and place the rice in a sieve thoroughly with the cream, and put it into a 

to dry and swell before the fire, keeping the fowl liut; then ' mould. It should stand until tho next day. 
place it in the centre of a hot dish, with the rice arranged in ■ Bread and Butter Frittere. —Make a batter of a half pound 


rather a high border around it. Servo with parsley and 
butter sauce, in a tureen. } 

Guises’ Feet, Fricasseed .—Soak them three hours, simmer } 
them in equal projiortious of milk and water, until they aro 
sufficiently tender to remove the meat from tho bones; cut 
in good-sized pieces. Dip them in yolk of egg, cover them i 
with fine bread-crumbs; pepper and salt them; fry a beau¬ 
tiful brown, and servo In white sauce. 

GAKE8. 

Purler House Rolls .—Boil one pint of milk, and stir into 5 
it one heaped tablespoonful of lard, and two even table- . 
spoonfuls of sugar. Lot it cool, and when milk-warm, add 
flour enough to make a batter as thick as muffin batter. 
Then stir in a good gill of yeast, and let it rise ten hours; 
then sprinkle some flour on the pasteboard. Lny the dough 
ou it, and spriuklo ovePlt just enough sifted flour to roll it ; 
out about three-quarters of an inch thick. Do not stir or 
knead it. Cut out with a round cutter; brush the top of \ 
each roll with melted butter; then double oach roll, by ; 
folding the two opposite edges together like a turnover;; 
press the sides a little together; brush the top with molted 
butter. Set to rise iu a warm place, and when very light, in 
about three hours, bake them ten or fifteen minutes in a 
moderate ovon, and serve at once. They should be of a very : 
light brown color. j 

Rice Cake .—Pick and wash, in two or threo waters, a 
couple of handfuls of rice, and put it to cook iu rather less * 
thau one quart of milk, sweetened to taste, with the addition 
of the thin rind of one lemon, cut in one piece, and a small . 
stick of cinnamon. Let the rice simmer gently until it is ■ 
quite tender, and has absorbed all the milk. Turn it out > 
into a basin to get cold, and remove the lemon rind and dn- £ 
namon. Then stir iuto it the yolks of four eggs, and the < 
white of one; add a small quantity of candied citron cut \ 
into small pieces. Butter autl bread-crumb a plain cake ) 
mould; put the mixture in it, and bake in a quick oven for ^ 
half-an-hour. , s 

DESSERTS. } 

Pancakes. —Three eggs, one pint of milk, two tablespoon- ; 
fuls of ale, two saltspoonfuls of salt, a little ginger, and a 


of flour, quarter ounce of butter, two eggs, milk, and half 
a saltspoonful of salt. Cut some slices of bread and butter, 
not very thick; spread half of them with any Jam that may 
be preferred, and cover them with the other slices; slightly 
press them together, and cut them out in square, long, or 
round pieces. Dip them in the batter, and fry in boiling 
lard, for about ton minutes; drain them before a fire, on a 
piece of blotting-paper or doth. 

MISCELLANEOUS TABLE RECEIPTS. 

Egg Mince-Meat .—Six hard-boiled eggs, shred very fine; 
double the quantity of beef-suet, chopped very small; one 
pound currants, washed and dried ; the peel of one large or 
two small lemons, minced up; six tablespoonftils of sweet 
wine, a little mace, nutmeg, and salt, with sugar to your 
tasto; add one-quarter pound of candied orange and citrou, 
cut into thin slices. Mix all well together, and press it into 
a jar for use. 

Madeline Cakes far Dessert. —One-half pound of eggs (four), 
one-half pound of butter, one-half pound of sugar, one-half 
pound of flour. Mix the butter, sugar, aud yolks of the 
eggB thoroughly; then add the flour and mix again; then 
the whites of tho oggs, beaten to a thick froth. Grate in a 
little lemon-rind. Put in little dishes, each about one-thhd 
full, and bake till done. 

Batter and Apples .—Pare and core six apples, and stow 
them fur a short time, with a little sugar; make batter in 
the usual way, beat in the apples, and pour tho pudding 
into a buttered pie-dish ; the pudding, when properly done, 
should rise up quite light, with the apples on the top; to be 
eaten at table with butter and moist sugar. 


FASHIONS FOR MARCH. 

Fio. r.«—V isitin q-Drkbs, of Wise-Colored Camkl’s-Haib. 
The bottom of the skirt is trimmed with two side-plaited 
ruffles, and tho whole length of the front is trimmed with 
alternate ruffles of the camel’s-hair, and bands of velvet, of a 
darker shade. The sides of the skirt fall plain, and the 
drapery at the back is simple. The ooat basque is cat away 


little grated lemon-peel, three-quarters of a pound of floor, In front, and Is trimmed with the velvet. Dark wine-oolered 


half-pound of lard or dripping to fry iu. Brook the eggs, velvet bonnet, with a light-yellow plume. 
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Fio. n.— Carriage-Dress, or Black Silk. The skirt is 
trimmed with side-plaited ruffles, a deep, full puff, gather¬ 
ings, and an upright fluted plaiting. The back is draped in 
puffs. The deep basque is cut away in front, and is made 
fall and puffed at the back. It is gathered full ou the chest, 
and the plaited frill around the neck is lined with yellow 
■din. Yellow satin ribbons tie the neck, and ornament the 
sleeves. Black satin bonnet, faced with yellow satin, and 
trimmed with yellow plumes. 

Fro. hi.—House-Dress, or Delicate-Green Albatross. 
The lower part of the skirt is trimmed with alternate rows 
of white lace and emerald-green velvet. Above the upper 
row of lace is a wide, side-plaited ruffle, and above this again 
is a full puff, headed by a scarf of the velvet. The bodice is 
shirred. Mother Hubbard fashion, at the neck, is loose-fitting, 
and confined at the waist by a green velvet belt, and has a 
how and ends of the velvet The sleeves aro puffed at the 
top, shirred below, and trimmed with lace. 

Fio. nr.— Little Boy's Dress, or Gray Cashmere. The 
bottom is kilt-plaited, in alternate folds of ruby-colored vel¬ 
vet and gray cashmere. The body of the dress is tight-fitting, 
double-breasted, and trimmed with ruby velvet Sash of 
ruby velvet, with a large buckle. Block Scotch cap, with 
ruby-colored wing. 

Fio. v.—Walkino-Dre8s, or Purple Plum-Colored Diag¬ 
onal Serge. The lower port of the front is trimmed with 
side-plaited ruffles. The tunic opens over them, and is 
draped at the back, from whence comes a scarf-like trim¬ 
ming, that appears to be tied in front The panier part of 
the skirt is put on to the bodice with several rows of shir¬ 
ring. The bodice is slightly gathered under a collar at the 
neck, is also shirred in front, but close-fitting from the waist 
down. Plum-colored felt hat, and feathers. 

Fro. vi.—V isiting-Dress, or Greek Velveteen ahd Gray 
Caxel’s-Haib. The comel's-hair ruffle at the bottom is kilt- 
plaited, interspersed with shell-plaitings ef«tho velveteen. 
Above this is a narrow box-plaiting of the camel’s-hair; and 
above this again is a puff, also of the camelVhair. The vel¬ 
veteen skirt crosses in front in fall draperies, and is caught 
up at the back. The bodice is very long-waisted, and has a 
deep, plaited ruffle around it A bow at the neck, and the 
trimming of the sleeves, is of the c&q^l's-hair. Muff of 
csmelVhair, with gray puffs at the side. Hat of green 
velvet, faced with gray silk, and trimmed with gray and 
yellow plumes. 

Fio. til—Walking-Dress, op Almond-Colored Camxl’s- 
Hair. The bottom of the skirt is composed of one deep 
flounce, with three plottings alternating with plain spaces. 
The upper part of the dress is simply draped. The jacket is 
of brown cloth, tight-fittiug. Amazon hat, of brown felt, 
with almond-colored feathers. 

Fio. viii.—Spring Goat, or Checkered-Brown Tweed. 
It Is half close-fitting, and double-breasted. The pockets and 
the hem are machine-stitched in treble rows, and the slightly 
open sleeves are turned back with cuffs. The back of the 
coat is laid in deep plaits, from the waist down, so as to fall 
eerily over the fuller dresses that are now worn. Felt hat, 
trimmed with feathers, velvet, and ribbon. 

Fios. iE. and x.—B ack and Front or a Walking-Dress, 
or Striped Limousine and Plush. The skirt is bordered 
with a deep kilt-plaiting, and the fall, round tablier is sewed 
to the skirt, with a narrow plush band. The sash is of the 
two materials. The bodice is pointed in front, with a finish 
of the plash, and is cuirass-shaped at the back. Broad plush 
drib. 

Figs. xi. and xn.— Young Lady’s Evenino-Dre*, or 
Geeam-Golored Nun’s Veiling. The skirt has four kilt- 
Ings of the material, each one edged witfc lace. Bows of 
■■tin ribbon at the ride. Cains body cot square, filled in 
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with lace, and laced at the back. The satin scarf is gathered 
on the hips, bos fringed endB, and is tied in the centro. 
Three-quarter sleeves. 

Fio. xiii.—Walkino-Dress, or Black and White Shep¬ 
herd's Plaid. The bottom has a kilted flounce, and there 
are five similar ones down the front, all trimmed with three 
rows of black worsted braid. The skirt falls straight at the 
sides, and is carelessly draped at the back. The coat bodice 
is double-breasted, cut away slightly In front, has a rolling 
collar, trimmed with braid, a double row of buttons, and a 
small coat basque at the back. The turban hat is of fine 
black straw, with a feather shaded from a deep to a light 
yellow. Tau-oolored gloves. 

Fio. xiv.—House-Dress, or Dabk-Blue French Bunting. 
The ruffle at the bottom of the dress is laid in livo side- 
plaitings. The apron part of the skirt is quite plain; tho 
back is in-draped. At the sides, there is a plaiting, over 
which is a row of blue satin bows. Tho paniers come from 
the front of the pointed bodice, meet at tho back, and aro 
finished with loops and ends of wide, blue satin ribbon. The 
cuirass waist is pointed back and front, and is trimmed with 
a band of blue satin. 

Fio. xv.—Spring Hat, op Brown Chip, faced with 
darker-brown velvet, and trimmed with feathers of the two- 
shades of brown, and a bunch of white daisies. 

General Remarks.— Black still holds it own, notwith¬ 
standing that the counters of the shops are filled with lights 
colored goods of all descriptions. The goods are of the softest- 
texture, and lovely indescribable colors. One of the prettfast?- 
black dresses, that we have seen, is of Canton ertpe, with' ■» 
the flounces edged with Spanish lace. Another was of blfcckc 
surah, trimmed lu the same way. A fine camel's-hair^nade> - 
in this style, would be equally pretty and less expensive.. 

BhepheriTt plaid*, in blue and white, brown and. whits,-., 
and black and white, are all In great demand. In fact, small x 
plaids are very popular, if the colors are not too showy.. All A 
shades of fawn, or almond, or tan color, are liked, yefcmauy 
persons prefer the old-fashioned de b£ge tints. Bah every- • 
thing that is fancied is the fashion, though not always in the • 
beet taste; for there are certain laws, with regard.to.-color * 
and form, that ought not to be ignored. As a rule* a blonde * 
will not look well in a color that is eminently becoming to • 
a brunette, and vice versa. Neither should a tall.woman 
wear lengthening plaits, or anything that give*.thoappear- 
ance of a stripe downwards; but many flounces*or puffings 
around the skirt are to her the most becoming, and ike con- - 
trary rule applies to short or stout people. Gathered ruffles, 
with several rows of shirring, are newer than the old knife- - 
plaits. If the costume is not made of too thih as material, . 
the whole skirt may be plain, except for a very, full shell 
trimming, just around the bottom. 

We cannot yet dispose of the draped overskirt; for even . 
when paniers or scarf drapery are worn about*the. hips, the • 
back is draped. 

The bodice* of dresses have equal latitude with the skirts. 
Tight waists, fall waists, waists round in front, and thoso • 
with sharp points, cuirasses, and coat basques,are all equally 
worn. The coat sleeve is yet popular; but we-are happy to - 
say that they are not worn so exceedingly tightas they were. . 
We know of no more ridiculous object, than a young girl 
with such tight-fitting sleeves that she can scarcely bend her * 
elbows, which stand out from the exceedingly: tight-fitting ; 
waist; especially when surmounted by an extra large hat. 

Black voted ribbon is revived for making bows, for looping 
dresses, for ornamenting mantles, and for putting on the 
bodicee of light drawee, to give them charaster. 

Monde t, vieite*, jaded*, and *acqne* are wary varied; but 
retain the general character of those worn during the winter. 

Bonnet* are to be had either large or email* worn much oil 
the face, or shading it, just as the fancy*of. the. wearer, 
dictates* 


Digitized by t^oooLe 



254 


OUR PARIS LETTER 


OUR PARIS LETTER. j 

Rue deb Petits Champs. j 

Some very pretty costumes have just been made up for j 
the later winter months, and the first weeks of spring. The 1 
newest mode in underskirts, is to have them either of some l 
perfectly plain, heavy material—such as velvet, watered silk, 
satin, or plush—or else to have them plaited, the most recent 
style of plaiting being a triple box-plait This latter mode 
is very pretty in cashmere, the waist being made as A Louis 
XIV., or a Directoire coat; or else with pa liters. Plaited 
r vests of surah, or puffings and slashings of the same material, 
look well on cashmere dresses. Cashmere is now, as a rule, 
discarded for evening-dress: because young ladies wear them 
in the daytime, receiving calls, or paying formal visits, in 
pale-tinted cashmeres, and even in white drosses of that 
material; a fashion that will be probably even more ex¬ 
tended, as spring advances. Light-blue is now leas in favor 
than are pale-pink and pale-green for evening-dress wear. 
Bands of white swansdown are a good deal employed on 
dresses of white tulle or white satin, and this soft, fleecy 
material has a very lovely effect. A ball-dress, for a young 
girl, with a white satin corsage, and whito tulle skirt, both 
trimmed with bands of swansdown, is very elegant, and 
youthful as well. 

Mika, watered or interwoven with gold or silver thread, 
are amongst the latest novelties of the sason. Satins, bro¬ 
caded with gold or silver flowers, were in vogue, some time 
ago; but these new materials are either pekins, with inch¬ 
wide satin stripes, alternating with others of gold or silver 
moirf; or else silks, watered with gold or silver. In tho 
former instances, they are a good dead used for ball-dresses, 
for young girls, being made with short skirts, bunched very 
much at the back; square-cut corsages; and half-long 
sloevea. The dress must be made solely of the pekin, with¬ 
out the admixture of any other material; except, perhaps, 
bows and ribbons of plain satin, to match the satin stripe. 
Such a dress, in white and gold, was recently made for a 
handsome Parisian brunette. Another was in stripes of 
pale-green satin and silver molr6; and a third was in pale- 
pink and diver. These dresses, though effective and elegant, 
have one decided drawback: they are apt to tarnish, and so 
are very perishable; far more so than their cost Justifies, 
even for quite rich people. Another new material for even¬ 
ing-dress is a very heavy corded silk, the cord being as heavy [ 
as that of Irish poplin. It has a soft, rich, lustrous appear- \ 
anco, and is used—combined with satin or watered silk—for < 
married ladies' wear; and corsages and overskirts of it are I 
worn by young girls, over skirts of white tulle. j 

Very handsome costumes, for visiles or demi-toilette, are j 
made with skirts of watered silk, elaborately plaited, and j 
finished at the top with a scarf drapery, which conceals the > 
edge of the corsage, that being in velvet. A black costume, j 
In this style, is very handsome; and so, too, is one in dArk \ 
myrtle-green. A very pretty reception-dress, for a young 
girl, is made of a pale-blue satin-grounded Watteau brocade, \ 
figured in small flowers, in their natural hues, combined j 
with pale-blue satin merveilleux. The brocade forms a long \ 
Louis XIV. coat, over an underskirt of the satin merveilleux, 
box-plaited in a triple series of plaits, from the waist to tho 
hem. 

A curious innovation, which has just made its appearance, 
consists in concentrating the trimming of a dress-skirt on 
one side. Thus, at a recent grand ball, given in the American 
colony, a dress was worn of pale-gray silk; the train veiled 
with tulle; while one side of the skirt-front was covered 
with raffles of superb point-lace, amongst which were set 
birds of brilliant plumage. I also saw, recently, at Worth’s, 
a black watered-silk dress, with skirt-front of satin; one 
side of the skirt being trimmed with elaborate draperies of 
satin, and fringes of Jet But I do not think that this fashion 
will ever become popular. 

Gloves axe growing longer and longer. Very thin ladles 


now follow the fashion set by Sarah Bernhardt; and have 
their gloves made to reach to the shoulder, pushing them 
down to the elbow, and suffering the extra fullness to wrinkle 
over the arm. They are now invariably of tan-colored an- 
d r essed kid. Black kid gloves are worn with black drears, 
sometimes; but even with these, the tan-colored undressed 
kid glove is considered good style. The glove is now always 
worn to meet the sleeve; except in the case of ball-dreaes, 
when the sleeve is a mere shoulder-strap, and then the glovs 
must reach to the elbow. 

Flowers are a good dead worn on ball-dresses; but they 
no longer match, in hue, the dress wherewith they are to be 
worn; but are rather in marked and brilliant contrast. Thus, 
Worth has lately shown a ball-dress, of pale-green crape, 
with dark-crimson roses set here and there amongst its 
draperies; and a drees of cream satin and tulle, adorned 
with bouquets of variegated tulips, fastened with bows of 
wide moird ribbon, of a chestnut-brown. Shaded geraniums, 
the huos passing from pale flesh-color to deep scarlet, are 
worn in black dresses. These come for tho purpose, in 
massed bouquets, without foliage. Poppies, in scarlet satin, 
set close together, without foliage, in long garlands, are also 
worn on dresses of black velvet or black lacs; and pink 
roses, arranged in the same way, are combined with black 
lace and jet fringes, in black satin ball-dresses. Looking- 
glass beads, in embroideries or fringes, are much used for 
trimming white satin. 

Lucr H. Hoopul 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fio. i.— Girl's Wrap, or Stkel-Grat Cashmere, half 
tight-fitting, with a cape, and trimmed with guipure lace. 

Fio. ii.—Boy’s SniT, or Browk Cloth. The trousers sra 
tight-fitting. Tbs coat is a round cutaway. 

Fio. in.—M other Hubbard Cloak, or Fawx-Coloksd 
Camel’s-Hair. It is made with slight gatherings at the 
neck, and down tho back. The square, full sleeves are in¬ 
serted, and edged with a raffle of the material, as is also the 
nock. A bow of ribbon ties the cloak in front, and finishes 
it at the back. Brown straw bonnet, with fawn-colored 
feathers. 

Fio. tv.—Directoirr Bonnet, or Whitb Straw, for a 
Youxo Girl, trimmed with a white feather, and whits 
satin ribbon. 


OUR PURCHASING AGENCY. 

After many urgent request*, tee some time since established a 
Purchasing Agency, and encouraged by the substantial recogni¬ 
tion that has followed our efforts to meet the wants of persons 
wishing the best selected goods from the eastern MARKETS, at tbs 
lowest prices, tee again call attention to our unsurpassed ad¬ 
vantages for supplying everything used m the house, to the 
entire satisfaction of all who favor us with their orders. Special 
attention is given to every article bought; and the list includes 
Ladies *, Gentlemen ’*, and Children's Wear, Wedding Outfit*, 
Infants' Wardrobes, Wedding , Holiday , and Birthday P resent s, etc. 

The advantages gained by all persons sending their orders to 
our Purchasing Agency bane hem appreciated by the large number 
who have been served since it has been es ta b li she d , in the saving 
of money , time, and trouble. 

Samples furnished, only on receipt of 26 oents. Circulars art 
free to any one writing for them, oontammg full particulars, and 
mode of doing business. Remember aU are served, not only oer 
subscribers, but any one else m want cf goods or wearing appard. 
Address aU communications for our Purchasing Agency to 

MRS. MARY THOMAS, 

P. 0. BOX 1696, PHILADELPHIA, PJL 
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A PAYABLE gTjpiplT. 

The Unusual Experience of a Promi¬ 
nent Man made Publle. 

The following article from the Democrat and Chronicle , 
of Rochester, N. Y., is of so striking a nature, and emanates 
from so reliable a source, that it is herewith republished 
entire. In addition to the valuable matter it contains, it 
will be found exceedingly interesting. 

To the Editor of fAe Democrat and Chronicle: 

Sir: —My motives for the publication of the most unusual 
statements which follow are, first, gratitude for the (net that 
I hare been saved from a most horrible death, and secondly, 
a desire to warn all who read this statement against some 
of the most deceptive influences by which they hAve ever 
been surrounded. It is a fact that to-day thousands of peo¬ 
ple are within a foot of the grave, and they do not know it 
To tell how I was caught away from just this position, and 
to worn others against nearing it, are my objects in this 
communication. 

On the first day of June, 1881,1 lay at my residence in 
this city, surrounded by my friends, and waiting for death. 
Heaven only knows the agony I then endured, for words 
can never describe it And yet if a few years previous any¬ 
one had told me that I was to be brought so low, and by so 
terrible a disease, I should have scoffed at the idea. I had 
always been uncommonly strong and healthy, had weighed 
over 200 pounds, and hardly knew, in my own experience, 
what pain or sickness were. Very many people who will 
read this statement realize at times that they are unusually 
tired, and cannot account for it They feel dull and indefi¬ 
nite pains in various parts of the body, an^ do not under¬ 
stand it Or they are exceedingly hungry one day, and 
entirely without appetite the next This was just the way 
I felt when the relentless malady which hod fastened itself 
upon me first began. Still, I thought it was nothing; that 
probably I had taken a cold, which would soon pass away. 
8hortly after this I noticed a dull, and at times neuralgic, 
pain in my head, but as it would come one day and be gone 
the next, I paid but little attention to it. However, my 
stomach was out of order, and my food often failed to digest, 
causing at times great inconvenience. Yet I hod no idea, 
even as a physician, that these things meant anything 
serious, or that a monstrous disease was becoming fixed 
upon me. Candidly, I thought I was suffering from 
malaria, and so doctored myself accordingly. But I got no 
better. I next noticed a peculiar color and odor abont the 
fluids I was passing—also that there were large quantities 
one day, and very little the next, and that a persistent froth 
and scum appeared upon the surface, and a sedimout settled 
in the bottom. And yet I did not realize my danger, for, 
indeed,seeing these symptoms continually, I finally becamo 
accustomed to them, and my suspicion was wholly disarmed 
by the fact that I hod no pain in the affected organs, or in 
their vicinity. Why I should have been so blind I cannot 
understand. 

There is a terrible fhture for all physical neglect, And 
Impending danger usually brings a person to his senses, 
even though it may then be too late. I realized, at last, 
my critical condition, and aroused myself to overcome it. 
And oh, how hard I tried. I consulted the best medical 
skill in the land. I visited all the prominent mineral 
springs in America, and travelled from Maine to California. 
Still I grew worse. No two physicians agreed as to my 
malady. One said I was troubled with spinal irritation; 
another, nervous prostration; another, malaria; another, 
dyspepsia; another, heart-disease; another, general debil¬ 
ity ; another, congestion of the base of the brain; and so on 
through a long list of common diseases, the symptoms of all 
of which I really had. In this way several yean passed, 
during all of which time I was steadily growing worse. My 
condition had really become pitiable. The slight symptoms 
I at first experienced were developed into terrible and con- 
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stant disorders—the little twigs of pain had grown to oaks 
of agony. My weight had been reduced from 207 to 130 
pounds. My life was a torture to myself and friends. I 
could retain no food upon my stomach, and lived wholly by 
injections. I was a living mass of pain. My pulse was un¬ 
controllable. In my agony I frequently fell upon the floor, 
convulsively clutched the carpet, and prayed for death. 
Morphine had little or no effect in deadening the pain. For 
six days and nights I had the death-premonitory hiccoughs 
constantly. My urine was filled with tube casts and 
albumen. I was struggling with Bright’s Disease of the 
Kidneys in its last stages. 

While suffering thus I received a call from my pastor, the 
Rev. Dr. Foote, rector of St. Paul’s Church, of this city. I 
felt that it was our last interview; but in the courso of con¬ 
versation he mentioned a remedy, of which I had heard 
much but had never used. Dr. Foote detailed to me tbo 
many remarkable cures which had oome under his observa¬ 
tion, by means of this remedy, and urged me to try it. As 
a practicing physician and a graduato of the schools, I cher¬ 
ished the prejudice both natural and common with all 
regu lar practitioners, and derided the idea of any medicine 
outside the regular channels being the least beneficial. So 
solicitous, however, was Dr. Foote, that I finally promised 
I would waive my prejudice, and try the remedy he so 
highly recommended. I began its use on the first day of 
June, and took it according to directions. At first it sick¬ 
ened me; bnt this I thought was a good sign for one In my 
dobilitatedcondition. I continued to take it; the sickening 
sensation departed, and I was able to retain food upon my 
stomach. In a few d>»ys I noticed a decided change for the 
better, as did also my wife and friends. My hiccoughs 
ceased, and I experienced less pain than formerly. I was 
so rejoiced at this improved condition, that, upon what I 
had believed but a few days before was my dying bed, I 
vowed, in the presence of my family and friends, should I 
recover, I would both publicly and privately make know’n 
this remedy for the good of humanity, wherever and when¬ 
ever I had an opportunity. I also determined that I would 
give a course of lectures in the Corinthian Academy of 
Music, of this city, stating in full the symptoms and almost 
hopelessness of my disease, and tho remarkable means by 
which I had been saved. My improvement was constant 
from that time, and in lees than three months I had gained 
twenty-six pounds in flesh, become entirely free from pain, 
and I believe I owe my life and present condition wholly to 
Warner’s Safe Kidney and Liver Cure, the remedy which I 
used. 

Since my recovery I have thoroughly reinvestigated the 
subject of kidney difficulties and Bright’s Disease, ami the 
truths developed are astounding. I therefore state, delib¬ 
erately, and os a physician, that I believe more than on^ 

HAL T THE DEATHS WHICH OCCUR IN AMERICA ARB CAUSED 

by Bright’s Disease or the Kidneys. This may sound 
like a rash statement, but I am prepared to fully verify it. 
Bright’s Disease has no distinctive symptoms of its own, 
(indeed, it often develops without any pain whatever in the 
kidneys or their vicinity,) but has the symptoms of nearly 
every other known complaint. Hundreds of peoplo die 
daily, whose burials are authorized by aphysician’s certifi¬ 
cate of ** Heart-Disease, ” ”Apoplexy,’** 4 Pa alyris,”“Spinal 
Complaint,” M Rheumatism,’ 1 ” Pneumonia” and other com¬ 
mon complaints, when in reality it was Bright's Disease of 
the Kidneys. Few physicians, and fewer peoplo, realize the 
extent of this disease or its dangerous ana insidious nature. 
It steals into the system tike a thief, manifests its presence 
by the commonest symptoms, and fastens itself upon the con¬ 
stitution before the victim is aware. It is nearly os heredi¬ 
tary as consumption, quite as common and fully as fatal. 
Entire families, inheriting It from their ancestors, have 
died, and yet none of the number knew or realized the 
mysterious power which was removing them. Instead of 
common symptoms it often shows none whatever, but brings 
death suddenly, and as such is usually supposed to be hem t- 
disease. As one who has suffered, and knows by bitter ex¬ 
perience what he says, I implore e very on o who r eat Is these 
words not to neglect the slightest symptoms of kidney diffi¬ 
culty. Certain agony and possible death will be the sure 
result of such neglect, and no one can afford to hazard such 
chances. 

I am aware that such an unqualified statement as this, 
coming from me, known ns I am throughout the entire 
land as a practitioner and lecturer, will arouse the surprise 
and possible animosity of the medical profession and aston¬ 
ish all with whom I am Acquainted; bnt I make the fore¬ 
going statements, based upon facta which I am prepared to 
produce, and truths which I can substantiate to the letter. 
The welfare of those who may possibly be sufferers such as 
I was, is an ample inducement for mo to take the step I 
have, and if I can successfully warn others from the dan¬ 
gerous path in which I once walked, I am willing to endure 
all professional and personal consequences. 

J. B. HENION, M. D. 

Rochester, N. Y. December 30th, 1881. 
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/ Mean Honest , Hard Work ; I Use Honest 
Methods ; I Do Not attempt to cure in a day a 
disease that has been growing for a lifetime, increas¬ 
ing in power and gathering strength daily for years. 

I Do Not ask my patients to attempt, nor do I want them to try 
their cure unless they mean to fight the battle for health and strength 
manfully and with a determination to win. I Do Try to encourage 
every sufferer with catarrh to believe they can be cured if they will persevere in 

uic uot ui mcauo x ]/iw> iuc. 

By AooQnnKiOtnuMRMilitimunqi,HnnnriiTTAin, or In some unknown way, you hare secured. and are 
mining in your system, a poleon that i* isnij Mtiac its way to your vital*, carrying untold misery and mi tiering in in 
progress. i>o Not Wait until y air body is racked artth pain ; until the passages of your head are eaten away ; until the 
f.u i tunas of corruption, running down your throat, has affected the lungs, poisoning tho whole system, <c*using Con¬ 
sumption, Liver (.N-mplaint, and Chronic l)is*‘iis. •» of nmny hinds. Do Not Wait until Catarrh has prostrated you, and 
the complication ofaiaoasee, arislugfrom the negieeted Catarrh, has placed you beyond the roach <>t any human aid. 
obtain tin- m< um that has cared so many thousands; and, haring secured it, with honest, straightforward work, 
penerem ini i:- 1 nee, and yon Will bo Messed with rone wed health and strength. I especially desire to treat th we who 
have used other remedies without success. T. 1*. Cim.i>s. Trey, < hlo. 

We have many thousand letter*from grateful patients, and would be glad to have nuywho 
doubt the efllcacy of our treatment to write to any wo have oared and inquire for themselves* 

CERTIFICATES s 

My Wife Is entirely cured. I. V. COLLINS, Crockett, Tex. I I have so far recovered that I am able to attend church; 

Y .nr remedy has cured me. M. ALSHULKR, Mutton, 111. can walk half a mile. Hare a good appetite, fern gaiuiDg 


r l.. • medicine did for me all yon represented. all the time. M B8- A. N. Ml NGKS, Detroit. Mich. 

T. II. MES8H0BB, Cadillac, Mich. Itaffi.rdsmo great pleasure to nutily you that 1 liave.M 
I write to toll von that I am perfec tl y cured of Catarrh. T sincerely beliere, on ti rely recovered from that k athseme 

0. P. WISE, Magnolia, Ark. disease, Catarrh, through your verybeneficial treatment. 

I would nottakeafarm for vour Specific, if it could not be H. BENEDICT, IVtn-lia, Pa. 

J. P. ROBERTS, Chicago, Ill. My throat is now so well restored that I can fecturedaJiy 
I am cured; another formidable CS 06 at last yielded to without any difficulty, and find no difficulty wliltMff In 
yonrtreatment. W»B. MOUSE, Bryan.Texas, preaching. E. B. FAIRCHILD, J». i bL.D. 

i would not take a thousand dollars for vonr inhalers. I Chancellor of the University of Nebraska, ... ACh. 

urn e mplotely cored, G. J. HoKNIGHT, Cleveland, 0. Passages of the head began to open, throat and pronehtw 


n Cl mpl' t« 1 y « U) ■ .1. U. J. goasiuni, tuveuira, U. i-assagcs oi iaa ocaa ikrimi ww™., . . 

Y mr tri atmeht did me great good. I have not lostaday tubes grew better, cough ceased, and now I can see to write, 
sickness this year. I owo my life to your treatment. , 

ABNER GRAHAM, Biddle University, Charlotte, W. C. TIMS. J. DAILY, Horner, Champaign Co.,III. 

I am glad to say that I found your medicine aU that can I rewired your Catarrh Specific some 11 mo sgo, ami used 


sickness this year. 

ABNER GRAHAM, Biddle University, Charlotte, N. C. 

I a in glad to say that I found your medicine all that can 
be claimed for it. 1 am fully restored. 

J. H. 8IGFRIED, Pottsville, Pa. 
My health is fully restored. That horrid uud loathsome 
disease is ull gone. My lungs feel all right. 

MRS. W. D. LINCOLN, York, Neb. 


I received your Catarrh Bpecino Borne one ago, ami 
as directed. It acted like a charm. It cured my longhand 
stopped that wheezing I had in my threat. 

JAMES W. SANDERS, Five Mile, JhM Co., W. Va. 

I am HOW entirely cured. When I h d SMS It three 
months. I felt like a different woman. Too much cannot 


I do not regret the money it cost In using your modicine. he said in favor of your Catarrh treatment. It has sated my 

. ...° .* . . . ° V. a , i... 1 jm’elivi I V.l<4mn- Ill. 


I ca i heartily recommend your treatment. 

E. J. LIPP1NC0TT, Clark sboro, Gloucester Co., N. J. 

I have used your Catarrh treatment and um cured. A 
thousand thunks to you for so sure a remedy. 

FANNIE DEMENT, Dyer Station, Tenn. 

I ain much pleased to say that I have used the treatment 
faithfully, with the happiest and best results. 

JOHN A. PRATT, Gulls Falls, N. n. 
Yonr treatment cured me; your inhalers are excellent. 
ThUJa the only radical cure I have ever found. 

E. S. MARTIN. Pastor M. E. Church, Tort Carbon, Ta. 


life. MRS. K. G. MITCHELL, Fairbury,Ill. 

I wasthought to have had Con sumption, find hadsuffrwd 
many years with what was really Catarrh, before 1 procured 
your treatment. I have had HO return of the disease. 

MI88 LOUIE JAMES, Crab Orchard. Ky. 
My wife continue* in the best of h ealth, and ha# no cough. 
It is with great pleasure wo are able to r*e n m. iidio won¬ 
derful a medicine as yours has proved to be to us. 

J. H. BULLARD. Springfield, Mem 
Between nine and ten years ago, being afflicted withes’ 
tarrh, I obtained your course of treatment; and alterper* 


J, Q m A lv 1 1 DV , 1 Wn XU. I'j. t I1II M II | 1 I \ Ill Iff 'll, I till I ll | A vUWIUVU umrrui "luiukui, j A 

N - amount of money could induce me to be placed In the listing in its use some months, was completely cured, and 


misery I was in when I commenced using your medicine. 

J. C. McINTIRE, Fulton, Mo. 


bnve had no return of the disease. 

A. J. STILL, rattenbur. ,N. J. 


CHILD’S CATARRH SPECIFIC 

Will effectually and permanently cure any case of Catarrh, no matter how desperate. VTe 
especially desire to treat those who have tried other remedies without success. 

Child’s Treatment f r Catarrh, and f r Diseases of the Bronchial Lubes, can bo taken at home, With perfect ease adu 
safety, by the patient. No expense need bo entailed beyond the cost of thq^njedicino. A full statement of method oi 
home treatment and cost, with scores of testimonials from thosojyho.have been cuiY&wiillta»scnton application. Addrea 

fiiey. Tbri’YciOtDH, Troy, Ohio. 

Bay you saw' this in reterson’s Magazine. 
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DEALERS 


treble Bales with 


Pare, Bleb Flarorlng Extracts of Choicest fruits . One.t""d 

BAi,x,>a HEALTH FRESEBVINQ 
CORSET. 

^WwllllpMlm S0METH,NG entirely new. 

£/ TjJ a novel arrangement of fln© 

V? ’fm colled wire sprlnga, which yield 
readily to every movement of the 
JffihHwlm. wearer, the most PERFECT 
FITTING and comfortable cor- 
/GPfJ 1: : ?p-'\ Bet ever ma ^ e Ib secured. 

r ifi 1 ' ' \ Is ^PP rcvoi *7 tho Best Residua. 

VI fi 11 For sale by all leading dealers. 

\? Lady Agents wanted. 

r .O^rtCrOR r PRICE BY MAIL, $1 50. 

Manufactured only by 

AGO CORSET CO., Chicago, III. 


Kid Gloves Cleansed, 10c. Dyed, 25c, 

PRICE LIST FREE. ’ 


LEW ANDO'S FRENCH DYE HOUSE 

_ 17 T emple Place, Boston, U. S. A. 

H X DT \0 50 Lovely Chromo Cards. Our Drawing 
iU K I IX Hand and Bouquet Series, entirely 

\JlJLkvU U new, with immu,10c. Sample Book free with 
81 order Franklin Pi tgCo.New Haven,CL 


To every lady anil gou 
LIVINGSTONE A CO. 


«ds^'or 

MONEY REFUNDED FQY, tUBMOMSto. 


HOLDEN'S NEW BOOK 
^ ON BIltDS, 128 pages, 80 illus- 
J tuitions. All facta on birds. By 
mail, 25 cents, stamps. HOL- 
AGAZINE, nu illustrated monthly, 
iirling, St. Andrenaberg Canary, Piping 
sic,) Talking Cunnry, Care, Bird Mar- 
Sample, 15c. 

G. H. HOLDEN, 

_ 387 Sixth Ave nue, N. Y. 

mio Cards, the New Picturesque, Bird A 
io 2 alike, name on, 10c. always please, 
iples, 25c. F. W. Aust in, Fair Haven,Ct. 
Your Linen. Clark’s Indelible Pencils 
and Ink. Sold at all stationers. 

SILVER THIMBLE 
7 IN A CINDERELLA SLIPPER CASE 

II. AGENTS WANTED. Address, 


An infallible remedy for all 

FEMALE COMPLAINTS, Drice 

$!.50 par bottle. CURES WEAK- 

?ISI?»^ e JLXP usness and 

GENERAL DEBILITY. This re- 
markable preparation is the only 
reliable remedy for the distressing 
diseases of women. Sold by Drug¬ 
gists. J ® 

Srasfenberg Co. Ill Chambers St., N. Y. 


PRINTING PRESSES 


« to 8175. Circulars freo. Book of Type, 10 cents. 

Printers' Instruction Book, 15 
JOa Ll H Y\ AlSON, 19 Murray Street, New York. 

|TTP NAME Finely printed In Fancy l*y |e on 
UA 60 all New Style ChrumoCanto 

o two alike), 10 eta., or 25 Extra Urge ChromoCards 
o two alike), 10 cts. Agent's Large Sample Book, 4dc 
Fun Cards, loc. Clinton Bros.. Cilntonvlllc, Conn 


HE GREAT CURE 


RHEUMATISM 


STANDARD 

SSLK 


Afl It la for all discasca of tho KIDNEY81 

LIVER AND BOWELS. 8 

It cleans ob the system of tho acrid poison 
«iat causes the dreadfol suffering which 
omy too victims of Rheumatism can realico 

THOUSANDS OF CASES 

of tho worst forms of this terrible disease 
navo been quickly relieved, in a short time 

PERFECTLY CURED. 

PRICE, $u LIQUID OR DRY, SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 

WELLS, RICHARDSON A CO., 


WORLD, 


CONSUMPTION 

I have a positive remedy for tho above disease: by 

Its nsn thnnflfl.ndnr»f _, l__- 


Burlington, Vt, 


-^liiu uijwve uisease; DV 

Its use thousands of cases of the worst kind and of long 
scanding have been cured. Indeed, eo strong is my 
in it8 efficacy, that I will sond TWO BOTTLES 
I KEE.together with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this 
disease, to any sufferer. Give Express and P. O. ad- 
dress. DR. T. A. SLOCUM. 181 Pearl St., New York. 


Lovely Chromo Cards, New and Elegant Desigm 
*J\J name on, 10 cents. VANN & (XL Fair Haven. Cl 


is, xvew and Elegant Designs, 
VANN <fc OO., Fair Haven, Ct. 


ion PIECES OF POPULAR MUSIC qniffi 

WITH COMPLETE WORDS AND ACCOMPANIMENT. V UU1 PJI 

TV- hl*k pf$a ofabeet marie I. da. to the few piece, eold, end the la rye dlaooant made ta daalara. Ruh a, 

•*n. erer^rW* far M ett. WUhlng to Introduce our new and popular nEric Into erotr hoaMhold In 

onehttndrrdchoteo ant*g.nod inatnuaantal pleeaa by Stnraaa, UAge, Uchner,Ck>oto,M oIIot^MatxUI..S^M ran’ 

co mpoari of Europe and Am erica. A 1 k>, b enotlful tonga from the new oomic operaa of lftucot, Otieette, Fflirt Titylor, 
AH in lined mm fists words md Mtu/c, Thfw 100 choice place* ire slsgsuulu printed. full music sirs- 

mAmI 1 ^ *° —Y paid, .pan TMript «f VotM. (Mann t«fc.n). B.ch p(.«. It ■ gma, .nd th« <•>.’ • • n I 

oo^Sift ”rTpTo. * 2 *% Misr* r * M - p - < ,OK * s 
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THE DINGEE & CONARD CO'S 

BEAUTIFUL EVEB-BLOOHINO 




y Catalog**, with history , teatimoniali, tfe.,qf 

f <£,\\ thiM remarkable Hrawt»rrg, free. Noukr. 
l&wtirjsr 7 E»n and Cathbrrt It.mpbrrrira. 

W Specialties. 11 Dew Grape*. Hybrid Pears, 
k'SV vV /\\ Ac. LotfU’i Small Fruits are tbo 
bast. Tlio Cataloguo, richly Illustrate I (eol- 
a ©«d plates), ti lls how to gel and grow 
*Flr»iiv«f'lliii theTn - Fore cts. It Is th.handaom.st, most 
J ™ L QU li ^ complete and valuable Small Fruit Catalogue 
--- ever published. 

J. T. LOVETT, Little Silver, N. J, 


Will be mailed ran to all applicant*, and toemtorner* wlthoot 
ordering H. It conUln* five colored plate*, 600 engraving*, 
about WO i>aga*, and full description*, price* and direction* for 
planting loOO varieties of Vegetable and Flower Seed*, PlauU, 
Fruit Trees, etc. Inval uable to all. Send for It. Addre**, 

D. M. FEREY & CO., Detroit, Mich. 


E CONOMY IN THE GARDEN. Save money, time 

and disappointment by planting 

Dreer’s Garden Seeds, 

always fresh ami reliable. Dreer’s Garden Calendar 
for 1882, mailed free, giving descriptive and price li*ts 
of Vegetable and Flower Seeds, and e verything for 

the garden. 

_HENRY A. DREER. Philadelphia. 


CHOICE SEEDS! BEST OFFER YET 

For nine 3c. pontage Htampu I will wud for trial 11 na- 


iRT GOODS 
1 BT MAIL. 


/v Over three-quarters of a million 

J in stock to select from. All 

bought for cash, and sold at lowest 
city i 

DRESS GOODS, SHAWLS, FANCY GOODS, FT- 
HOLSTERY, SILKS, LADIES’ DRESSES 
AND WRAPS, INFANTS’, BOYS’ 

AND GIRLS’ OUTFITS, 

&r., &©., Ac., &c. 

Correspondence solicited. Samples aDd information cheer¬ 
fully furnished. 

OUR SHOPPING GUIDE 

mailed free on application. Please say that you saw this 
advertisement in Peterson’s Magazine. 

COOPER & CONARD, 

NINTH AND MARKET STREETS, 


Extra Early, Very Dwarf (8 to IO Inches), Re¬ 
quires no Bushing, Exqutslts Flavor. 

The best Variety for forotng, and the best fbc early 
eowing lu the garden. 

Circular giving full description mailed to applicants. 

C AUTION.— Aatherotsan Inferior Pea in the market called 
the “ American Wonder,” be aura and gat tha genuine '• BLISS’ 
AMERICAN WONDIE “ 

Pricks. —i>n©-thlrd pint package, 30 cent* ; pint, 55 cants ; quart, 
tl.OO ; by mall, postpaid. 


B. K. BLISS ft SONS* 

HAND BOOK for the FARM A GARDEN. 

300 BEAUTIFUL ILLUSTRATIONS, 

TTIth a richly colored plat© of a Group of Panales, and a descrlptlvo 
priced l^t of 2,000 varieties of Plowkb and Vkoktarlk seeds, 
llulbs, Plants, Ac.—with much useful Information upon their cul¬ 
ture—130 pages—mailed to all encloalng « cents to pay postage. 


B. L BLI33 h S31T3, Coalmen, 34 Barclay Street, IT. 7. 


Philadelphia, Pa. 


Digitized by 


Google 
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.SEEDS,PLANTS & SHRUBS *^ 


Useful in covering arbors, buildings and unsightly fences. 


like the Lilies and Peonies and Geraniums and Coleus. 

Address, 


Embracing everything valuable for the Kitchen Garden. 

JAMES VICK; Rochester, N. Y. 


IwnbM 

mm 

:«I% 

QjSijAfrl 

WmM 


Strong Healthy Plants, 

I Clove-scented, ull lalXMOd, sent safely 
) by mail, in colors of W hxte,Carmine, 
' Rose, yellow, Scarlet, Variegated . etc. 

6 for oOc. 11 for all* 
Extra Choice Varieties, 

4 for 50c. 8 for SI. 
Illustrated Descriptive Priced Catalogue free. 

SINGLE TUBEROSE teWKSSTESfe 

purest to bloom, and deliciously fragrant of all Tuberot-es. 
To all who B<md 15c. and address, I will mail 2 flowering 
bulbs, with full directions for blooming. Double Pearl 
£ame price. CHAS. T. STARR, Avondale, Chester Co .Pa. 



SEEDS! 


BURPEE’S 


are warranted 
llrst>cln**. and 

_ __ _ _ in order to introduce 

them to thousands of new customers, we have prepared a 
KPEl'lAL TRIAL COLLECTION of the lteat 
New Vegetable* for 1882. This collection contains 
one packet each of Burpee's SI- Found Cuban Queen Water- 
Jlelon (850.00 cash prises will be paid for the 3 largest Melons), 
Ilarpeeft Netful Gem Musk-MeUm, Jlurjee's Surehead CabUige, 
Lemon JW W ax Beans, Livingston's Perfection Tomato. Giant 
Kocca Onion, Improved Long tfrange Carrot, Peerless Cueumlter , 
Giant Stuttgart Radish , Philadelphia Lettuce, Red Top Glsxse 
Turnip and Bassano Beet. Illustrations and full directions for 
eiJture printed on each packet. The above 12 packets, 
it our catalogue priees are worth SI. 15, but will be sent, 
p ptrpaid, by mail, to any address for ONI/Y 50 CENTS. 

FLOWER SEEDS • l>efnit^ulv<irieties, mail¬ 
ed for 30 Cents, including Asters, Balaams. Pansy, Petunia. 
Phlox, Verbena, Zinnia, Ac. Both Collection* —in all 
2 1 packets—mailed for 75 Cent*. Postage stamps rcccuvd 
fame cu msA. Order now, and ask for BURPEE’S 
FARSI ANNUAL FOR 1882. beautifully illustrated, 
•tat free. W. ATLEE BURPEE A < 0., 

219 A 221 Church St., Philadelphia, Pa, 


I Before ordering elsewhere, 
I scud address on postal for 

J " Large Illustrated Catalogue 
of everything for the Farm 

~~ m |h ——jrs -vor Garden. cost* 

faJm JjLjk nothing, but will save 

money. Don't fail to get it. 


HO NEST 


BENSON, MAULE & CO., 129 & 131 Front St.Philada.Pa. 

nnUFCIl crpnc Flower or Vegetable, 26 
nUIUiO 1 ODDUiJ packets for $1.00. 

Fine assorted Plants for 
bedding, 15 for $1.00. 
That will bloom this sum¬ 
mer, 16 for $1.00. 

Send for our Eleventh Annual Instructive Catalogue (free), 
and see our remarkably low prices. 

D. K, AVOODS, New Brighton, Penna. 


CHOICE PLANTS 
SELECT BULBS 


^FLOWERS 


Over 1500 distinct Varieties. All strong Plants, 
each labeled, delivered safely by mail. Largest assort¬ 
ment. Low price*. In business 28 years. Guarantee 
satisfaction. Stock comprises all desirable, varieties. Only 
mature plants sent. Our new Illustrated Ilund-Iloolt. 
sent free, contains name and description of each plant, w it h 
instructions for successful cultivation. Don't purchase plants 
elsewhere before sending for our new II A 5111 - 0001 / 
All lovers of flowers should have our IlMlXU DUUi\ 
Every buyer of cheap plants should have it. Evervone want¬ 
ing new and choice plants should send for onr fland-Book, 
HOOPES, BROTHER <fc THOMAS, 

Creiiry Hill JJuuskries, West Chester, Pa. 


Digitized by 


Google 
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ADVEllTISEMENTS 



VEGETABLE COMPOUND. 

Is a Positive Cure 

for all those Painful Complaints and Weaknesses 
so common to oar best female population. 

It will cure entirely the worst form of Female Com¬ 
plaints, all ovarian troubles. Inflammation and Ulcera¬ 
tion, Falling and Displacements, and the consequent 
Spinal Weakness, and is particularly adapted to the 
Change of Life. 

It will dissolve and expel tumors from tho uterus In 
an early stage of development. The tendency to can¬ 
cerous humors there is checked very speedily by its use. 

It removes faintness, flatulency, destroys all craving 
for stimulants, and relieves weakness of the stomach 
It cures Bloating, Headaches, Nervous Prostration, 
General Debility, Sleeplessness, Depression and Indi¬ 
gestion. 

That feeling of bearing down, causing pain, weight 
and backache, is alweyr ]permanently cured by its use. 

It will at all times and under all circumstances act In 
harmony with tho laws that govern the femalo systom. 

For the cure of Kidney Complaints of either box this 
Compound is unsurpassed. 

LYDIA E. PIXK1IAM»8 VEGETABLE COM¬ 
POUND is prepared at 233 and 235 Western Avenue, 
Lynn, Mass. Price $L Six bottles for $5. 8ont by mail 
in the form of pills, also In the form of lozenges, on 
receipt of price, $1 per box for either. Mrs. P i nkh a m 
freely answers all letters of inquiry. Send for pamph¬ 
let. Address as above. Mention thi» Paper, 


No family should bo without. LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S 
LIVER PILLS. They cure constipation, biliousness, 
and torpidity of the liver. 26 cents per box. 

Sold by all Drxgglsts. 


a I PT i"l PEARL** WHITE GLY- 
|l| IfJLA m CERLN'E penetrates the 
*kln without Injury, eradi- 
■mT VL33 cates all Spot*, Imparities 

6fLW GlVeS ft and Discolorations, cither 

Bn „ ,, within or upon the Skin, 

M Poaisentll ^leaving It smooth, soft, pll- 

jSSfaSSfe 

JBbJ Cbul'od Skin, It Is the best 
thing In the world. TRY 
V47S3»1 k\2b Pearl’s White Glyeerlno 
lilhflH Soap, tt cakes by mull 60c. 

Pearl’s Whit© Glycerlno 
Co. Prop’s Jersey City, N. J. Sold by all Druggists. 

“ fh pv Pfl ft Mm Now Imported Styles of Clm 


r A p| pri ft um New Imported Styles of Chro- : 
■JIJ r i llli uilli A in os, our Fruit, Flowers and Bird i 
Series, in Beautiful Colors, name in Fnncy Script Type, | 
10c. Agta’ Sample Book,25c CARD MILLS, Nortliford, Ct. : 


We wish to introduce our goods and catalogues In 
every CITY and HAMLET In the United State*, and 
in order to do so have selected several of our BEAT 
BELLING ARTICLES and propose to almost GIVE 
AWAY A LIMITED NUMBERto the readers of 
THIS PAPER. OUR LADIES’ CASKET contains 
the following articles, via: A COMBINATION NEE¬ 
DLE CASKET containing 4 papers Celebrated Loner- 
eyed Needles, 2 Steel Bodkins, 8 Yarn Darners. 3 Double 
Long-eyed Darners, 8 Fine Darners, 2 Motto Needles, t 
Wool Darners, 8 Carpet Needles, 8 Worsted Needles, t 
Button Needles. These needles are best quality in a fine 
imitation morocco case, and are very attractive. AN 
IVORY COLLAR BUTTON; A MICROSCOPIC 
CHARM, containing the Lord’s Prayer. It occupies a 
Bpace not less than the eye of a fine needle, yet magKi- 
fying to such an extent as to show tho Lord's Prayer 
printed in LARGE TYPE. TWO BEAUTIFUL 
CHINESE LAMP SHADES of varigated colors and 
rich designs, will fit any lamp and they are very band- 
some indeed. A CINDERELLA THIMBLE CASE 
containing a Gold Plated Thimble. The case is mode of 
light metal run in a mould, covered and lined with velvet 
and silk and is elegantly embroidered with silk floss of 
various colors. The Thimble is of GOLD PLATE and 
we ENGRAVE FREEany name or Initial desired. You 
could not And a more desirable present to bestow on a 
ladv friend than a Cinderella Case containing one of our 
Gold Plated Thimbles, usually sold for a higher price 


ladv friend than a Cinderella Case containing one of our 
Gold Plated Thimbles, usually sold for a higher price 
than wo ask for all the contents Of our Casket. The last 
article We enclose in our Casket Is a Brass Case Tape line. 
38 inches long with a spring to draw back the tape, and 
it should bo fn every lady’s work basket. In the abovo 
illustrations we show the exact size of the Collar Button 
and Charm, but all the other articles are reduced in size 
to save space. Upon receipt of thirty 3 cent postage 
stamps (&Oo.)andthe ATTACHED CERTIFICATE, 
we will forward PREPAID the above described articles 
and guarantee them to reach you and give perfect sati - 
factlon. We require you to Cut Out This Certlflcutc 
and forward to us, in order to protect us from persor. < 
ordering in quantities, as wo can only afford to send a 
tiTwijwd number to each neighborhood at pric e named. 

CERTIFICATE.—Upon receipt of this Certiflcste 
and Ninety Cents in stamps before June 1st, 188ft, wo 
agree to forward prepaid to any address in the United 
State*. Our Ladle*’ Casket containing all the above 
describe article*. _ H. C. WIIdOKSON ft CO. 

Remember this advertisement will NOT APPEAT*. 
AGA1N in this paper. To ascertain size of ThimU) 
wanted take a Thimble that fits you and send us tho 
number or mark around the outside of Thimble on a 

{ dece of paper and send paper to us with order. Give a* 
he name you wish engraved on Thimble. After youhsvo 
secured a Casket we will expect you to show it to your 
neighbors and at the same time show our Catalogue* 
which we will send you, you can in this way assist us in 
making new customers for our other goods and thus 
compensating us for the beautiful casket you will reoeivc. 
In any case where we sell goods and they are not satis¬ 
factory we will refund money. We refer to the pub¬ 
lisher of any paper in this city. Address: 

& 0. WXLUNSON * CO., 196 ft 197 Fulton St., New York. 

#ft|M|||MM MORPHINE HAW* 
[i n IJI No pay till cured. Tea 

B|W|■ IM| years established, 1,000 
■ ■■ | Li IVI cured. State case. Dr- 

% 0 1 I 1VI Marsh. Quincy. Mich. 
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HAS BEEN PROVED 

ay thousands and tens of thousand s all over 
the OQ untry to be the SUREST CURB 
ever disoovcred for all 


ROLLED G«L» SOLID JEWELRY makes a beautiful ^ 
f^ B,nBbl ° Lift ior a , or gentleman, and in order to S 
introduce our goods and to secure new customers for our 
Company w 0 will forward POST-PAID to any address in 3 

«Roi¥Piiw^«? d i^< anT i art,cl £ of oar HEAVY 18K. g 
LOLLED GOLD jewelry as shown in the accompanying ® 
illu-strations,onrecelptof THIS ADVERTISEMENT on »-R 
or before MAY 1st. 1882 and ONE DOLLAR. On tho 3 
ri . n G we send you we will HANDSOMELY H 
Is without Extra Charge any NAME* INI- E 
or . $ E * T1 MLNT oesiredf Iv^-ripllons:- g 
W0 x - fui ^ ll o h Oi either AM El’ll Y8T* GARNET S 
m . x J, Noa. 2,8, and 4, respectively. Ring, Gent’s Stud, c_. 

*1* Yi lh ,. our celebrated g 

HI AM ON 1>S tho best imitation of the real stone 5 
S2KEP2^?u e ?iv IM * we dol T an <- ono but tho cleverest experts 2 
iv d A € T* Jb^they are nut No. 8is our handsome ONYX & 
Eing suitable for either lady or gentleman; tho 3 
? .U • 8tono9 u*e for settings show both black and white S 

j° t bc.rcom posit ion, and theettcctof the engraved initial is ^ 
W tX?« w%Sf No * 613 our GLOVE KINO sot [S 

£ith either Kedorl.laok Onyx, eomething new and very B 
Sl’rr No * J., te a^I^llIAL CHARM suitable fSr B 
either lady or gentleman. On one side wo CUT INITIAL 8 
w °usoas setting Red B 
Onyx. ho. A HANDSOMELY CHASED HAND KING. B 
In the manufacture of all thcnbovo described goods we two B 
i*i n v^ l eN? 1,ed *P d ln coring a LIMITED SUP- S 

M J Y of these goods to tho readers of this Paper at the nom- B 


"ROLLED* GOLIY; 

i II u^t rations, on receipt 

or before MAY 1st, 

l.siiaAVK without Extra (’barge 
TIAL, M OTTO or SENTI MEN T desii 

No. 1, It!""* -*■ — *-S J -Uj- * -- 

orT01’i.j« »"«•«,»»»*‘u (CBuivur 
nndLadv’8 Ear Drops aro sot with 


REFUND MONEY. Wo dcpend orTo "r FIT itrE FU & Rivo satisfaction or 


win y< H ir that we may know you are e^tItlo<^ teethe* 
l^U we send more than ONE ARTICLE of each kind at uric 
wil l furnish them in 18k. Solid Ool fat 
Usementand $1.00; if you desire two articles send this advertisi 
this advertisement and $8.00. ir more than on# oKh 
logua To ascertain tho size ring you wear, cut a pioc^of pipe 

wsent through regular mail or send bv Registered Letter. Mor 


KIDNEY-WORT 


KIDN EY-WORT 


NEW I If you have a cabinet sized 
photograph of Garfield which you want 
framed, send for this design, No. 840. 11 

is a beautiful frame, and what you need. 
Price 10 cents. Tho frame will he sent, 
prepaid, mado up from White Ilolly, for 
$2. Or send 6 cents for illustrated cata¬ 
logue of scroll saws, designs, mechanics’ 
tools, etc. Special offers for 1882. Read 
my offer in December number. Address, 
A. II. POMEROY, 

Hartford, Conn. 


Now York, 


Known throughout the 

World as tho Mott 

Perfect-Fitting 


z CORSET 

MADE. 


They girt complete 
eatitfaction, and arc 
warranted to wear twice 
at l-.ny at ordinary Cor- 
•eti. They received thr 
highest award at Farit 
reposition, World’t 
fair in london, Centen¬ 
nial at Philadelphia 
and American Institute 
Pair, Sew York. 


8 a correct representation of onr R/H quality. 
If you cannot And this most desirable Corset where you 
are accustomed to purchase, we will ^end it for ONE 
DOLLAR, Ptstago free. The best value in tho world for the 
money. Our celebrated & extra quality, 11.60. F cross®! 
Bcae, $2.25. Coal for dotcriptivo Catalogue ct other Stylet. 

Also, sole manufacturers of “Wilsonla” 
Magnetic Curative Corset. ANervelnvIg- 
orator. Cores without medicine. Price, 
812.00. Abdominal, 915.00. 

THOMSON, LANCDON A CO., New YoH 4 * 
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Premium Engravings. 


It is tho custom of “ Petkbsok's Magazine,” m all Its old subscribers know, to engrave, every year, a raomi 
platb. In order to reward persons getting up clubs. These plates are executed in the highest stylo of art, at an original 
cost of from ONE THOUSAND TO TWO THOUSAND DOLLABS. “ l’ctersou” having kept up this 
practice for many years, has now an unrivalled selection of such engravings. These are now, os a great induce meat, 
offered for Fifty Cents each, (postage paid by the publisher J as follows: 


The Surrender of Cornwallis >.(27 inches by 20) 

Washington's Adieu to His Generals, .(27 " " 20) 

Bunyan on Trial, .(27 44 " 20) 

Bunyan in Jail. .(27 " "20) 

Washington** First Interview with His Wife, .(24 44 44 20) 

The Star of Bethlehem, .(24 44 44 16) 

" Our Father Who Art in Heaven,* 9 .(24 44 44 16) 

Washington at Irenton, .(24 44 44 16) 

Bessie*s Birth-Day, .(24 44 44 16) 

Christ Weeping over Jerusalem, ..(24 44 44 16) 

Angels of Christmas, .(24 « 44 16) 

Not Lost but Gone Before, . (24 44 44 16) 

Christmas Morning, .(24 “ "20) 

i'hrist Blessing Little Children, .(24 " "20) 

Washington at Valley Forge, .(24 " " 20) 

Gran*father Tells ofTorktown, .(24 " 44 20) 


X. B.—Any reader of Out advertisement can have either of these engraving « by remitting fifty cents, which is the mere cost of 
printing and paper. Or five will be sent for two dollar*. Always say which you wish. 


Address, CHARLES J. PETERSON 


No. 306 Chestnut Streep Philadelphia. Pa. 


Mrs. Sonthworth’s New Book. 

SELF-MADE; or, OUT OF TITB DEPTHS. By Xn. 
Emma D. E. N. Southworth, is now Complete in Book 
Form, in two volumes, price $1.75 each, or fci.60 a set. It 
is also issued under the uames of “ISHMAEL,” and 
“SELF-RAISED,” two of the best novels ever printed, 
and are bound in morocco cloth, gilt, price, $L75 each. 

MRS. SOUTHWOBTH’S COMPLETE WORK8. 
Complete in forty-three volume *, bound in murocto clothe 
with a full gilt back, price $1.76 each ; or $75.25 a set, each 
set in a neat Iwx The following are their name* : 

Ishmael; or. In the Depths, Self-Made; or. Out of Depths. 
Self-Raised; or. From the Depths. Sequel to “Ishmael.” 
▲ Beautiful Fiend; or. Through the Fire. 

Victor’s Triumph. Sequel to M A Beautiful Fiend.” 
Fair Play; or, Britomarte. the Man Hater. 

The Phantom Wedding; or, The Fall of the House of Flint. 
How He Won Her. A Sequel to “Fair Play.” j 

The Bride’s Fate. Sequel to “The Changed Brides.” 
The Changed Brides; or. Winning Her Way. 

Lady of th ) Isle; or, The Island Princess. 

Cruel ns the Grave: or, Hallow Eve Mystery. 

Tried For Her Life. A Sequel to “ Cruel as the Grave.” 
The Christmas Guest; or, The Crime and the Curse. 

The Missing Bride; or, Miriam, the Aveuger. 

The Bride of Llewellyn. 

The Lost Heir of Linlithgow; or, The Brothers. 

A Noble Lord. 8equel to “Lost Heir of Linlithgow.” 

The Family Doom; or, The Sin of a Countess. 

The Maiden Widow. Seouel to “Family Doom.” 

The Gipsy’s Prophecy; or, The Bride of an Evening. 

The Fortune Seeker; or, Astrca, Tho Bridal Day. 

The Three Beauties; or, Shannondale. 

Allworth Abbey; or,Eudora. 

Fallen Pritlo; or. The Mountain Girl’s Love. 

India; The Pearl of Pearl River. 

VI via; or. The Secret of Power. 

Tho Curse of Clifton. The Fatal Secret 

The Discarded Daughter; or. The Children of tho Isle. 

The Mother In-Law; or, Married in Haste. 

The Prince of Darkness: or. Hickory Hall. 

The Two 8isters; or, Virginia and Magdalene. 

The Fatal Marriage; or, Orville Deville. 

The Widow’s Son; or, Left Alone. 

The Bridal Eve; or, Rose Elmer. 

The Mystery of Dark Hollow. 

The Deserted Wife. Tho Wife’s Victory. 

The Lost Heiress. The Artist’s Love. 

Tho Haunted Homestead. Love’s Labor Won. 

Tho Spectre Lover. Retribution. 

Above books are for sale bp aU Booksellers, and at all 
Ketre Stand* everywhere , and by the Publishers. 

Copies of any one or more, of the vohtme *, or a complete 
set of “Mrs. Sonfhworth's Works ,” will be sent to any one\ to 
any address, at once, free of freight or postage, on remitting 
$1.75 for each one wanted, to the lhtblishert, 

T. B. PETERSON 4 BROTHERS, 

906 Chestnut Street, Plilladelphia, Pa. 


By Author of 44 Helen** Babies.** 

Mrs. Mayburn’s Twins. 

MRS. MAYBURN’S TWINS: with Her Triolein the Hom¬ 
ing, Noon, Afternoon and Errviug of Just One Day. By 
John Habberton, au thor of “ Helen’s Babies.” Paper cover, 
60 cents; cloth, $1.00. 


160,000 Copies Sold. New Edition. 



With an Illustrated Cover, with Portraits of 
" BUDGE** and 44 TODD1E 9 * on it. 

HELEN’S BABIES. By John Habberton. 150,000 copits 
of “HELEN’S BABIES” hare been sold. Every reader 
of “Peterson’s Magasino” should send for a copy of 
“ Helen’s Babies” at once. With Illustrated Cover and 
Portraits. Paper cover, 60 cen to, cloth, $1.00. 

BERTHA’S BABY. Equal to " Helen'* Babies.” With an 
Illustrated Cover and Portrait of “ Bertha's Baby.” All 
that have read “ Helen’s Babies,” should read “Berths’* 
Babv ” at once. Paper cover, 60 cento, cloth, $1.00. 

THE MYSTERIES OF THE COURT OF LOUIS NAPO¬ 
LEON. By Emile Zolu, author of “Nano,” and “L’As- 
sonunoir.” Paper cover, 75 cents, cloth, $1.25. 

MONSIEUR LE MINI8TRE. A Romance in Beal Life. By 
Jules Clarttie. Translated by John Stirling . With Ulus- 
trated Cover and Portraits. Paper, 75 cetits, cloth, $1.25. 

WINNING THE BATTLE; or, One Girl in Ten Thousand 
By Mary Ft m-Erden Thomas. With Illustrated Covet 
and Portraits. Paper oover, 75 cento, cloth, $1.25. 

A CHILD OF ISRAEL. A Romance of the Heart. By 
Edouard Cadol. With Illustrated Cover and Portrait*. 
Price 76 cento in paper cover, or $1.00 iu cloth. 

MYSTERIES OF THE COURT OF LONDON. By George 
W. M. Reynolds. Paper oover, $1.00, cloth, $1.75. 

ROSE FOSTER. Bciugthe “8econdSeries” of the Court 
of London. Paper cover, $1 AO; cloth,$175. 

CAROLINE OF BRUNSWICK. Being the‘’Third Series” 
of the Court of London. Paper, $1X10; cloth, $1.75. 

VENETIA TRELAWNEY. Being the “Fourth Series” of 
the Court of London. Paper. $1.00: cloth, $1.75. 

INDIANA! A Love Story. INDIANA! By George Sand. 
INDIANA is selling better than “NANA.” All should 
road it. INDIANA. With Illustrated Cover and Portraits. 
Paper cover, 76 cents cloth, $1.00. 

THE INITIALS. A. Z. A Love Story in Modern Life. By 
Baroness Tantphocus. Pa|M»r, 75 cento; cloth, $1.25. 

NANA. By Emile Zola. With Illustrated Cover and Por¬ 
trait of NANA on it. Paper, 75 cents; cloth,$1.00. 

L’ASSOMMOIR; or, NANA’S MOTHER. WithanHlu*- 
trated Cover, and Portraits of Nana’s Mother and other* 
on it. Paper, 75 ceuto; cloth, $1.00. 

Above book* are for sale by all Bookseller*, and at all Newt 

Stands everywhere, and are published and for tale bp 

T. B. PETERSON 4 BROTHERS, 

306 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Who will send copies etsrpwhsrsou receipt of price. 
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SONGS, One Cent Each 


\ SSi'raM tt |2tKlMM«. Kiss YtrarDftrllnp. C?8 I.ovo Amnnpt'io Roses. 

• IE? 0 n noTno - 123 A Hower from Mother’* Gravo. 232 Old Arm Chair (as suntr bv 

6 The Littlo Ones at Ilomo. 124 Tho Old Log Cabin on theHllL 239 Tho Sailor’s Grave Ilnthni 

IS See That My Grave’s Kept Groen. 180Comlng Thro’tho Ryo; LS DauShS^ 1 - o?& 

13 Grandfather s Cloctc. 131 Must Wo, Then, MootasStranirers 243 Oh I Dom Goltmn siinnor. 

18 V hero Was MMoswhon tho Light 138 The Kiss Behind the Door- 246 Poor, but a Gentlemans*^*' 

ifl WhWL?mmi. B/ ' 139 rU Rumembor You, Love, In My 249 Nobody’s Darling but Mini 

SS&f«ra rw.»Ti?„f* ,S - 14, YonM.yto„ k ,„ntM«nteS: KSMSSBSS*"*- 

86 Whon I Saw Swoot Nellie Home. 150 Thero's Always* Seat In f ~ - - * y ' 

43 Take this Letter to My Mother. lor for You. 

12 A-^°, d, ti Lovo Letter,—comic 152 I»ro no Mother Now, PmH 

88 Wife’s Commandments.—comic. 168 Massa's In de Cold, Cold C 

84 Ilnsband’s Commandments. 169 Say a Kind Word Whon Y< 

M Little Old Log Cabin In the Lano. 165 I Cannot Sing the Old Soni 

88 Marching Through Georgia- 166 Norah O’NeaL 


228 Lore Among tho Roses. 

232 Old Arm Chair (as sung by Barry.) 
239 Tho Sailor’s Grave. [In the Garden 
242 Farmer’s Daughter ; or Chlckons 


160 There’s Always * Seat In tho Par¬ 
lor for You. 

152 I’to no Mother Now, I’m Weeping 


252 Darling Nelllo Gray. 
256 Little Brown Jug 

256 Bon Bolt. 

257 Gcod-Byo Sweetheart. 


88 Wife’s Co mm an d men ts. —comic. 158 Massa’s In de Cold. Cold Ground" 200 Sadie Ray 

f* 8 Commandments. 159 Say a Kind Word Whon You Can. 270 Tim Flnlsran’s Wake 

86 Little Old Log Cabin In the Lane. 105 1 Cannot Sing tho Old Songs. S 7 J Tho Hat Sir F«ih.-r Wora 

68 Marching Through Georgia- 166 Norah O’NeaC b 275 I’ve oSlv ^eeS Down to i 

M ¥ho°^ns n ti«l 0 B C ov ' hy ihQ Saa - )V a fairing My Darling for Thee. 277 Kiss Mo Again- 

5* I h , 0 . 169 Jonnle the Flower of Klldaro. 279 Tho Vacant Chnlr 

Take Back the Heart. _ 170 I’m Lonely Since My Mothor Died 280 Tho RwnntSimnv 


2J3 l no Hat My Father Wore. 

275 I’ve Only Boon Down to the Club; 
277 Kiss Mo Again. 

279 Tho Vacant Chnlr. 


fru. r m 170 I’m Lonely Since Mv Mothor Died 280 Tho 8woot Sunny South. 

v^r 6 nwfw f ^tt 0 * on * h ® 01(1 Camp Ground. *83 Como Homo Father. 

II ld , Ren 1 t 1 ,lc ky Home, Good 170 Don’t Yon Go, Tommy, Don’t Go. 284 Llttlo Maetrio Mav 
84 i n be all Smiles to Night Love. iso Willie, We have Missed You. 296 Molly Bawn 
86 Listen to tho Mockingbird. 192 Over the Hills to tho Poor Houso. 288 8ally In Our*A 

W- Her Bright Smile Haunts Mo Still 185 Don’t bo Angry with Mo, Darling. 200 Poor Old Nod 
« d A y n.^- h ^" th0 Pa /l or ,; 8 ’ * 2oi Man in the M 0 


JI° P°* P on,t °°- 284 Llttlo Maggie May. 

iso Willie, We havo Missed You. 296 Molly Bawn. y 

192 Over the Hills to tho Poor Houso. 288 8ally In Our Allv 

195 Don’t lift Anrrrp orlth Un Uarllnn I , .1 . • 


W The Gypsy's Warning. [FulL __ 

IpssfKSK"' smSMiMZ: If 
jsfK*:§SS r ’ aafS®“» Si - sSwtiw?*- 

UO Smo M S°lt B bv mSsiX 0 !? a f. otllor 22 f, h0rma "’ 3 ,^arcb to the Soa. 319 Linger, Not Darling. 

130 IS 1 *!!,? 1 * by . blde ’ barling. - i4 Come. Birdie, Como. S26 Dancing in tho Sunlight. 

Fifty fo^23 Cn cents° f > * heM ^ J O rents i any twenty-flve songs for |3 cents, any 
SoRond less thant'enVo^Or dcr so„^ post-paid for 40 cents. Komembor, w’e JlJ 

Fr06 ~ &«»■>"• ^O^L P MAn 6>’Q Co! ”22 NaaaaTsueet Ttfew^YorK.'' 

DIAMOND 30 DAYS’TRIAL FREE! 


S! iy d u d Sh ? Leave Him ? [othor. 295 Broken Down. 


Man 1 n the Moon Is Looking. 


300 My Llttlo Ono’s Waiting for Mo. 


are the Simplest, Cheapest, 
T Strongest and most brilliant 

I>yo8 ever made. One 10 cent 
package will oolor more gooda 
than any 18 or 35 ct. dye over sold. 84 popular colors. 
Amy one can oolor any fabric or fancy article. Bond for 
any oolor wanted and be convinced. Set of fhney cards, 
samples of ink and 1 p’k’g. dye, all mailed for 10 cents. 
WELLS, BICn A RPSON As CO., Burlington, Vt, 

S UPERFLUOUS HAIR. Madame Wainbold’s Specific 
permanently removos Superfluous hair without injuring 
the skin. Send for a circular. Madame Wambold, 34 
Sawyer Street, Boston, Mass. 


Garmore’s Artificial Ear Drums. 

As Invented and worn by him perfectly restoring the 
hearing. Entirely deaf for thirty ycars.he hears with them, 
even whispers,distinctly. Are not observable, and re¬ 
main in position without aid. Descriptive Circular free. 
CAUTION t Do not be deceived by bogus eardrums. Mine 
is the only successful artificial ear Drum manufactured. 
John Gornore, 8.W. Cor. 6th A Rece Sts., Cincinnati. O. 


k A Klegrant Genuine Chromo Carda.no two alike, 
f with nam e 10c. SNOW & CO. Meriden, Conn, 
nryryry A. Year and Expenses to Agents. Outfit Froo. 
Ui I I Address P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Me. 


We send free on 30 days’ trial Dr. Dye’s Electro- 
Voltaic Belts and other Electric Appliances TO 
MEN suffering from Weakness, Impaired Health, 
and Kindred Troubles. Also for Bheumatism, 
Liver and Kidney Troubles, and many other dis¬ 
eases. Speedy cures guaranteed. Illustrated Pamphlet 
froe. Address 

_ VOLTAIC BELT CO., Marshall, Mid i. 

T WO CARTES DE VISITESof handsomest woman 
and man in the world sont for 10c. and stamp. 
_ Q*o. W, Jacks on, 309 East 78th St., New York. 

aniTnot 

WEAR OUT. 

© t \ I by Watchmakers. By mail, 80 cts. Circulars 

OULU FREE.J. 8. BIRCH A CO., 38 Dey S t.,N.Y. 

’YA All Chromo Cards, New und Elegant designs, Bouquet 
I U of Flowers, Pond Lilies, Sea-View, Fruit, Violets, Cu¬ 
pids, ^tc^JName on, 10c. Star Printing Co., Northford, Ct. 

T IIE GEM Cigarette Maker. A perfect novelty. Makes 
perfect tobacco or cubeb cigarettes. By mail, 30c. Cir- 
cul a r free to Ag ents. Ives & Co., Sole Mfrs., Now naven, Ct. 

A Can now grasp a fortune. Outfit worth 

iiuijlN 1 ^ *10 free. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 
m Barclay Street, New York. 


A Can now grasp a fortune. Outfit worth 

iiuijlN 1 ^ *10 free. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 
m Barclay Street, New York. 

Y A All Chromos, elegant deeigns. Bouquet, Goodluck,ete. 

nam e on, In ca se, 10c. E. H. Parbkk, Fair Haven, Ct. 
tA Gold-Edge and Clirotno Cards, name on 10c. Book of 
tiU Sam ples 25c. F. M. Shaw & Co., Jersey City, N. J. 


22 GREAT STORIES FOR 12 CENTS 


CONTENTSi How She Lost him, Adalina. the Coquette, 
Death or Marrhige, My Deaf Wife and Aunt, A Terrible Story, A Race for Life, 

TheRivab, Blympkins 1 Revenge, The Trapper’s Death, Murderer’s Hollow, 

Good Friends Again, The Chemist's Story, Lynx Eye. Cheated of the Price 

The Broken Dyke, Crimes on the Ocean, Under False Colors, The Father’s Secret,’ 

8*ved by Telegraph, Gurlth, the Beauty, Adventures of a Bachelor, Husband and Lover. 

The above collection or sioriea are printed in one large volume, and embrace an infinite variety of 
exciting reading, by great authors—The titles will convey t" you some idea of the Splendid Contents. 

f T>lia ^AmnlotG VAlnmn PAntomlnr. all __ M _... 


JOSEPH /^ILLOTT’S 

steel'* pens. 


Cold Medal, Paris, 1878. 

The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 332, 
351, 170, and his other styles. 

Sold throughout the World. 
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QUICK MAILS ““FAST EXPRESS 

* ENABLE YOU TO PURCHASE 

DRY GOODS BY LETTER 

FROM 

JORDAN MARSH & CO. 

BOSTON, MASS., U. S. A. 

WITH AS MUCH SATISFACTION AS IF YOU WERE BUYING IN PERSON. SEND FOR 

OUR DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUE 

MAILED FREE ON APPLICATION. 

SAMPLES PROMPTLY FORWARDED. 

ORDERS EXECUTED with the most scrupulous care and dispatch. 


JORDAN MARSH & CO. 

Washington and Avon Streets. 


70SAeS?££Ma£ 

(H _^ aa etc.n*inc neatly printed In fancy type lOcts.14 names $1. 
AircnU make 40 i*r cent. Book o» DO Style* for 1S89 *<*c.or free 
wUh$l.order. CAXTON PRINTING Co . XorthfordCt, 


WTTfff plece*» ful1 Bize » from Killeo Taylor, 
|fll|XI|j Mancotte, etc., Vocal and Inotmmental, 
MAWMAWa with litjt of hundreds of otherpiecw 
equally cheap, only five 3-cent stamps. F. TUIFET, 25 
School Street, Boston, Mass. Illustrated Catalogues free. 


j A New Chromo Garda, In 40 stjlss, or 25 Kew Year 
4U Cards, with na me 10c. \ Nassau Card Oo M Nawau, N . Y. 

BOOKS FOR BUILDERS. 

Tor new illustrated catalogue, address 
_ WM. T. COMSTOCK, 194 Broadway, New York 

OB&AHS. 27 stops, 10 sets reeds, only$90. 
Plaiini D p llno| g£5 np. B its Holldsy infacoaati 
roily. Write or call on BEATTY, Washington, N. J. 


THE NAME 

Cashmere Bouquet,” 

as applied to Toilet Soaps and Perfumery, 
is Registered and Patented as a Trade- 
Mark by 

COLGATE & CO., New YORK, 

and can be nsed legitimately only by them. 

Purchasers of the Cashmere Bouquet 
Soap and Handkerchief Extract will secure 
the genuine only when bearing the name of 

COLGATE & CO., 

NEW YORK. 

Digitized by vjOOQlC 


CASHMERE 

BOUQUET 

TOILET 

SOAP 




Digitized by ^.ooQle 





TM E Y © m W © AKTDST. 


Digitized by 


Google 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 
































V 





Digitized by ^.ooQle 




the rising freshet. 

[Sre the Story , “ General Washington'* Quilt."] 


Digitized by Google 









Digitized by 


Google 








Digitized by v^ooQle 


A 














Digitized by ^.ooQle 



















Digitized by ^.ooQle 







































‘J4 - . 4 til 

i'H *»‘\\ *«VV‘ vV> 


SBESSE8 FOR HALF MOURNING, Bra 


Digitized by v^ooQle 














WALKING-DRESSES FOR SPRING. 


Digitized by ^.ooQle 















































Digitized by 







Digitized by 


Google 


















RANK AND FILE MARCH 



Digitized by v^ooQle 













































































































Digitized by 







PETERSON’S MAGAZINE. 


Vo l, L X X X I. 


PHILADELPHIA, APRIL, 1882. 


No. 4. 


LITTLE NINA. 


I Y THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘THE DERWENT DIAMONDS. 



KITTLE NINA was dancing in the public 

street, her small, graceful, glancing feet keeping 
a sort of rhythmic time to the music of her dark- 
browed Italian companions. 

Poor little Nina I Her movements were the 
poetry of motion. Yet, they were impelled by 
servile fear: for, that very morning, when she 
had scrambled up from her bed of straw, and 
eaten her scanty breakfast of coarse bread and 
milk, the padre, who owned her, just as he did 
his dogs and monkeys, had shaken his stout 
stick over her head, and showed his white teeth 
viciously, as he said: 

“ Yesterday was a bad day. You make this a 
good one, to pay for it; or you know what you’ll 
get.” 

Little Nina knew too well what that meant: 
it meant hard and cruel blows, and no supper 
when the day’s weary tramp was ended. So, in 
fear of this threatened punishment, she was doing 
her best now. 

But, as she danced, a dream came back to her: 
a strange dream, that often haunted her. The 
same kind of a dream that comes sometimes to 


older people, borne down by sorrow and misfor¬ 
tune : a strange, half-forgotten glimpse of some 
better, happier, brighter existence, far away in 
the past, perhaps in a world before this. 

Little Nina, dancing in the sunshine, caught 
gleams of something back of this terrible life 
with the padre, and the dark children, and the 
dogs and monkeys; something that seemed like 
heaven to her yearning litttle heart. Then the 
crowd cheered, and the sweet, dim vision van¬ 
ished ; and the pretty, golden-haired child danced 
on, with tears in her blue eyes. 

Her comrades scraped away at their music; and 
the faint, sweet strains, borne on the winds, floated 
up to a chamber in a stately mansion, close at hand, 
where a lady sat alone. A sad, very sad woman, 
whose thoughts were always with the past. 

Borne backward by the dreamy strains, this 
broken-hearted woman seemed to live over again 
a certain day in the early years of her wifehcod, 
when she stood with her husband beside the 
cradle in which their first-born child lay. 

“ Bessie, I’m sure there’s something wrong 
with the child,” he said. 

“Oh, Henry,” she replied, “you only imagine 
it. The child isn’t ill: a slight cold, perhaps; 
nothing more.” 

“ Well, I hope so, my dear. But really, if I 
were in your place, I would not leave her, to¬ 
night.” 

The young mother bit her lips with vexation. 

“ What, after all the expense I’ve incurred for 
my ball-dress?” she said, with rising tears. “And 
I had set my heart so on going. It is too bad, 
Henry.” 

“ Bessie!” 

The reproach in her husband’s voice brought 
Bessie Trevor to her senses, in a measure. 

“Well,” she said, “I didn't mean anything 
wrong, as you ought to know. But surely, it is 
provoking that the child should become ill, on 
the very night of Clara’s ball.” 

( 281 ) 
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LTTTLE NINA. 



“It is unfortunate, my dear,” replied the 
young husband, “ and you cannot regret it more 
than I do; but the poor little girlie isn't to blame, 
you know. She can’t help being sick, Bessie.” 

“ Oh, of course not.” 

“ I wish I could stay at home, and nurse her 
in your stead,” he continued, as he approached 
the crib, and bending oyer the child, touched his 
lips to her soft cheek; “ but I’m obliged to go. 
I’m due in New York at three this afternoon; and 
I’ve barely time to catch my train. You won’t 
mind, dear, so very much, giving up this ball?” 

The young husband hurried away. He was 
junior partner in a rising mercantile house, in 
his native city; and business matters, too im¬ 
portant to be neglected, had called him to New 
York, that great metropolis of the land. 

Left to herself, his pretty young wife sat down 


in her low rocking-chair, and swayed herself 
backward and forward, touching the rocker of 
the baby’s crib, at intervals, with* the toe of her 

slipper. 

“ It’8 all very fine,” she thought, “ for Henry 
to go off to New York, where he will have every 
chance of enjoying himself, and leave me to mope 
here at home. 1 would so like to go to Clara’s 
ball. I always thought babies a nuisance, and I 
think so still.” 

In her impatience, she gave the crib quite a 
little toss with her foot. 
The sudden motion jos¬ 
tled the sleeper, who 
opened her blue, inno¬ 
cent eyes. 

“Mamma, mamma,” 
she cooed, plaintively, 
“ Lulie’s so tired. Lulie 
want mamma to sing 
‘Wock me to S’eep.’ 
Won’t you, dear mam¬ 
ma?” 

But mamma was not 
in a singing humor. 

“ Hush,” she said, 
giving the crib a touch. 
“ Hush, and go to sleep. 
I’m tired of singing.” 

The little one dozed 
off again. The morning 
hours wore on. Towards 
noon, Mrs. Trevor’s sis¬ 
ter, the lady who was 
to give the ball, drove 
up, in her handsome 
carriage. 

“ Sitting over that in¬ 
evitable cradle, as us- 
; ual,” she cried, bursting in upon the young 
< mother. “ Dear me, Bess, you are such a goose. 
I’ve been out ordering my floral decorations. Oh, 
I’ve got everything on a magnificent scale. Your 
dress is done, I suppose ? Let me see it.” 

“ I shall not need it,” said Mrs. Trevor, strug¬ 
gling to keep her voice steady. She went to the 
wardrobe, however, and brought out the dress. 
“I shall not be able to come.” 

“Nonsense. Oh, what an exquisite affair! 
What did it cost, Bess? What is it you say 
about not coming, to-night?” 

, “ Mr. Trevor has been called to New York, and 

j the baby is ill; so of course I can’t come,” said 
\ Bessie. 

Her sister laughed. 

“That baby! Why, you simpleton, there’s 
; nothing the matter with the child. A little cold. 
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miybe; nothing more. Two of my children are 
down with measles; but, good gracious, I don’t 
mind. My ball goes on, all the same. You’ve a 
nurse. She can take care of the child for a few 
hours, surely. Your dress is perfectly lovely. 
Such an exquisite shade of azure. And how 
charmingly that pale-tinted satin matches the 
velvet. It suits your complexion so nicely, 
too. But I must go. I’ve just ten thousand 
things to do, yet. I’ll send the carriage around 
early; so be dressed in 
time, Bess. I won’t 
hear of your not com¬ 
ing.” 

** Well—if—baby gets 
no worse,” answered 
the young wife, hesita¬ 
ting. 

“ Nonsense. The ba¬ 
by's all right. Don’t 
be a fool, Bess. Good¬ 
bye.” 

The banker’s wife rus¬ 
tled down to her car¬ 
riage; and Bessie sat 
beside her child’s crib, 
with her beautiful ball- 
dress on her lap, and 
her sister’s reassuring 
vords ringing in her 
ears. 

“It will only be for 
» few hours, as Clara 
ays,” she reflected. 

“Surely, the nurse can 
take care of her. I’ll 
baste the lace in my 
sleeves, anyhow.” The 
result was, of course, 
that she went. 

But, before leaving 
home, she went, radiant 
in her a;ure velvet, to 
the crib where little 
Lulie still lay. The 
child was not asleep. 

She looked up at her mother, with joyful recog¬ 
nition in her baby eyes. 

“Mamma, mamma,” she cried, uplifting her 
little, feverish hands, “ p’efcse take Lulie, and 
»ing ‘Wock me to S’eep.’ Won’t you, dear 
mamma?” 

The young mother’s heart was touched; and 
for a minute she stood irresolute, half inclined 
10 give up the ball, after all. But the fond im¬ 
pulse died out. 

“ Mamma will, presently,” she said, bending 


over the cradle, and kissing the wistful little face. 


Lulie go to sleep, now, with Katie, like a good 
, baby.” 

$ Katie took the low chair by the crib, and the 
young mother hurried away. 

The ball was a great duccess. But in the 
midst of the gleaming lights, and the flowers, 
and the clashing music, and the dancing, Henry 
Trevor’s young wife felt ill at ease. 

5 “ Look at Bessie Trevor,” cried dozens of 


: voices. “She’s ten times prettier than ever, 
j What a charming toilet.” 

j But Bessie took no heed of these compliments, 
| though she overheard them continually. For she 
j seemed to hear, above them all—above even the 
\ rhythmic sound of the waltzers—that little, 
pleading voice, calling “ Mamma, Lulie so tirod. 
Sing ‘Wock me to S’eep.’ Won’t you, dear 
■ mamma?” 

| After one set, she broke down, utterly. 

\ “ I can’t stand this one minute longer, Clara,’* 
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LITTLE NINA. 



she said, when she had found her sister. “ You 
must send me home.” 

The banker’s wife refused, at first; but was 
forced to submit, in the end. The carriage was 
ordered; and the young mother, troubled with a 
strange fear, was driven home. 

She found the house in a blaze of light, from 
basement to attic; and all the doors wide open. 

“Oh, Katie, what is it?” she cried, breath¬ 
lessly, as the nurse met her on the stairs. 

“ Oh, ma’am,” panted the girl, “ the child’s 
gone.” 

“ Gone, Katie ? MercifUl Heaven, not dead ?” 

“ No, no, ma’am, not dead; gone; carried off,” 
sobbed the girl. “ She fell sound asleep, almost 
by the time you turned your back; and I sat by 
her till I got to nodding; so I ran down for a 
minute, for a breath of fresh air. There was an 
organ playing on the street, and a monkey 
dancing; and I stopped, the least while, with 
Jennie Adams, to look on ; and when I got back, 
ma’am, the child was gone.” 

Bessie waited to hear no more. She rushed 
up to her room, and, seeing the empty crib, 
dropped down beside it, in a swoon. 

Three years had passed, since that night ; 
three years of bitter, remorseful sorrow ; three 
years of unavailing search. Mr. Trevor had 
neglected his business, and scattered hi< money 
to no purpose. The child had not been found. 

As for the poor young mother, her heart 
seemed broken. Time, instead of healing and 
curing her sorrow, made it worse: keener and 
harder to bear. 

At all hours of the day, in her <1 reams, and in 
her wakeful hours at night, that little, entreating 

voice was continually in her ears : 

“ Lulie is so tired. 

Mamma sing ( Wock me 
to S’eep.* Won’t you, 
dear mamma?” 

Health and strength 
failed her. She lost all 
interest in life. Her 
hfesband, in the pitying 
tenderness of his great 
forgiving love, sent her 
from place to place, 
vainly seeking to divert 
her mind from this one 
sorrow. 

And now, on this fair, 
bright morning, she sat 
in her chamber, in the 
handsome home of her 
uncle, listening to the 
dream-like echo of the 


street music, and recalling all the incidents of 
her great sorrow. 

Her husband had succeeded well in his busi¬ 
ness. She had wealth, and position, and loving 
friends. All of life’s luxuries and pleasures were 
5 at her command. But she turned away froio 
, them, in her heart-broken despair. She wanted 
nothing but her child. 

“If I had done my duty,” she said, “if my 
| mother-love had been stronger than my vanity, I 
\ should have my baby in my arms to-day. Oh, 
| my child, my child!” 

This was the ceaseless cry of her soul, now, a9 
it had been, day after day, for three long years. 

The music in the street came nearer and 
nearer. It was now apparently just in front of 
the house. If that broken-hearted woman had 
looked out, she would have seen the little 
dancing-girl come timidly up the steps of the 
handsome mansion. 

The children of the house, her cousin’s chil¬ 
dren, had been already attracted to the door, 
and now set up an excited clamor. 

“Grandpa, grandpa,” they cried, “the pretty 
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little dancing-girl’8 on the steps. She’s begging 
for money. Come here, grandpa, please, and 
give her some. Cousin Bessie, cousin Bessie, 
where are you ? Come down and see the pretty 
dancing-girl.” 

• The old gentleman went to the door, with his 
hand full of pennies, while his grandchildren 
crowded around him. 

Meanwhile, roused by the children’s voices, 
Mrs. Trevor had come to the window, and looked 
at the noisy group, below on the door-steps: the 
children crowding and talking, and the little 
golden-haired dancing-girl in their midst. 

One glance, and then, with a cry that rang 
through and through the house^, she turned, and 
came flying down the great hall-steps. 

** My darling, my darling, I have found you at 
last,” shesobbed, as she rushed to the door; and 


catching up the astonished child, clasped her to 
her bosom, covering the dimpled face, and sunny 
hair, and little hands, with passionate kisses. 

That night, when the excitement of the day 
was all over, Bessie Trevor, with hands that 
trembled with joy, and a heart whose every 
throb was a grateful prayer to Heaven, knelt by 
little Nina’8 bedside. 

“ Darling,” she whispered, dropping tears and 
kisses on the sweet, upturned face. ** Oh, yoa 
surely know mamma, don’t you?” 

The child clasped her little arms about her 
mother’s neck, and said: 

“ Oh, yes, I know you now. Sing 1 Wock me 
to S’eep,’ as you used to. Won’t you, dear 
mamma?” 

And the mother knew then, in truth, that she 
had found her child. 


CONSO 


BY CLARA 

Abov* the ridgy hill of pines, 

The winter moon hangs high— 

A rift of purple breaks the haze, 

Aero* the westom sky; 

On meadow lands the show lies white, 

The wild wind sweeps the moor— 

The bare, gaunt trees give us no sign 
Of summers gone before. 

Beneath the snow, we know the flowers 
Are hiding, safe and warm— 

The kindly mother earth will keep 
Them sheltered from the storm; 

And when the April winds shall blow, 

And bring the fragrant rain. 

These sleeping buds will feel new life. 

And burst to bloom again. 


ATION. 


ATTOU8TA. • 

The earth vtfll glow with beauty rare, 
Beneath the skies of Jane; 

And o'er the ridgy hill of pines, 

Shine soft the summer moon. 

The birds will sing, the grass will wave 
With joy, the naked trees 

Will don their glory robes again. 

And hide themselves In leaves. 

We lay our dead away, with tears— 

We sorrow on, bereft; 

We say that life has little Joy, 

Or hope, or comfort left— 

But in the sweet springtime of heaven. 
Safe from decay and pain; 

Clothed in eternal youth and lore, 

Our dead shall live again. 


THE VOICES OF THE HILLS. 

BY 3. HUIE. 


By misty glen and babbling rill, 

In solemn chant, that c eaeet h never, 

The lonely voices of the hill 
The solitudes with music flu— 

That swells and falls and swells forever. 

To-day, the mmews yesterday, 

Where woodlands gloom and waters glisten; 
To-night, as weird and sweet the lay, 

As heard a thousand years away, 

The silent hills alone to listen. 

Low* when the winds are still, they sing; 

By sunlit brooks the mountains under; 

By starrv lake and g limm ering spring, 

Vol. LXXXI.—19. 


When fruries dance in shadowy ring, 

And moonlit peaks fantastic fling 
Their shadows in a land of wonder. 

Lo I when the winds are load, they rise 
From rocking woods and gusty hollows; 
From craggy deeps, where darkness lies, 
Along the moorlands to the skies. 

Wild chorus echoing chorus follows. 

Man's little din of work and war, 

Man's fury and tumultuous fever, 

Die on the bounding slopes afar 
In silont air, and never mar 
The song that heavenward goes forever. 
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“ What on earth shall we do with him ?” said 
Elizabeth to her mother. 

“ 1 suppose we must put him in General 
Washington’s room, my dear,” was the answer, 
in a soil, weak voice. 44 That is the only one that 
does not leak.” 

“But we don’t know who he is,” demurred 
Elizabeth, “ and I don’t like to put a stranger in 
General Washington’s room.” 

“ Still, my dear, it is the only one that does 
not leak,” persisted her mother, gently; 44 be¬ 
sides, he looks like a gentleman.” 

44 True,” assented Elizabeth, absently. 44 Me¬ 
linda, tell Jim to go at once for the doctor.” 

Melinda flew to obey the order. Then Eliz¬ 
abeth, proceeding to the state apartment of the 
household, once honored, for a night, by being 
tenanted by the Father of his Country, threw 
open the windows, and let a flood of June sun¬ 
shine in on the faded carpet and dingy hang¬ 
ings. She spread the bed herself, with some 
fine old sheets, adorned with many a careful 
darn, and odorous of dead and gone roses. There 
were fresh roses ou^ide, which she could reach 
from the window. She broke off several, and 
put them in a cracked vase, on the high old- 
fashioned dressing-table; they, and her own face 
in the glass, both so fresh and fair, looked out 
of keepiug, in the dim and faded room. 

Through the casement, past the long avenue of 
trees that led to the house, she could see the 
curving road, and the place where the accident 
had happened, which had thrown this stranger 
on their hands. Across it, lay the branches of a 
tree, which the storm had broken in the night; 
and close by, the shattered ruins of a buggy and 
harness. The horse had evidently taken fHght, 
and broken the buggy. Altogether it was a suffi¬ 
ciently exciting episode for a dull rural neigh¬ 
borhood. 

When the doctor came, he pronounced the 
injury serious, and prescribed careful nursing. 
The nursing, of course, fell to Elizabeth, who 
performed it in a manner highly satisfactory to 
both parties; and in that charming, semi-confi¬ 
dent ial intercourse, which grows up between 
nurse and patient, the two grew to be very well 
acquainted. Elizabeth read and sang to him, 
cooked him dainty little dishes, and wrote letters 
for him to his mother and sisters. Nothing 
( 286 ) 


could be more different than their lives had been. 
He had graduated at a college, travelled in 
Europe, belonged to a dozen clubs, and had more 
friendships and love affairs than he could keep 
account of. She had lived all her life in one 
place, secluded from the world, the only idea of 
which had come to her from her mother’s stories, 
and the books of a bygone generation, which 
composed their library. 

Sherwood was a very old house. Formerly 
there had been a large estate. But several gener¬ 
ations of spendthrifts had reduced the property 
to a few hundred acres, upon which there was a 
heavy mortgage. At her father’s death, when 
Elizabeth was seventeen, the entire management 
fell upon her shoulders; and she, realizing that 
it was the sole dependence of her mother and 
herself, devoted her entire energies to paying off 
this mortgage. She was out early and iate. She 
speculated in sheep and poultry, in cattle and 
pigs. Her mistakes were nunysrous, but her 
spirit was dauntless; and after awhile, she began 
to find her perseverance rewarded by something 
like success. Two or three years of good har¬ 
vests enabled her to make many improvements; 
and, as she told Robert Strange, she hoped this 
year to make a considerable payment on the mort¬ 
gage, which might postpone its foreclosure indefi¬ 
nitely. 

Every day, Robert Strange thought her more 
attractive and charming. She was as unlike the 
young ladies he had known, as a wild flower of 
the forest is unlike an artificial one on a lady’s 
bonnet. She played for him, in the evening, on 
an old spinet, which was thq only musical instru¬ 
ment the house possessed, and sang the old, 
tender, sentimental songs, that her mother had 
taught her. 

44 This house would be a perfect treasure to a 
collector of bric-a-brac,” he said, one day. 44 You 
and your mother seem to have stepped bodily out 
of the last century. You can’t imagine how 
different you are from the people I know.” 

One day, when his convalescence had been un¬ 
reasonably prolonged, he received a letter from 
his mother, urging him to return as soon as he 
was well enough to travel. He knew, in his 
heart, that he had been well enough for the past 
two weeks; but though the summons was most 
unwelcome, it did not disquiet him, as did the 
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enclosed note from a young lady, with whom he 
had fancied himself in love, in the time previous 
to his accident. He had almost forgotten her 
existence, since his acquaintance with Elizabeth, 
and now it vexed him to find that she had not 
been equally oblivious. 

He tried to remember what reason he had given 
her to draw the conclusion which her note seemed 
to infer, and was obliged to admit that the gift of 
a ring, and a long series of devoted attentions, 
bore witness against him; although there had 
never been any actual engagement. 

It was hard to leave Elizabeth, with only the 
cold expressions of gratitute and esteem which the 
occasion justified; particularly when he could not j 
help seeing, in spite of her efforts at self-control, 
that she was very much distressed at their part¬ 
ing. Still, he had a conscience, and some old- 
fashioned ideas of honor; and these same ideas 
would not permit him to be on with a new love, 
before he was off with the old. 

He did what he could to express his gratitude, 
and sent Elizabeth a beautiful bracelet, with her 
monogram in turquoises, nearly as blue as her 
eyes; but it oame back to him, with a quaint, 
prim little note, written in pale ink, on cheap, 
coarse paper; but the words expressed in such 
delicate terms that he could not be offended, in 
spite of his disappointment. The same morning 
brought him a rose-scented, cream-laid missive 
from Minnie Hudson, covered with the bold and 
dashing chirography of the period. He twisted it 
np, when he had read it, and lighted his cigar with 
it; and he was not ashamed to kiss Elizabeth’s 
note, and put it away with a faded rosebud: the 
only memento of their acquaintance. 

The days dragged heavily with Elizabeth, after 
he went away. She had never before felt listless 
and weary; but now she wondered how she 
could ever have endured all the monotonous 
years of her life; and looked forward with a sort 
of drted to those that were yet to come. 

With the September heats, her mother fell ill; 
and did not rally. The old physician came every 
day ; but to no avail. Then the fall rains set in, 
unusually severe. When they had lasted for 
several days, Elizabeth began to fear that the 
river would rise, and overflow its banks, and 
carry ruin far and near, as tradition said it had, 
a generation or so ago. She used, in those cool, 
fiill days, to go down to its bank, daily, and 
watch it. There was an old mill there, and she 
beheld, to her dismay, on every succeeding after¬ 
noon, that the water rose higher up on the 
wheel. The swallows were darting about, skim¬ 
ming over the surfhoe of the water: “sure 
signs,” as the old country wives said, “of 
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more rain.” Her thoughts were sad. Life 
seemed to her to have no brightness, no hope, 
no future. Everything was gloomy and fore¬ 
boding. At last, the dangerous rise of the river 
could no longer be ignored. Elizabeth, in her 
last walk, saw it sweeping in an angry tide over 
the hollows, and washing the trunks of the tall 
sycamores along the bank. Then she hurried 
back to the house; left her mother in charge of 
the little maid ; put on her riding-habit; saddled 
her horse herself; and rode swiftly towards the 
river again. It was worse than she had feared. 
By the time she reached the river, the year’s 
crop of corn was all gone; the old mill had dis¬ 
appeared ; and the cords of wood which had been 
stacked along the bank, farther down, awaiting 
transportation, were all swept away. Nothing 
was left but a wide, turbulent waste of water. 

Elizabeth, chilled, disheartened, and miserable, 
rode home again; unsaddled her horse; and 
gave him some corn; laying her cheek against 
him for a moment, when the thought came that 
the time of their companionship would soon be 
over. Her mother was dozing when she entered 
the room; and except for a faint circle of light 
about the hearth, the room was in shadow. 

She longed to lay her head on some friendly 
shoulder, and cry out the bitterness of her trouble; 
but she must bear it alone: for here the one hu¬ 
man being who loved her was lapsing away from 
the consciousness of joy or pain. 

As the night wore on, the patient fell into a 
deeper slumber: the lonely watcher coqld not 
rouse her to take the medicine the doctor had 
prescribed; and before the slow dawn crept over 
the East, the sufferer had stiffened into the mo¬ 
tionless rigidity of deat h. 

The old minister came ten miles to read the 
service, and his white surplice flapped drearily 
in the wild November wind. There was a large 
gathering of the country people—for the deceased 
lady had been both respected and beloved—and 
kindly neighbors were not wanting, who would 
gladly have taken the motherless girl home with 
them; but she was one who liked better to bear 
her troubles alone: and she had ample time and 
opportunity to indulge her predilection. She 
sold the horses and cows to pay the servants, 
and retained only little Melinda, who had lived 
with them from her infancy. 

It was as if she had made a compact with 
grief—had stretched out her arms, and taken it to 
her bosom. The days came and went, bringing 
no change except that of the seasons. What 
wonder that the solitude, and the continual 
brooding over her grief, began to tell on a mind 
naturally strongly imaginative. 


Digitized by ^.ooole 



GENERAL WASHINGTON'S QUILT. 


288 

In March the mortgage became due. The J 
autumn floods, of course, had swept away her ; 
last hope of paying it off. But the shock of it, 
when it came, had been worn away by long 
anticipation. She thought of Robert Strange, as 
she held the notice in her hands. She had 
promised to let him know, if any trouble came to 
her; but she could not make up her mind to tell 
him this, since it would look like an appeal for 
assistance. 

She wrote a letter to an old friend, asking 
shelter for a few weeks, until she could make 
some arrangement for supporting herself; and 
then began to prepare, lingeringly and loyingly, 
for her departure from the dear old home. 

The last day came, as last days will always 
come, however much we may dread them. 
Elizabeth abandoned herself to a perfect ecstasy 
of grief. She visited every nook and corner of 
the mansion, and wept afresh over each familiar 
olyect. She climbed up on the step-ladder to kiss 
the dry and dusty lips of the old portraits, and 
lay face downward in the wet grass of the family 
graveyard, in the home lot. She came back, at 
nightfall, pale as a ghost, with wet feet and ; 
drenched skirts. 

Melinda had made a good fire in the dining¬ 
room, and a gentleman sat beside it, with his 
back to the door. 

When he rose, and came forward to meet her, ! 
Elizabeth recognized Robert Strange. 

“ I am so glad to see you,” she said, with the 
old lqmp coming back in her throat; but she 
resolutely repressed the tears that rushed to her 
eyes. 

“I read, in the county paper, that the old 
place was to be sold, so I thought I would come 
and have a last look at it,” he replied, holding 
her hand. “ How unkind you were, not to tell ; 
me. I might possibly have averted this.” 

“ It would have done no good,” she answered, 
with a wan little smile. “ If you had lent me 
the money, I could never have paid it back 
again.” \ 

He made her sit down, and put her wet feet on 
the fender. When Melinda brought in the tea, 
Elizabeth could not eat, and her fingers trembled 
so, that she could scarcely hold her cup. Every 
vestige of her old calmness and self-possession ! 
had deserted her. She was tremulous, excitable, \ 
nervous, casting apprehensive glances behind i 
her, and wavering between tears and hysterical j 
^laughter. Gradually, with infinite tact, her 
guest drew from her some account of the life she 
had led, since the previous summer. 

“ I think you have been trying to kill your¬ 
self,” he commented, as she finished. 


“Why not?” she replied. “I have nothing 
to live for, now that the old place is gone.” 

He longed to say, “ Live for me,” but some¬ 
thing withheld him. 

“You will laugh, when I tell you,” she went 
on, “ but I am convinced that something will 
happen to me, before I leave this house. I have 
had a premonition of it, for a long time. Every 
night I lie awake, and wait for it.” 

“What could happen?” he asked, impressed, 
in spite of himself, by the sincerity of her con¬ 
viction. 

“ I cannot tell,” she answered, solemnly, “ but 
tomething will; and when it does, I shall die.” 
She broke down, and began to laugh and cry 
hysterically. 

Strange walked to the window. The night 
was dark, and a cold, sleety rain struck against 
the panes. He came back to the fire, with his 
mind made up. If she were left alone, in her 
present excited state, the slightest unusual oc¬ 
currence might produce the most fatal conse¬ 
quences. 

“ Let me stay, and share the disaster with 
you,” he pleaded. “ I have engaged a bed, at a 
house down the road; but I think I would sleep 
better, if I spent the last night in General Wash¬ 
ington’s room.” 

“ Will you stay ?” she cried, eagerly. “ But 
no, it is too selfish to let you do it. You must 
go at once.” 

But now he could not be persuaded *to go. 
“ It is cruel to turn me out. on such a night,” he 
said. “ I shall Bleep as soundly as if the General 
himself watched over my dreams.” 

At the door of her room, he bid her good¬ 
night. “If anything frightens you, call me; 
and I will hear the slightest sound,” he said. 

“ Melinda sleeps in my room,” she replied. 
“ I shall not be frightened. You think I have 
strange fancies, because I am timid. But it is 
not that There are more things in the world 
than we con understand or explain. I am very 
much obliged to you for staying, though I don’t 
think it will do any good. Good-night. I hope 
you will sleep well.” She drew away her hand, 
as she spoke, and shut the door. 

Strange crossed the hall to his own apartment, 
puzzled and disturbed. The expression of her 
eyes, and a certain controlled wildness in her 
manner, made him uneasy. He determined not 
to go to bed. So he threw a stiok of Wood on the 
fire, 4et his door ajar, and composed himself in 
a large easy-chair, for the night. He did not 
intend to go to sleep ; but the quiet of the house, 
and the soft flickering of the fire, soothed his 
tired senses into a prolonged doze, from which 
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he was awakened by a dull, heavy crash, fol- j 
lowed instantly by a wild and wailing cry. j 

The fire had gone out; but he found some j 
matches in his pocket, and striking one, lighted | 
his candle, and stepped out into the hall. j 

On the threshold of her room, Elizabeth was ! 
standing, her eyes dilated, and her face ghastly j 
with terror. Behind her, the small Melinda! 
crouched like a black shadow. 

“ Are you hurt?” he asked, anxiously. ‘‘Did 
not something fall in your room?” < 

“ Hush, hush,” she Baid, wildly, putting her j 
finger up to her lips. “What did I tell you?” j 
“ Come with me,” said Strange. “ We will go ; 
and see what it is.” He brought an ancient quilt 
from General Washington’s bed, and wrapped it 
around her; then he drew her hand forcibly 
through his arm, and led, or almost dragged her, 
down the hall and staircase. 

Melinda followed closely upon their footsteps,- 
the flickering candle casting mocking shadows of 
them upon the wall. Robert Strange threw open 
every door as they passed, and holding the can¬ 
dle above his head, investigated each apartment. 
The drawing-room was the last. At the end of 
the lower hall, when the door was opened, they 
saw something upon the carpet: a white heap, 
cold as death, spectral as the grave. 

Strange felt the wildly beating heart, so near 
his own, stand still with terror; but they had 
gone too far to recede. So, compelling her for¬ 
ward to the spot, he struck the white heap with 
his foot, and there, beneath it, lay the crushed 
and mangled form of the old spinet. A great 
rent in the ceiling revealed the cause of the dis¬ 
aster, and while they stood there, another piece, 
becoming loosened, fell to the floor with a crash. 

The fire still smouldered on the dining-room 
hearth, and thither the party adjourned. Strange 


seated Elizabeth in a great chair, and bade 
Melinda make up the fire. 

They sat there a long time; our heroine with 
her fair hair falling upon the faded hues of the 
old quilt in which she was enveloped; Melinda 
asleep, with her head on the fender, scorching 
her sable locks in the heat of the fire; Robert 
Strange watchful, silent, smiling to himself every 
now and then, as if a pleasant thought had crossed 
his fancy. “ Morn broadened on the borders of 
the dark.” A shaft of sunlight pierced the 
shutters, and crept slowly across the floor. 

“ It is morning,” said Elizabeth, rousing her¬ 
self. “ This day, the new owner takes possession 
of Sherwood.” 

“He has already taken possession,” said 
Strange. 

His eyes answered the question in hers. In a 
flash, she saw why he had come; and it gave her 
a sharp pain : for, in her heart, she had believed 
that it was love for her, and the wish to comfort 
her, that had brought him back. 

“The old spinet was right,” she cried. “It 
was quicker than I to recognize the step of a 
stranger and an alien.” 

“ A stranger and an alien ?” he cried. “ And 
do you say this to me, Elizabeth?” 

“ Forgive me,” she answered, repenting. “I 
spoke in haste; but it is hard to have it go, even 
to you.” 

How hard it was to make her understand I 
“It was fqr you that I bought it, Elizabeth. 
Why should you not let me share it with you, 
and be happy ?” 

His arms are clasped around General Washing¬ 
ton’s quilt; the sunshine has crept to their feet. 
W T ho shall say if her head is on his shoulder ? 

Certainly, not Melinda, who snores, open- 
mouthed, with her head upon the fender. 


WHY? 


BY HATTIB HAWTHORNE. 


Why do the birds so blithely sing, to-day ? 

Their songs grate harshly on my weary ear. 

Why does the sun beam bright, as if ’twere May? 

His rays warm naught save grasses brown and sere. 
Why do the bees ham ’round that withered rose ? 

J sought its sweetness, but I found none there; 
Why does the river, as it seaward flows, 

Dazzle mine eyes so with its flashing glare? 

Why does my pet, imprisoned in his cell, 

Chirp for his keeper his sweet songs of gloe? 

Why do his tunoful warblings—can you tell?— 
Wake not my heart to joy and melody ? 


Why do I hear the voice of childhood ring, 

And feel no thrill responsive to its cheer? 

Why, why do others jest, and laugh, and sing, 
While I sit musing o’er my sorrow here? 

Oh! why is there no sunlight in my soul. 
Reflected e’en from Nature’s smiting skies? 

Oh! why for me no sweetness in life's bowl ? 

And why no slumber for my tired eyes? 

Why has sweet joy swept past me In her flight, 
When all the world she blest as she went by? 
I/O! sorrow’s wings obscure hopes fading light. 
And cast on me their shadows. Why, oh, why? 
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CHAPTER X. 

RESCUE. 

But at that instant, a curious sound penetrated 
the mephitic air of the cave. A moment more, 
and the sound became distinguishable as the 
whining and scratching of a dog. 

“ Kay ! Ray I” cried Magdalene, eagerly, “ do 
you hear that sound ? Listen! Rouse yourself, 
Ray. It is your dog, trying to get to you. He 
will open at least a breathing place. Oh, Ray, 
we shall be saved, if you will rouse up.” 

“ Saved?” gasped the young giant, whose iron } 
flame and powerful lungs had broken down sooner \ 
than the elastic and less material organism of the > 
girl. “ Saved for what?” 

“ Saved for me,” cried Magdalene, half de¬ 
lirious with the physical and mental strain upon 
her nervous system. “Do you think I can go > 
back from what I have said? I love you, and \ 
your lips have kissed mine.' After that, I am 
bound to you, by the very same sense of honor 
that would have kept me true to my traditions, 
and my duty to my position, if this had not 
happened. Now—” 

“ Now you are mine, in life or death. Do you 
mean that, Magdalene?” asked Ray, slowly, and, 
as it were, forcing the benumbed brain to rouse 
itself and resume its labors. 

“ Yes ; I mean that, Ray.” 

“ You will be my wife? You will allow me to 
claim you at once, in the sight of all ?” 

“Yes, yes, I tell you. Oh, Ray, you should 
not need so many words to convince you of 
either my truth or my courage.” 

“ It is so incredible. Oh, I cannot, dare not, 
believe it; except as I hear the words from your 
own lips.. Now I shall live, and so shall you.” 

He staggered to his feet, clinging to the rough 
rock beside him; and with an impatient motion 
of the hand, seemed to brush away the confusion 
from his bewildered brain. 

A prolonged whine, and then a yelp of inquiry 
in Bose’s voice, helped on the struggle at re¬ 
covery ; and with a shrill whistle, and familiar 
call, the master replied to the dog; and commu¬ 
nication with the outer world was re-established. 

“ He is digging toward us, from the outside,” 
said Magdalene, listening attentively. 

(290) 


“ Yes—just here,” replied Ray, who had crept 
down to the mouth of the cave. “ Instinct has 
told him the point nearest to the surface. There! 

I saw the roots shake. Give me some more 
paper, dear. Hi, Bose! Good dog, good dog. 
Dig away, old fellow, dig! Seek ’em, Bose.” 

With what Beemed to her an expiring effort, 
Magdalene crept into the tunnel, now narrowed 
to about half its natural size by the earth Ray 
had vainly dug from the outside, and placed the 
remaining leaves of the Tennyson in his hand; 
then, with a gasping moan of exhaustion, fell 
prostrate, her face in the mould beside him. 
With a cry of grief and terror, her lover raised 
her head, and placing it upon a little elevation, 
turned, with almost frantic energy, to his effort 
to meet and assist the dog, whose claws could 
now be distinctly heard tearing and digging at 
the matted roots ; while his impatient whine and 
occasional short bark told as plainly as words 
that he knew both his master’s need and his 
vicinity. Ray, on his side, tore and dragged at 
the barrier, frantically. A few moments, and 
a blessed current of pure air struggled through 
the aperture, displacing the carbonic gas which 
had settled like a shroud around its victims, and 
so soon would have claimed them as its own; 
another few moments, and Ray, thrusting his 
tom and bleeding hand through, the opening, 
caught the almost equally damaged paw of his 
faithful friend, and shook it heartily, crying: 

“Well done, dog. I’ll never forget it of you, 
old fellow, the longest day I live. You’ve saved 
her life, Bose.” 

After this, the rest was comparatively easy. 
The roots were torn off, twisted aside, crushed 
down; until, pale, exhausted, but still alive, 
Magdalene half crept and half was dragged 
through the opening, and stood upright once 
more, beneath the calm blue sky, whence every 
sign of tempest and danger had vanished. The 
\ sun was long since set, but the tender twilight 
still lingered ; and by its roseate glow, the lovers 
looked in each other’s faces, with a strange con¬ 
sciousness of having passed through the bitter¬ 
ness of death, and entered upon a new and un¬ 
tried life. Presently, Ray held out both haids, 
with a gaze, half entreaty, half command; and 
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Magdalene, lading her own within them, looked 
up in his fhce, almost sternly, as she said: 

41 Don't question me again—don’t doubt me, 
Ray. I shall doubt your faith, if you do.” 

44 God bless you, my darling,” said Ray, softly; 
and so the troth was pledged in life, as already 
it had been in death. 

A little investigation showed that the horse, 
probably wild with terror at the flash that had 
buried his master, had broken his bridle, and 
eecaped. Whether Bose had followed him to the 
ditch—where he was found lying, with a broken 
leg, next morning—and had then returned to his 
master, or whether he had gone at once to work 
at the almost incredible amount of excavation 
he had accomplished, nobody could know. But, 
in any event, he had certainly saved two lives. 
So they had to walk home. But even to Mag¬ 
dalene’s tottering limbs and exhausted powers, 
it was a walk without length, without weariness; 

44 For on her lover's arm she leant. 

And round her waist she felt it fold; 

And far across the hills they went, 

In that new world which is the old.” 

CHAPTER XI. 

THE WORLD WILL LOST. 

When Magdalene opened her eyes, next morn¬ 
ing, her first impression was of great physical 
discomfort; her next of great interior joy: for, 
while every muscle and nerve was suffering from 
the exposure and fatigue of the previous evening, 
she had found the one delight of life, and still 
clasped it to her heart, in all its first freshness 
and completeness. But as she hastily arose, and 
began to dress herself, a third feeling started 
into conscious existence; and for a few moments, 
overbore the other two. 

Alice! How would this affect her? In the 
light of confessed love, Magdalene knew that 
her bitterness and grief of yesterday sprang 
chiefly from jealousy. Jealousy of the darling 
sister who had hitherto been the dearest, almost 
the only object of her affection; and whom she 
was now depriving of what, perhaps, she craved 
and valued as much as she herself did—Ray’s 
love. And yet, no act of hers could give to 
another the heart that was all her own. She felt 
thoroughly sure that it was she, and not her 
sister, whom he loved; and to deny him would 
be to sacrifice two lives, without, in any way, 
benefiting the third: for she knew her lover 
too well to imagine that, even to please her, 
oould he transfer his affections to another. 
44 4 For life and death * he said,” whispered 
she, to her pole reflection in the mirror; 44 and 
he meant it. 4 For life and death ’ it is. But, 
bhl my darling Allie, have I hurt you ?” 


So, perhaps, it is no wonder, that Magdalene 
went downstairs very quiet and pallid, and said 
so little at breakfast, that Mrs. Shillaber was 
seriously distressed, lest she had received some 
interior hurt, in the adventure of yesterday. The 
good housewife cross-examined both Ray and 
herself, until, as their eyes met, both laughed 
aloud, and the color flew back to Magdalene's 
cheeks, in a most reassuring manner; but neither 
explained the extraordinary mirth ; and Hannah 
went about her morning duties, very much puz¬ 
zled, and a little hurt. As she left the room, 
Magdalene looked after her, and said to Ray: 

44 1 will speak to mamma, this morning, and 
afterward you must tell your mother. I shall 
love her very much, Ray; she is so good.” 

44 Missy would like to see you, right smart, 
Miss Maddin,” announced Jacquita, opening the 
door, in time to prevent a rash movement upon 
Ray’s part. “She been waitin’, most an hour.” 

44 1 ,will come, this minute, mamma,” said 
Magdalene, smiling a good-bye to Ray. 

Before Alice had exhausted her questions and 
exclamations, at the romantic story her sister 
had to tell, the doctor arrived, Ray was sum¬ 
moned, and the invalid was carried out to her 
sun-bath. 

44 And now, Ray, sit directly down, and tell 
me your version of the Arabian Nights stoiy, 
which Maddin has been giving me,” ordered she, 
in her prettily peremptory fashion; and Ray, 
with a sidelong glance at Magdalene, obeyed; 
while Magdnlene, flitting uneasily about, seemed 
in an April maze of clouds and sunshine. 

44 Ah, there is mamma,” exclaimed she, pres¬ 
ently, and rushed, with most unwonted attention, 
to meet the fluttering and vailed figure descend¬ 
ing from the basket phaeton: driven, this time, 
however, by a groom. 

44 Come in here, please, mamma,” said she, as 
Mrs. Vivian turned toward the pine grove. 44 1 
have something to tell you; two somethings, and 
both rather important.” 

“The man, who drove me, spoke of some 
absurd rumor of your being lost in the woods, 
and brought home in a dying condition, lost 
night,” replied Mrs. Vivian, contemptuously. 
44 But as he had it from the farm-servant here, I 
concluded it was mere romance. However, I see 
that you are looking horribly dragged and hag¬ 
gard—and what is that scratch on your cheek? 
I do wish, Magdalene, you could behave like a 
young lady, and not a flying-trapeze girl.” 

44 You are soon to be rid of me, mamma; take 
courage,” replied Magdalene, bitterly; for she 
never had so longed for a mother’s love and sym¬ 
pathy; and with only a little encouragement, 
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would have opened her heart, and yielded confi¬ 
dence, and obedience, to that mother, as she 
never yet had done. But the cold words, the 
sneering tone, did their work. 

44 What do you mean?” asked Mrs. Vivian, 
indifferently. 

14 Come up into my room, if you please, and I 
will tell you the whole story,” said Magdalene, 
coldly ; and os soon as the door was closed, and 
buttoned against Jacquita’s possible invasion, she 
began, and told the story of the storm, from be¬ 
ginning to end, so clearly and graphically, that 
Mrs. Vivian, smelling at her vinaigrette, and 
fanning herself, declared her nerves quite shaken, 
and thought of the noise, dust, and bad air, she 
heard described. 

44 But, you know, we were very near dying, 
mamma,” exclaimed Magdalene, between amuse¬ 
ment and indignation at her mother’s indifference 
to this view of the case. 

44 Oh, no, child, not really, you know. People 
always like to put their maladventures strongly ; 
but nobody ever dies in that way, in real life. It 
would be too much like a dime novel, you know. 
You’ll die between linen sheets, with a lace 
nightcap on your head, some fifty years hence.” 

“Probably the sheets will be cotton, mamma, 
and the lace of my own knitting,” cried Magda¬ 
lene, starting up from the hassock at her 
mother’s feet, and standing before her, tall, 
straight, and resolved as a young Amazon. 44 Do 
you wonder why?” 

44 Don’t be melodramatic.” 

44 Ah, you don’t even feel curiosity about me. 
Well, it makes it all the easier. The reason why 
I shall probably live and die, without fine linen, 
lace, or purple, is because I shall be poor! L 
have promised to marry Ray Shillaber.” 

Mrs. Vivian dropped her fan and vinaigrette, 
and sat staring at her younger daughter, the 
image of horror and disgust. 

44 You—will—marry—Ray —Shillaber!” ex¬ 
claimed she, at length. 

“Yes, mamma; and oh, if I could do it with 
your approval and—and love, mamma, I should 
be the happiest girl alive. Oh, mamma! Do 
love me a little.” 

She threw herself again at her mother’s feet, 
as she spoke. But Mrs. Vivian took no notice 
of her. She was thinking of Colonel Lithbridge. 
Was not this the very revenge and disappoint¬ 
ment she had longed to bring upon him ? Was 
it not with some vague hope of this that she 
had ceased to oppose the young man’s compan¬ 
ionship with her daughters ? Yes, intolerable as 
the mortification and scandal were to her petty 
pride, perhaps the solace of dealing such a wound 


to her enemy was balm sufficient to heal it. 
Still, she felt no relenting toward the girl, who 
first had, as she felt, stolen the affections of the 
man whom Mrs. Vivian had so long desired to 
win, and then, unable to appreciate the treasure, 
had flung it away, and preferred a low and dis¬ 
graceful alliance. So, as Magdalene, moved by 
that intense longing for a mother’s sympathy and 
support, which every young girl feels, when love 
first comes to claim mastery over her life, crept 
close to her mother’s side, and tried to steal an 
arm around her waist, Mrs. Vivian pushed her 
away, and rising, moved toward the door, saying: 

44 No, Magdalene, you needn’t come creeping 
around me, now, pretending to care for me. Marry 
your ploughboy, if you like: I am sure I will 
not try to prevent it, if that is your taste; bnt 
remember, from that day, you have done with all 
of us, once and forever.” 

44 Alice—” began Magdalene, eagerly, and then 
stopped, for a double tide of emotion swept over 
Tier heart, and stifled utterance. If Alice loved 
Ray, perhaps it would be no kindness to bring 
her into his home; and again, this opposition on 
her mother’s part would have been equally strong, 
if Alice had been the beloved: and Alice could 
not have stood out against it. Bewildered and 
distressed, the girl stood silent; and her mother 
scornfully echoed the word : 

44 Alice, indeed ! Do you suppose I will allow 
Alice to associate with you, and your yokel and 
his family ? Alice is a lady, and finds her friends 
among ladies and gentlemen. We leave this place, 
in two weeks. If, before that time, you have 
come to your senses, and are ready to forget and 
give up this disgusting fhney, you will go with 
us, and occupy your acoustomed place in the 
family and in society. If not, you shall be 
married on the day of my departure, and stay 
behind. I will not undertake the care of Mr. 
Ray Shillaber’s fiancee. I do not understand the 
customs and habits of that sort of people, and 
might blunder in their etiquette: for I believe 
even the Digger Indians have some sort of eti¬ 
quette of their own.” 

She closed the door, as she spoke; and Magdar 
lene, wringing her pale hands together, cried: 

44 God pity me ! I have no mother.” 


CHAPTER XII. 

TRB FACE AT THE WINDOW. 

Colonel Lithbridge had gone for a ride; and 
rather intended it to be a long one and a lonely 
one. More than ever was he resolved that 
Magdalene should be his wife, and her obvious 
indifference and avoidance only made him the 
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more determined. That he had made an enemy 
of Mrs. Vivian was to him a matter of indiffer¬ 
ence : for he committed the frequent error, among 
persons of strong will and intellect, of despising 
fools; which error frequently leads to their de¬ 
feat, by the very foe they disdained to guard 
against. Still, he could not but notice that, 
since the day of their unlucky drive, Mrs. 
Vivian had ceased to oppose the constant in¬ 
tercourse of Ray Shillaber with her daughters; 
and he more than suspected this neglect of having 
a purpose. And what would be the result ? 

As this question pressed home to the colonel’s 
mind, he unoonsciously checked his horse; and 
after a few moments’ hesitation, turned him, 
and rode rapidly back toward the valley he had 
just quitted. Nor did he draw rein until he 
found himself in sight of the Shillaber farm¬ 
house, and pould distinguish the couch beneath 
the pine trees, with Ray sitting beside it; his 
elbow on his knee, his chin in his palm, talking 
earnestly to the attentive and motionless Alice. 

Magdalene was not there. Here was something 
gained. But now that he was so near, the lover 
was seized with an irrepressible longing to look 
upon that fair, scornful face, and hear that blithe 
voice, even though cold and forbidding in its tone 
toward him, as it had been of late. So, riding 
down the lane, unobserved by any except Bose, 
who suspiciously came to meet him, and escorted 
him along every step of the way, the colonel tied 
his horse in the open shed by the barn; and 
coming toward the house by the path leading 
from barn to kitchen, passed behind it, meaning 
to go around to the grove, where Alice would 
probably inform him of her sister’s whereabouts. 
Making his way easily through the tidy wood- 
yard at the back* the visitor turned to pass along 
the end of the house, upon which opened the 
window of the bedroom appropriated at present 
to Alice, although usually the dormitory of the 
heads of the house. Something in the look of 
this window suddenly attracted Colonel Lith- 
bridge’s attention. Perhaps it was the little 
raised footpath leading underneath it; for he 
had just struck his foot against the stones 
bounding it, nearly overthrowing himself by 
the act, and grasping at a climbing rose upon 
a trellis to recover himself. The blow against the 
stones had hurt his foot; the thorns of the rose¬ 
bush had wounded his hand; and it sometimes 
happens that even little reminders like these will 
suffice to open the gates for a whole flood of 
memories and convictions. Certain it is, that, 
as Colonel Lithbridge bruised his foot against 
those stones, and scratched his hand in that rose¬ 
bush, he stopped; turned very pale; stared about 
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him; stared especially at the window before him; 
and finally stepped up on the raised footpath, and 
pressing his face close to the gloss, looked in. 

Now it so happened that Mrs. Shillaber, during 
her visit to Alice on the previous day, had noticed 
that the white dimity covering of the arm-chair 
was considerably soiled; and had resolved to 
change it for one of old-fashioned chintz, show¬ 
ing a pattern of scarlet peacocks and tulips, 
fantastically grouped upon a white ground. 
So soon as Alice was carried out, therefore, 
on this especial morning, Hannah opened the 
door between the kitchen and bedroom; rolled 
the chair out; stripped off the soiled covering; 
gave the chair a thorough beating and dusting; 
and, slipping on tho new cover, thought she 
might as well bring it back into the bedroom, to 
sew; and amuse herself, meantime, by talking 
with Jacquita, who was arranging the room in 
her usual fastidious fashion, consuming a good 
deal of time, but producing exquisite results. 
An odd sort of companionship had sprung up 
between the old nurse and Hannah, based prob¬ 
ably upon the true kindness of heart and honesty 
in both. Jacquita, finding herself treated as an 
equal by a white woman, and a landed pro¬ 
prietor, showed a gratitude she would have 
scorned to put into words, by departing from 
her usual silence and reserve, and entertaining 
her new friend with what, in her eyes, was the 
greatest treat any listener could have: the his¬ 
tory, habits, and ways of the Lafarge family, 
whose born thralls she and hers had been for 
several generations. She was speaking, this 
morning, of the taste in dress the ladies of that 
family had always shown, and ended with: 

“Why, you can see, lookin’ at Mis;> Fanny 
now, what’s de las’ fashion, better dan dem 
picture papers will tell yer.” 

“ Mrs. Vivian, you mean,” suggested Hannah. 

“ Yes, my Miss Fanny. We colored folks alters 
call our young ladies by der own names, no 
matter how many times dey marry. I jes* wish 
yer could ha’ seen Miss Fanny an* Miss Mar- 
g’et ready ter go ter a ball, in de ole times, ’for* 
de trubble. Dey wuz a sight ter look *pon, I tell 
yer. An’ pore Miss Marg’et, she wuz de purtiest; 
an’ so mars’ colonel, he oilers knew. Oh, dear.” 

“What, this colonel? Colonel Lithbridge?” 
asked Hannah, a little curiously. 

“Yes, honey. He wuz alters ter our house, 
down in New Orleens, in dem days; an’ bo’f 
my young ladies liked him: but he liked Miss 
Marg’et de bes’; an’ sometimes I wuz mos’ afeerd 
o’ what Miss Fanny might do ter her, when she 
got de flowers an’ de po’try, an’ walked out in 
de garden wid him, nights an’ all. I reckon she 
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talked pretty hard, anyway: for Miss Marg’et 
used ter cry her pore eyes out, nights.” 

“ Well, why didn’t Colonel Lithbridge marry 
Miss Margaret, then, and take her away from 
Miss Fanny?” 

44 Oh, you see, dat wouldn’t do, noway. Miss 
Marg’et wuz a pore relation o’ my ole missis; 
an' dough she wuz a Lafarge, shore nu’f, she 
hadn’t any money; an’ ef she made her folks 
mad, dey’d turn her right off widout a penny; 
an’ de colonel, he wuz worse dan pore, dem 
times: he wuz jes’ drownded in debt; an’ ef my 
ole mars’ hadn’t stood ’tween him ad’ his cred¬ 
itors, dey’d have had him by de heels, in a 
debtor’s jaii; so he couldn’t ’ford ter go ag’inst 
ole mars’ or ole missis; an’ dey wuz done gone 
set on his marryin’ Miss Fanny, an’ keepin’ all 
de property together: 'cause ef dey didn’t marry, 
it had got ter be divided when ole missis died. 
But dey’d better have let him an’ Miss Mafg’et 
marry.” 

“ Why?” asked Hannah, looking up from her 
work, for Jacquita’s voice carried a whole volume 
of meaning beyond her words. Jacquita came 
close, and squatted upon the ground, at her 
friend’s side, in an attitude of confidence. 

44 Bekase worse came ob it,” whispered she, 
hoarsely. 

44 Oh I you don’t mean—” began Hannah; 
but Jacquita interrupted her, hastily. 

44 Oh, dey wuz married, dey wuz married, shore 
nu’f; but nobody knowed it: only me, an’ de 
priest, and dey two, an’ a man dat’s dead; an’ 
mind, you now, missis, I’se tellin’ you t’ings I neb- 
ber told nobody before ; but somehow I feel shore 
o' you, like as ef you wuz one ob us. You’ve 
been real good ter me, Missis Hannah; an’ I 
kind o’ like ter trust you.” 

“ I guess it’s safe,” replied Hannah, quietly. 
44 I’ve kept some secrets pretty close, in my time.” 

44 I’ll bet you has, missis. Well, here’s an- 
nodder fer yer to keep awful close. Miss Marg’et 
she wuz married, one early mornin’, in de ole 
chapel by de ribber, whar she. went ter say 
her prayers sometimes, long o’ the pore folks 
dat lived ’round dar; an’ we kep’ de secret 
close, till dar come a time it couldn’t be kep’ 
no longer. Den de colonel, he fixed it: I don’t 
know jes’ how; but Miss Marg’et, she got a letter 
from a young lady she used ter know at school, 
in New York, askin’ her ter come an’ make her 
a visit; an’ she went. We trabbled along wid 
some friends of mars’ dat wuz goin’ ter Newport; 
an’ when we got ter New York, dey saw us 
’board de cars, ter go up ter whar she lived: 
'most up ter Canady; an* we two wuz ter go dat 
little piece alone; but we didn’t go alone; for 


dar wuz mars’ colonel ’board, an’ he'd got it all 
fixed; an’ we went ter a lonesome little place, 
whar we’d got a cottage all ter ourselves; an’ our 
name wuz Garcia, an’ we come from Havana; 
an’ Miss Marg’et wuz awful delicate, an’ dat wuz 
a fact; but nobody but me ever Saw her; an’ 
word got ’round she wuz crazy, an’ kind o’ dan¬ 
gerous ; so nobody tried ter come ter see her. 

44 Well, missis, one night, mars’ colonel, he 
drove like de very Ole Nick, over to anodder 
town, somewhar; an’ he come back wid a doc¬ 
tor, an’ in de mornin’ dere wuz a baby boy in my 
ole arms; an’ a royal young mars’ he wuz, all 
Lafarge; no mars’ colonel ’bout him. Oh, he wuz 
a splendid baby, dat baby wuz.” 

“And where is he now?” asked Hannah, 
feeling that some mystery lay behind the mourn¬ 
ful tone and fixed gaze of the old nurse. 

44 Whar’s he now ?” retorted she, .vehemently. 

44 He’s dead, missis: dead an’ gone; yes—an’— 
killed, he is!” 

44 Killed ? Oh, no, Jacquita, not murdered?” 

44 Don’t know, missis, don't know. Mebbe I 
squeezed him too tight; mebbe I kiver him too 
close; anyway, he died in my arms; done gone 
dead, when I went fer ter feed him.” 

44 How was it? Why did you wrap him so 
dose, and hold him so tight?” asked Hannah, 
breathlessly. 

“Well, de way *twuz, missis, wuz dis way: 
De little mars’ wuz five weeks ole, when mars’ 
colonel got a letter dat sort o’ scared him. I 
’specs it wuz dat de folks wuz ready fer ter go 
home, an’ wrote fer him fer ter meet ’em, an’ 
somehow dey wanted Miss Marg’et same time. 
Anyway, mars’ colonel had got his plans all fixed, 
’forehand, an’ jes' as soon as dere wuz danger, 
he wuz ready fer it Our folks wan’t none 
acquainted wid dere folks, when Miss Marg’et 
set out fer ter go, and mars’ colonel had fixed so 
as all de letters dey wrote get sent to him whar 
we wuz, an’ now de word wuz, go I Dat veiy 
day, honey, we packed up bag an’ baggage, all 
we’d got; an’ dat night, mars’ colonel took Miss 
Marg’et in a shay; over to a town, right close 
by, whar she’d take de cars next day, an’ go see 
dem folks, fer a day or two; an' den she’d jine 
ole mars’ an’ missis to Newport; an’ dough she 
wuz mighty delicate, it wuz only like as she wuz 
dwining in de hot weather; an’ dey’d got a whole 
heap o’ lies ready, both fer de folks whar she wuz 
goin’, an’ fer our own folks. 

“Well, when it come time fe? ter go, mars* 
colonel he come to me in a great hurry, an* said 
as how I wuz ter stay behind wid de baby, an’ 
nex’ day he’d come an’ take us whar we wuz ter 
go. De shay wuz at de door, an’ Miss Marg’et 
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wuz all dressed, on’ sittin’ wid dat pore child in kivered him tighter, an’ I went ter sleep. When 
her lap, an’ cryin’ like os she’d die. Mars’ I waked, missis, dat baby wuz dead. Itwuzjes' 
colonel spoke to her, real kind and pleasant, two in de gray ob de mornin’, an’ I could hardly see 
free times; but she didn’t Beem ter take no j his little face; but it wuz awful changed, 1 seed 
notice; an’ at las’ he just took little mars’ otaten j dat; an’ his little hands wuz clinched an’ blue, 
her arms, an’ put him in mine, an’ lift her right! jes’ like as he’d smothered ter def; an’ he 
up, an’ carried her off, an’ I was lef’ alone wid i did; an’ ’twos I dat did it.” 
dat pooty little baby, an’ his mudder never seen “ What did you do with it?” asked Hannah, 
him no more.” S sharply. 

“Well, what became of him?” demanded “Well, mars’ colonel, he fixed it,” replied 
H&nnah, forgetting her occupation, in the ab- Jacquita, wearily, as if the riddle of that night’s 
sorbing interest of the story. Jacquita drew a j proceedings was long past her finding out. “He 
little nearer, and lowered her voice to a yet more 
confidential tone. 

“Nex’ day, mars’ colonel come, shore ’nuf, 
an* I’d got de house all ready fer ter leave, an’ 
do little mars’ an’ me wuz all ready, an’ we got mars’, he said, when we wuz a-drivin’ off 1 , ‘They’ll 
in dat same shay dat had took Miss Marg’et off, give him Christian burial, at any rate;’ an’ dat 
an’ we rode, an’ we rode, all dat day. I didn’t wuz all I ever knowed ’bout Miss Marg’et’s 
know whar we wuz goin’, an’ I more dan ’specs baby. 

dat mars’ colonel didn’t know, nor want to j “ Dat same day, I went ter whar she wuz; an’ 
know, whar we wuz goin’; fbr all he wanted wuz I foun’ her mighty porely : what, wid gittin’ up 
to git rid o’ dat yer baby, dat bootiful little mars’, ’too soon, an’ what wid worryin’ arter her baby; 
real Lafarge, an’ a splendid son an’ heir, only an’ I tole her de baby wuz fus’-rate, an’ put wid 
mars’ colonel hadn’t got nuffin’, den, dat wanted a nuss, dat wuz doin’ splendid by him—” 
an heir. “And you told the truth,” exclaimed Hannah, 

“ Well, we rode, an* we rode, all day; an’ we j starting to her feet, and looking wildly at the 
changed our horse, an’ we rode furdor; an’ it speaker. 

come night, an’ it come on ter rain an’ ter sleet, Cut Jacquita was too engrossed to heed her. 
de wust dat ever I seen; an’ what made me “ Pore chile, pore chile,” she continued. “I’se 
scared, most of all, it wuz de witches’ night, de mighty glad I tole her dat lie : fer it wuz a com- 
night ob de las’ day ob October, yer know.” fort to her; an’ she nebber knowed no better. 

“ All-Hallow Ere,” exclaimed Hannah, in a She died in dat yer place whar he tuck her.” 
strange and startled voice. “Died?” 

“ Yes, missis, dat’s what de white folks calls “Yes, missis. De fret an’ de worry, an’ gittin’ 
it. Well, we got kind o’ lost, I spects; anyway so beat out, an’ den a cold she got, dey did de 
I wuz dat tired an’ scared, an’ sort o’ discouraged, work. It wuz scarlet fever, de doctor said; but 
dat I got down in de bottom ob de ole shay, un- I said it wor a broken heart, an’ it wor. We took 
dcrncath de apun, an’ sort o’ dozed like, me an’ her pore, purty body down home, an’ buried it; 
de baby; an’ de fast thing I knowed, mars’ an’ nobody nebber knew. Mars’colonel, he did a 
colonel wuz a-pullin’ de baby out o’ my arms, an’ lot o’ lyin’, an’ I said what he tole me ter; an* 
off wid it, ’fore I could git hold o’ my senses ’nuf nobody nebber knowed.” 

ter speak; an’ it wuz so dark an’ lonesome, an’ “But Miss Fanny,” she added, after a mo¬ 
de rain druv* in my face so hard, an’ I seemed ter ment’s pause, “she didn’t git him, eben den; 
hear de bogies an’ witches a-whistlin’ an’ laughin’ an’ now he is arter Miss Maddin, I s’pec’s.” 
all roun’ my head; an’ I wuz dat scared, dat I The old woman maundered on; but Hannah 
jes’ curled down in dat ole shay, an’ kivered up no longer attended to her. Seated in her low 
my head in my shawl. De nex’ thing I knowed chair, into which she had sunk again, beside the 
wuz mars’ colonel a-sayin’: 1 Here, mamma, hearth, her hands tightly clasped upon her knee, 

hero’s yer baby agin, safo an* sound. I went ter the memory of the bereaved mother travelled 
a house, ter see if dey’d take us in, fer de night, back, as many a time it had done before, to that 
fer the baby’s sake, if not our own; but dey were tempestuous, All Hallow Eve, two-and-twenty 
too frightened ter open de door, so we must git years gone by, and was recalling every incident, 
on to some town.’ every detail of the drama that had been enacted. 

“ Well, missis, I took de baby, an’ I cuddled Just at this time it was that Colonel Lith- 
him warm; an’ I felt ob his little feet, on’ dey bridge, having knocked his foot and torn his 
wuz cold, cold; an’ I cuddled him closer, an’ hand with the step and rosebush outside the 


wrote something on paper, an’ he put money 
inside ob it; an’ he pinned it on de dear child’s 
breas’; an’ den we lef’ it on de steps ob a house 
right close ter de church whar we’d come to; an’ 
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THE STORY OF A STORM. 


window, felt suddenly impelled to carry out the 
parallel by stepping up and looking in, just as 
he had done on a former occasion. Doing so, he 
saw, first, the open door to the kitchen, with the 
tall clock in the corner, and the settee beside the 
fire-place, and then, as his glance travelled back¬ 
ward into the bedroom, the figure of Hannah 
Shillaber, seated beside the hearth, in her low 
chair; and the great, square easy-chair, which 
he had formerly noted, just in front of her. 

44 It is the very place,” exclaimed Colonel 
Lithbridge; and the sound of his voice made 
Hannah, sharply, turn her eyes in that direction; 
and starting to her feet, as sharply cry : 

44 It is the very man I” 


CHAPTER XIII. 

HANNAH ASSERTS HERSELF. 


Magdalene, regarding her with astonishment, 
replied: 

“Rafe. Raphael, really, I believe. But in 
the South we call it Rafe. 44 Why do you ask?” 

44 Come, come with me, daughter ,” cried Han¬ 
nah, and pressing the young girl to her heart, 
she kissed her tenderly, and then led her rapidly 
out to the fir-grove, where already were assem¬ 
bled Mr. Vivian, Alice, Colonel Lithbridge, Ray, 
and Jacquita. 

Into the centre of this group descended Han¬ 
nah, bearing Magdalene along with her, and as 
every eye was turned in astonishment upon her 
excited face, and almost threatening demeanor, 
she exclaimed: 

44 1 have come to tell something of consequence 
to every one of us, something that will astonish 
every one of you, except that man, and his face 
tells the story already. Look at it, Mrs. Vivian, 


As the white face, with the piercing eyes, and 
writhing moustache, disappeared from the win¬ 
dow, the door softly opened, and Magdalene 
entered, her pallid face, strained eyes, and 
quivering mouth, telling of the emotion she 
so painfully repressed. Too absorbed in her¬ 
self to notice Hannah’s horror-stricken attitude 
and face, she went straight up to her; and lay¬ 
ing her arms about her neck, and her head upon 
her bosom, she whispered: 

44 1 have no mother, now, but you. Will you 
take me, for Ray’s sake?” 

44 Ray? What? do you know about it too?” 
stammered Hannah, raising that drooping head, 
and looking eagerly into the wondering eyes. 

44 Know about it ?” repeated Magdalene. 44 1 
don’t think you understand. I have promised to 
be Ray’8 wife, and my mother throws me off. 
So I came to you, to ask you to be my mother.” 

44 Lor’! Miss Maddin gwine ter marry dat 
feller,” exclaimed Jacquita, indignantly. 44 ’Pears 
like eberybody gone stick staring mad, in dis 
yer house. Reckon Miss Fanny jes’ ’bout de 
only sober one lef’. A Lafarge marryin’ pore 
white trash, like dat.” 

And Jacquita, seizing a light shawl, which 
ought to have been taken sooner to Alice, swept 
indignantly out of the room, her turban quivering 
with indignation. 

44 Ray—Raphael,” cried Hannah. 44 And that 
man—tell me, what is that man’s name?” And 
seizing Magdalene by the arm, she hurried her 
to the window, and pointed to Colonel Lithbridge, 
who, standing behind Mrs. Vivian’s chair, was 
steadfastly regarding Ray, who still sat by Alice’s 
couch, finishing the story of yesterday’s adven¬ 
tures. 44 What is his first name?” demanded 
Hannah, excitedly. 


look!” 

“Mercy? What does she mean, Rafe? Is 
she mad?” demanded Mrs. Vivian, turning 
sharply toward her cousin, and surprising such 
a look of terror, shame, and rage upon his face, 
os silenced her, while Hannah went rapidly on. 

44 This dear child has promised to marry my 
boy, Ray, and her mother has cut her off, and 
even that poor colored woman thinks she’s 
demeaning herself, shameftilly, in marrying 
4 pore white trash,’ as she calls us; but madame, 
and Ray, and Magdalene, and you, too, Jacquita, 
are all in a woful error. Colonel Lithbridge 
knows, and I know. If he sees fit to speak, le 
may, if he don’t, I wilL” 

The colonel glanced at Ray, who had risen to 
his feet, and stood, in all his magnificent, young 
manhood, looking straight at the elder man, with 
eyes so like, and yet bo like some others, so well 
remembered by the latter, so long regretted. It 
was a son for any father to be proud of. With a 
sudden impulse, the colonel held out his hand, 
exclaiming: 

44 My son!” 

But Ray did not respond. He did not under¬ 
stand, indeed. How should he, when he had 
never doubted his paternity, until this moment. 
Besides, he all but hated this haughty aristocrat, 
^vho had treated him with such invariable disdain. 
So Colonel Lithbridge’s hand fell to his side, and 
turning to Hannah, he said: 

44 Tell your story, “Mrs. Shillaber, and you will 
find me ready to endorse it.” 

In brief and clear phrases, Hannah began, and 
gave the story of that Hallow Eve, two-and- 
twenty years before; and with the light thrown 
upon it by Jacquita’s story, she unconsciously so 
pointed her own narrative, although betraying 
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non© of the confidence of the old nurse, that the 
whole plot seemed to deyelop before her aston¬ 
ished listeners, especially when Colonel Lith- 
bridge quietly added, at the end: 

“ All perfectly correct, my friends, and I now 
acknowledge this young man as my son, Raphael 
Lithbridge, by Marguarite my wife. I have the 
certificates of my marriage, and the child’s birth 
at home, although I never expected to acknowl¬ 
edge either, sinoe my wife’s early death seemed 
to remove any cause for doing so.” 

“ Such a tender father, as you have been to 
her child, ought to have kept him at his side,” 
sneered Mrs. Vivian, choked with jealousy, rage, 
and surprise. 

“To tell the truth,” replied the colonel, in the 
quiet tone of a brave man, confessing himself in 
the wrong, “I wished to lose the child. Of 
course, I never thought, at the time, of my wife 
dying. I looked forward to several years, 
perhaps, of waiting, before we could confess our 
marriage; and the fewer complications hanging 
about it, the better, I thought. If I did not 
know where the child was, I could not be per¬ 
suaded, in a moment of weakness, to allow his 
mother to visit him, or perhaps keep him near 
her. After her death, I fairly hated the child, 
who had indirectly caused it; and after awhile, 
I very nearly forgot his existence. By a most 
remarkable coincidence, I just now recognized 
this house, and Mrs. Shillaber, whom I have 
never fairly Been before, this summer; and then, 
at once, my opened eyes recognized Ray, even 
the contraction of the name I jestingly gave him; 
and when I traced the lines of his mother’s face 
in his, I was sure that I had found my son. 

“ Raphael,” he added, turning to the young 
man. “ You are not, I hope, sorry. Give me 
your hand, my boy.” 

With one stride, Ray was at his father’s side, 
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> his hand in his, their eyes looking straight into 
| each other. There were great differences yet to 
| overcome, much to be forgotten, much to be 
| learned; but in that long look, that fervent 
; hand-grasp, a strong link between life and life 
; was felt and confessed; the father and the son 
could never more be Btrangers. 

Mrs. Vivian was a woman of the world, and 
she had had several moments, in which to colleot 
her energies and self-control, and to decide on 
her course, so it was with a very fair show of 
cordiality that she now extended her own hand 
to Ray, and said: 

“ Well, cousin Ray, this romantic story.matches 
very nicely, with the other little romance, that 
Magdalene and you concocted yesterday, and, of 
course, this new relationship alters everything. 
Your father and I will talk over matters, now. 
and see if you two Billy children may be made 
happy, in your own way.” 

“It will be pleasanter, both for Magdalene and 
for me, to marry with your approval, Mrs. 

; Vivian,” said the young man, lightly touching 
t the outstretched hand. 

“ But you would mfwry, all the same, if you did 
; not have it,” suggested the lady, impulsively: 

“Yes, indeed, madame,” replied Ray, with 
; tranquility. 

“Two generations of headstrong lovers, you 
see, Fanny,” murmured the colonel, in her ear; 
and she smiled a reply, with white and tremulous 
lips. 

' But Magdalene Was kneeling beside Alice, her 
head buried in the pillow, and Alice, her blue 
eyes wistfully raised to the blue sky above, whis- 
| pered: 

“Darling, don’t cry, don’t. Allwillbewellnow, 

: and I shall have a dear brother, to* help take care 
of me, if I never get quite strong and well again.” 
[thb khd.] 


“JE YOU 


BY AUEO 

Beneath the stars I stand alone, 

And bear the gentle zephyr’s moan*; 

That, like a wandering spirit sighs, 

Or soul let loose from Paradise— 

And roaming 'mid the summer blooms, 

It steals their pure and rich perfumes; 

It seems to softly breathe your name, 

My heart re-echoes—" Je eom aime f 1 

The fleecy clouds, that brightly gleam, 

Are drawn by angel hands, unseen. 

From night’s dark brow; as bridal veils, 

From queenly brows. A nightingale’s 


S AIME." 


A VANE. 

Bewitching note exulting rings. 

How sweet the music that he sings I 
He seems to warble thy dear name, 

My foolish heart cries—“ Je tout aime /” 

Oh, never can our weary feet 
Retrace the way of life so sweet, 

Where sunbeams shine and roses bloom— 
So sunlit, fragrant with perfume I 
For though we pass each other by, 

With seemingly indifferent eye, 

When careless lips may speak thy name, 
My heart cries mutely— “ Je vou* aime /” 
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BT FRANK LEE BENEDICT. 

Tapa and mamma had come out of Spain, by j flattered by the idea of being sought by the most 


the way of Barcelona. Of course, the irrepress¬ 
ible Baby, and her patient hand-maiden Teresa, 
were with them. They risked losing their lives 
in the Gulf of Lyons, which got up one of its 
worst storms for their benefit; but at last they 
reached Marseilles in safety; and from there, took 
the railway to Nice, where they made a halt of a 
fortnight, to enjoy the lovely March weather, and 
the society of some dear old friends. Here, 
Teresa, the patient and long-suffering, had a 
couple of married sisters established; and in 
consequence, she expected to enjoy the stay as 
much as her betters. But fate willed it otherwise. 

Baby, we should say, was somewhere about 
six, speaking several tongues, as the children of 
confirmed wanderers learn to do, without any 
effort. She was wise in. fairy-lore, and had a 
profound faith therein, which papa would not 
allow to be disturbed, in spite of the expostula¬ 
tions of certain wise friends; who, being child¬ 
less themselves, naturally considered they knew 
how to bring up other people’s children better 
than the parents possibly could. 

The small maid was excessively fond of her 
kind Teresa, but rather apt to be jealous of her, 
and very quick to notice the slightest variation 
in her habitually high spirits. So when, about 
a week after the family’s arrival in Nice, Baby 
discovered, one day, that Teresa had been crying, 
though the girt tried her best to hide the fact, 
she went somewhat indignantly to accuse mamma 
of having scolded her. But mamma pleaded 
innocence, and then Baby would give her no 
rest until she found out who the offender might 
be, that had presumed to cause Teresa to shed 
tears. 

Mamma did demand the explanation; but she 
saw fit to do it while Baby was supposed to be 
asleep; and her inquiries emboldened the girl to 
tell her troubles out, glad of an opportunity to 
do so. And this was the tragedy. 

When Teresa was barely eighteen, her hand 
hod been sought in marriage by a man named 
Joseph Mingotti, a native of her own little 
mountain village, though he lived in Cannes, 
and owned a tin-shop there, and was well to 
do in the world, besides having expectations 
from an old maiden aunt. He was past thirty, 
and not at all good-looking; but Teresa had been 
( 298 ) 


eligible person, so far as money went, among the 
swains of the neighborhood; and to the indigna¬ 
tion of all the other girls in the village, Joseph 
fell in love with her, one Bummer, when he went 
up to his old home to spend a few weeks. Teresa’s 
father and mother urged her to accept him. The 
girl was a bit of a flirt; was led on faster and 
farther than she meant to go; and found herself 
engaged, half doubtful as to the state of her own 
mind. The wedding-day was set; her wedding- 
clothes ready; and then a terrible mortification 
overtook her. Joseph was bad-tempered and 
jealous; his old aunt and Teresa’s rivals in¬ 
vented stories injurious to her character; Joseph 
believed them, and broke his engagement. 

The girl was a sensitive, proud little thing, and 
the blow nearly killed her; her parents them¬ 
selves treated her harshly for a season; and 
Bince then, she had never lived at home. Time, 
which does not always set things even, in spite 
of Lord Byron’8 assertion, had done so in Teresa’s 
case: her entire innocence had long since been 
perfectly established in the minds of her former 
neighbors ; and Joseph’s aunt, on her death-bed, 
had helped to right her, though no communication 
had ever passed between the girl and her recreant 
swain. 

But, soon after this arrival at Nice, Joseph had 
come up from Cannes, and renewed his suit. 
Teresa indignantly refused him. Yet, lo and be¬ 
hold, her sisters and her brothers-in-law stoutly 
supported his pretensions; and a letter from her 
tyrannical old father ordered her to consent. 

Now, for a Piedmontese maiden, as Teresa was, 
to oppose her relatives, in any plan of marriage 
they may deem suitable, is a crime and a Bin 
which puts her outside the pale of well-conducted 
damsels, in a way which it would be difficult 
for any independent American lass to imagine. 
Everything and everybody is on the relatives’ 
side, even to the girl’s confessor; and a coercion, 
the more irresistible, because usually gentle, is 
put upon her, which seldom Bails. At first, 
Teresa had sent Joseph to the right about, with 
stinging words; had held her own against her 
sisters and their husbands; but when she re¬ 
ceived the letter from her father, backed by a 
warning epistle from the priest who had baptized 
and confirmed her, and who now really believed 
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he was acting for her welfare, the creature got 
frightened and desperate. Still, she had no in¬ 
tention of yielding to the pressure. She declared 
to her mistress 'that she would sooner commit 
suicide than marry this man, who had outraged 
and humiliated her so tembly. 

The morning after Teresa’s confession, Baby, to 
mamma’s horror, informed her that she had heard 
their talk, and made it evident that she under¬ 
stood enough of the case to have a strong opinion 
thereon. That any person should dare to think of 
carrying off her Teresa was an insult to her small 
self; especially one whom Teresa did not like. 

14 You were a naughty little girl, not to speak, 
and tell us you were awake,” said mamma. 

44 But you told me, yesterday, I should be 
punished, if I talked after I got into bed,” re¬ 
plied Baby, with a shrewdness which it was not 
easy to answer; and though she did her best to 
look innocent, it was evident that the young tor¬ 
ment perceived she had the advantage, as plainly 
as if she had been twice her age. 

That afternoon, while Baby was taking her 
nap, and Teresa busy with her needlework in 
the next room, Joseph presented himself, as bold 
as brass, and commenced a fresh recital of his 
penitence, and a glowing enumeration of all the 
good things he could offer Teresa: a house of her 
Own, and a woman to cook and wash included. 

The conversation was interrupted by the ab-: 
rapt entrance of a tiny personage, in attirp so i 
strange, and with on aspect so belligerent , thatI 
Joseph was quite startled, and Teresa convulsed 
with hysterical laughter. 

44 It’s not to be thought of—I can’t allow it,” 
said Baby, standing before Joseph with frowning 
brows and uplifted finger. “This is my wife, 
and I am the great King Paqjandrum and in¬ 
deed she looked as if she might have been that 
monarch, whoever he was, for she wore a red 
jacket, the loose sleeves whereof formed trousers 
for her thin legs; an Albanian scarf floated out 
from her should era as a mantle; and a gilt paper 
helmet decorated her head. “You are a very 
ugly man,” pursued Baby, critically eyeing the 
discomfited swain. 41 You make my head ache, 
to look at you; you had better go away. I don’t 
like you, at all—-not at all.” 

“Well,” said Joseph, laughing, though he 
looked vexed, “we are even, for I don’t like 
you either.” 

“ It would be a liberty tf ydu <Hd, and I never 
permit liberties,” retorted Baby. “ Haven’t you 
gone yet? Well, then, you must be quiet, for I 
am going to read the newspaper to Teresa; and 
don’t you stare at her in that way—it isn’t good 
manners.” 


[ Joseph was somewhat abashed by this repri¬ 
mand, delivered with the assurance of a woman 
of fifty, and sat silent and open-mouthed, while 
Baby took up a newspaper, and recited, in a 
shrill key, with as much glibness as if reading a 
printed paragraph. 

“ There was once a little girl, who was always 
very, very good, when she didn’t forget and be 
naughty; and she had a nice maid, named Teresa, 
5 who was very fond of her; but was not at all 
fond of a stout, short man, with a crooked nose, 

| who insisted on paying her a visit—” 

| Here, she broke off, and regarded Joseph for 
I an instant; then said, meditatively: 

“ I declare, it is very odd. The maid had the 
same name as my Teresa, and your nose is just 
like the man’s in the newspaper—how do you 
account for that?” 

44 By impudence,” said Joseph. 

“I didn’t hear what you said; but it’s no 
matter,” replied Baby. “Can you add up two 
and two, so they will make five?” 

44 Well—no—I cannot,” Joseph admitted, hesi¬ 
tatingly. 

44 Then go home, and stop there till you learn,” 
ordered Baby. “ If you come here again, I’ll 
change you into a monkey, with the head of a 
parrot; and now you know.” 

She waved a stick she carried as a sceptre, 
close to Joseph’s eyes, muttering sundry heathen¬ 
ish-sounding Basque words, she hod learned in 
the Pyrenees, and looking so much like some 
evil-disposed little enchantress, that Joseph, who 
was veiy superstitious, retreated in dismay. 

Baby was condemned to Bevere penance, when 
mamma heard of this onslaught. But, alas, a still 
severer punishment threatened the little maid. 
Joseph went to Teresa’s sisters with his tale, and 
they all decided that her master and mistress 
were encouraging the recalcitrant damsel. With¬ 
in two days came a letter from the old fbther, 
ordering Teresa to leave her present situation, 
under pain of receiving a parental anfithema, 
applicable both to this world and the next. 

Then, indeed, there was dismay in the hearts 
of the three who loved Baby; for the child had 
only lately recovered from a severe illness; and 
to lose her Teresa so abruptly, would very likely 
produce an effect upon the nervous, excitable 
little creature, serious enough to endanger her 
health again. 

However, after a few days of anxiety, Teresa 
informed her mistress that she had settled the 
matter. She was to have some months for reflec¬ 
tion, and be allowed to go on with Baby to 
Florence. The family left Nice almost immedi¬ 
ately, and very soon Teresa got back her high 
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spirits, and seemed to have forgotten Joseph and 
her troubles. 

But in truth, the girl had not been frank and 
honest. Though her relations had so completely 
driven her to the wall, that one could not help 
feeling more pity than blame for her, yet she had 
sought refuge in the usual resource of the defence¬ 
less and desperate, deliberate deceit. 

She had engaged herself to Master Joseph. On 
no other terms could she have got permission to 
leave Nice; and the understanding was, that, 
early in the autumn, she should return to Pied¬ 
mont, and marry him. But Teresa had no inten¬ 
tion of keeping her word. Once beyond her 
father’8 reach, she fancied that neither appeals 
nor threats could move her; and she felt vindictive 
enough towards her suitor to wish to expose him 
to the same mortification he had brought upon 
her. Let the marriage day be set; let Joseph 
arrange his house, and invite his friends. Instead 
of his bride, he should receive a letter, telling 
him the truth; and he should learn how pleasant 
it was to be mocked and pitied. 

The family settled down in a villa, on, the road 
to Fiesole. Higher up, and reached by the same 
avenue, stood a grand old mansion, that dated 
back to the days of the Medici, and was inhabited 
by the owner of the two houses, though the great 
castle-like structure was not half so comfortable 
as the dwelling near the gates, which, after the 
habit of impoverished Florentine nobles, he had 
let, furnished, to the unwary foreigner. 

The owner was a courteous old gentleman, whe 
only needed doublet and long hose to make him 
look as if he hod just stepped out of a mediaeval 
picture-frame; and his stately wife was a fitting 
mate for him. The tenants, in the small house, 
were politely entreated to consider the vast gar¬ 
dens and grove quite at their disposal; and in less 
than a week, the irrepressible Baby was on inti¬ 
mate terms with the ancient couple. If she failed 
to pay her daily visit, at her accustomed hour, she 
was invariably sent for, under some pretext or 
other, to be petted to her heart’s content. 

About a fortnight after their establishment in 
their temporary home, papa and Baby were pass¬ 
ing through the gardens, with the intention of 
taking a stroll in the grove. Both had been 
silent, for a few moments. Papa was thinking 
that the quaint place looked like the setting of 
one of Boccaccio’s tales; and Baby was thinking, 
heaven knows what, as she watched a troop of 
golden butterflies circling about. Suddenly, she 
dropped papa’s hand; dashed down a broad 
alley, which faced the octagon space they had 
been traversing; and called, at the top of her 
voice, in Italian: 


“ Giovanni, Giovanni, come here, come herel” 

Then papa saw a young fellow of four or five 
and twenty, carrying some gardening tools in his 
hand. He was a very handsome young fellow, 
too: with classical Florentine features, carefully 
cut as a cameo; soft, velvety black eyes; and a 
mouth a poet might have been proud of, which 
smiled sweetly under the shadow of, a slight 
moustache. He came forward, in obedience to 
the imperious summons he had received, doffing 
his cap to her small ladyship, with a pleasant 
greeting: 

“ Good-morning, Giovanni,” said Baby, graci¬ 
ously. “I am not in a hurry; you may stop a 
little. Papa, where are you, papa? You mustn’t 
be tiresome, and make me call you so often. When 
good little boy8 go out to walk with their mammas, 
they never behave in that fashion.” 

Papa, obedient as Giovanni, advanced, and the 
Tuscan doffed his cap a second.time, with an 
apologetic bow, and a respectful “ Good-morning, 
signore.” 

“Papa,” said Baby, breathlessly, “e’etf U 
jeuru homme de Teresa” (Teresa’s young man). 
“ I like him veiy much. He is good and hand¬ 
some, and he jumps me higher than anybody can. 
I have told, him he may talk to Teresa as much 
as he pleases. I quite approve. He has prom¬ 
ised to build me a play-house, and I am to have 
a little garden all to myself. I shall allow him 
and Teresa to visit me there.” 

[ It was quite evident, from the scarlet blush 
which spread over the youth’s bronxed cheeks, 
that he understood French enough to have been 
put in an agony of embarrassment by Baby’s 
speech; and she now added to his misery, by 
saying, in Italian: 

“ You nearly dropped your spade on my toe, 
Giovanni. Don’t be awkward, whatever you are. 
Why, your cheeks are as red as Teresa’s. Papa’s 
are not. Will you take me to see the bird’s nest, 
this afternoon, Giovanni? Papa, he knows all 
the birds, and he has got a tame owL Why 
don’t I have a tame owl? I have been asking 
for one—oh, twenty years, at least—and nobody 
pays any attention. I shall speak to the marohesa 
about it—she is very good—if she. had an owl, 
she would give it to me; but she has only choc- 
olate drops, and—you needn’t mention it, for 
fear of hurting her feelings—but sometimes they 
taste of snuff.” 

Here she paused to draw breath, and papa’s 
laughter seemed to restore Giovanni’s oourage, 
who was now able to speak composedly. 

“ Of course I will take you to see the bird’s 
nest, signorina,” he said, M and you shall have a 
little owl, if the signor padre permits.” 
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44 1 am sure you are a great deal too good to my 
spoiled little maid,” papa said. 44 You must not 
let her tyrannize over you too much.” 

“ Oh, must he not ? Then he knows very well 
what will happen,” eried Baby, with a look of 
malicious triumph, which brought a fresh ware 
of color into poor Giovanni’s cheeks. 

44 1 have not seen you before, Giovanni,” papa 
said, ignoring the little witch's remark. 44 Are 
^ you the second gardener?” 

44 No, signore. In fact, I am not a gardener at 
all,” Giovanni answered, showing two.rows of 
white teeth, in a winning smile, though he still 
glnnced rather nervously at Baby, as if afraid she 
might indulge in some further inopportune reve¬ 
lation. But just then, Baby spied a lizard, that 
had come out from under a stone to sun himself, 
and ran off to make his acquaintance. 44 1 do a 
little of everything, signore. I was born on the 
place, and so was my fhther before me.” 

44 1 remember, now, hearing the marcheee 
speak of you,” papa saidl 44 He told m^you 
were invaluable to him. He says, when you are 
a few years older, he shall make you his stew¬ 
ard.” 

44 So he has promised, signore;' He is a good 
master. Why, signore, lie sent me to school 
in Florence, and had me learn French and math¬ 
ematics. I have been busy, these days, adding 
np accounts, because old Temanasso if ill. He is 
the fattore.” ‘ * 

Baby came racing baok, highly disgusted; 
because the lizard had rejected her advanoes; and 
as she was seized with a sudden desire to reach 
the grove, of course she had to be gratified. 
Giovanni walked along to open a gate, anrwering 
papa’s questions, in a straight-forward, manly 
fashion; and Baby, perhaps still engrossed by 
reflections concerning the lizard's* incivility, did 
not interrupt the conversation. But when papa 
passed through tlje gate, and Giovanni turned to 
go—first offering the usual courteous Italian, 
“with permission, signore”—Baby innooently 
shot another Parthian arrow at the youth. 

“ Good-by, Giovanni. I shall fell ^eresa we 
are to visit the bird’s nest this afternoon—though 
you mustn’t whisper to her as you did yesterday 
—I shall permit you to be her young fran; but 
I never allow whispering*” 

“ The signorina is mistress,” the young man 
replied, with an amiability which papa felt he 
could not himself havw^showii, under the circum¬ 
stances. Then he hastily took his oonfasion out 
of sight. * 

During the next fortnight* papa often saw 
Giovanni. It did not need a long acquaintance, 
or much perspicacity, to discover that Giovanni 
You LXXXI.—20. 


j was not only exceedingly intelligent, but siraple- 
5 minded and true-hearted as a child; and papa 
rather pitied him for having fallen into the 
clutches of Teresa, who, though nearly perfect, 
naturally had a few fruits, prominent among 1 
which was a very decided spirit of coquetry. 

But with her general honesty, the girl made a 
clean breast* to her mistress, admitting that 
though Giovanni had not put his feelings into 
words, she perceived he had rather lost his head; 
and though she treated the matter lightly, it was 
evident that she was herself more interested than 
she knew. 

Beyond persevering in her habit of calling him 
Teresa’s young man, the spoiled princess be¬ 
trayed no interest in their acquaintance, though 
her free use of that name soon left Giovanni’s 
secret perfectly clear to everybody in both 
houses. 

At last, Giovanni took heart, and spoke out— 
very prettily, too—to Baby’s papa, telling his 
whole story, and asking permission to be allowed 
to visit Teresa, on proper occasions, as her ac¬ 
knowledged suitor; and that gentleman, always 
rather weak-minded, where any romance was 
concerned, felt a great deal of interest and sym¬ 
pathy. 

44 But; Giovanni,” he said, 44 have you spoken 
to Teresa ?” 

44 1 have not told her yet—not in so many 
words,” Giovanni admitted, conftised, but very 
manly. 44 Still, she knows—she must know.” 

4i Well, I think I ought to tell you something, 
and that is why I asked. There is a man Teresa’s 
fomiiy.want her to marry.” 

44 Yes, signore; she told me so. But then she 
does not like him, so the signore sees he will not 
stand in my way.” 

44 But I am very much afraid all her relations 
will, Giovanni. The fellow is well off; and here, 
in Toscany, you earn small wages.” 

44 That its true; but we should always have a 
home; and some time) my place will be a much 
better one.” 

There was nothing more to say, except to wish 
him good luck; but it. would have been positively 
wicked to stand by indifferent, and not find out 
what coquettislrTeresa really meant; and under 
a wholesome little pressure put upon her by her 
mistress and the old marphesa, Teresa discovered 
that she was more in earnest than she had ever 
been ii* her life. This knowledge coming home to 
her, ‘gave Giovanfii the advantage; and he made 
such good use of it, that, in an unguarded moment, 
Teresa stopped teasing, and let him see the truth; * 
and then went into k terrible fright: for, on the 
\ instant, straight-forward Giovanni boldly asserted 
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a claim to considering her his betrothed, and an- f gain, was a promise not to write at all, since she 
nounced his determination of writing to her would not be frank. Then came letters from 
father, without loss of time; having, with true Joseph, complaining that he had no news of her, 
Florentine astuteness, managed to learn the ad- but artftilly laying the blame on the post; de¬ 
dress before Teresa discovered what his intention daring that he was sure she had written; talking 
really was. of their marriage as-a matter of course; describ- 

Then the young serpent had to admit the ing the apartment he was fitting up; and giving 
whole truth, and go to her mistress for advice; hints of a gold neeklaee which he proposed to 
and when it came out that she had actually prom- give her as a wedding present, 
ised to marry Joseph, partly to get away, partly Perhaps because they were weak-minded peo- ' 
to have revenge, all her betters were rather pie, perhaps because they were all rather idle, 
shocked, with the exception of the marches*, and possibly because nature had provided them 
The deceit and desire for vengeance seemed per- with softer ^hearts than many worldly persons 
fectly natural to the old lady’s Italian views; and might deem necessary, Baby’s parents, and the 
though she tried to be somewhat severe, it was old marchese and his wife, were deeply inter- 
quite evident that the girl’s oonduct had given ested, and frill of sympathy for the uncertainty 
the aged dame a high admiration for her talents, and trouble which surrounded the*young couple. 

For awhile, Teresa managed to keep Giovanni In blessed America, at their age, they might have 
quiet, and prevent his writing to her father, got married, if they wished; but in that foreign 
Sometimes she coaxed, and sometimes she scolded, land, it was necessary that both bride And groom 
tormenting the poor fellow till he really began to should possess a variety of legal certificates of 
look very ill aq4 miserable; for, if he had had the j birth and baptism, and half a dozen other things; 
blood of all the Montagues in his veins, love \ and her share, Teresa could only obtain through 
could not have been a more serious and engross- the intercession of her parents; so the lovers 
ing matter to the humble Romeo. But this did were helpless. Then Baby’s papa wrote to the 
not go on forever. One fine day, Giovanni as- j old man ; but that letter received no more atten- 
tonished his tyrant by informing her that his j t-ion than Giovanni’s epistle had done: and still 
letter to the father had gone on the previous \ Master Joseph’s communications arrived, with 
night. Teresa pouted; sent him about his busi* \ tolerable regularity, and the weeks flew on. 

J ess; vowed twenty times in an hour that she Towards* the first of August, there began to 
ad never been in earnest, and did not care for ! arise discussions between Baby’s parents, as to 
him in the least: but he knew it was not true, j where the next two months should be spent, 
and so did everybody else. j A very dear friend had come down from the 

The girl, however, was really horribly fright- j North, to spend August at the foot of thfe Col di 
ened, expecting to be ordered home by combined \ Fenda, a mountain pass between Turin and Nice; 
parental and priestly authority; bqt, though con- \ and independent of friendship, there were busi* 
scious she should not dare to disobey the edict, j ness reasons why Baby’s papa should go on there 
she declared, over and over, that she would kill \ to join the gentleman; and to the Col di Fends, 
herself, sooner than marry Master Joseph. \ accordingly, it was decided to go. 

It was in June, when Giovanni wrote to the j But Giovanni get desperate, when he learned 
father; and within a week, an answer might rea- j this; for Teresa’s fondly lived,in that neighbor- 
sonably have been expected. But a whole month j hood; and he trembled at the idea of her being 
passed, and no response came. This unaooount- i exposed to their persuasions and persecutions, 
able conduct Giovanni tried to believe a good But Teresa was confident her courage would be 
sign, as meaning that her parents were engaged \ proof against any efforts to move her; and by 
in crushing Joseph’s hopes; but it alarmed Teresa j way of preving to her lover that she was not 
more than any threatening message could have ; afraid, wrote explicitly to Master Joseph, telling 
.done. Meantime, ^ie continued to reeeive oe- \ him that he need not take the trouble to under- 
casional letters from Joseph himself. But he j take his proposed journey to her home, for she 
wrote from Cannes; made no mention of her wee engaged to another man. Her fright ren* 
family; and talked confidently of expecting her dered her desperate, and she informed Joseph 
to meet him in her Piedmont home, by th^middle that he must hare been shallow indeed, if he had 
of August, ready to become hi#wife, without Ions ever hoped she would become Ms wife, after the 
of time. evil treatment she had received at his hands. 

' Giovanni insisted upon her writing directly to 8he concluded by expressing a very frank opin- 
the man, and telling him the truth; but this \ ion that the mortification he would endure wte 
Teresa flatly refused to do. The most he oould j well deserved. 
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This letter consoled Giovanni somewhat, and 
he found that in any ease Teresa would have had 
to go heme; for shortly before the family was 
ready te start, she received a telegraphic dis¬ 
patch, signed by the village doctor, to say that 
her mother’s health was in a precarious state, 
and that if she did not retpm el once, she might 
all her life regret her disobedience. Teresa was 
not really alarmed; the doctor was a cousin of 
Master Joseph’s; and she thought it probable be 
wilfully exaggerated the account of her mother’s 
illness; but she wisely forbore to disquiet Oio- 
vaosi, by mentioning her doubts. 

Nobody witnessed the parting .between the en¬ 
gaged pair. But Teresa’s rad eyes and pale 
cheeks bore witness to what it- had cost her, 
though she kept up her spirits, for fear of dia- 
treseing Baby. In due time the travellers reached 
their destination, which was ths old monastery 
of St. Dalm&r’B, turned into a summer hotel. 
And a delightful one it proved, with the spacious 
cloisters for a promenade on wet days, the fres¬ 
coed refectory for a dining-room, and at the back 
an extensive forest, traversed by s broad moun¬ 
tain stream, which afforded good bathing and 
fishing. Within a short distance, was a little j 
village, and bera Teresa’s parents lived. Her \ 
first visit to her home assured the girl that she j 
had been right net to alftsm herself; for though ’ 
her mother wae for from well, she was in as \ 
good health, nearly, as usual. j 

Baby and her progenitors went to the bouse, 
tlso, and it did not require much discernment to \ 
pensive that Teresa’s father was a selfish, tyrsn- j 
nical old brute, and his meek-eyed wife his on- ? 
complaining slave. The pair owned a few acres j 
of land, which the woman cultivated, while her j 
Bponse stopped at heme, ostensibly pursuing the j 
uoeslion of cobbler, though he spent the meat of 
his tiara at the village cafe, playing dominoes. 
Humor averred that when lack went against him, 
he solaced bis disappointment by beating his un¬ 
fortunate mate. 

Teresa was infsttmed that her wedding, with 
Master Joseph, was expected te take place within 
ten days. One of her married sisters and the j 
husband were already there, Teresa’s refttsal i 
vis treated with oontempt, then anger; and > 
finally, mysterious threats were held out, which ! 
vere to be made clear when her brother arrived j 
from Niee. 

The brother came, and Baby and her papa j 
chanced to see him, when he appeared at the \ 
monastery, on n visit to Teresa. They were both > 
Btaick by his strong resemblance te Florentine \ 
Giovanni, a foot which Teresa had often men- j 
tuned. Indeed, the likeness was so strong, that, { 


\ at first glance, Baby mistook the youth for her 
friend, and ran forward with joyful greetings; 

(then was suitably indignant at her mistake, and 
j openly and severely blamed the young man 
therefor. 

But when one regarded him closely, one per¬ 
ceived that the likeness existed only in figure and 
the outlines of his face; the expression was en¬ 
tirely different. Giovanni’s countenance showed 
what he was: honest and truthful, a gentleman 
of nature’s making; and Luigi’s features be¬ 
trayed aa plainly the reckless, indolent, pleasure- 
loving instincts, which, from early boyhood, had 
rendered him a constant source of trouble to his 
relatives. He was eighteen months Teresa’s 
senior, and hod served his time os a soldier. 
During the last year, he had been living at Nice, 
a worthless, idle life: and more than once, the 
girl had helped him out of difficulties, by her 
hard-earned sayings. 

Baby and papa left the brother and sister to 
hold their interview, and neither of them saw 
Teresa again, until towards evening. If months 
bad elapsed, instead of those brief hours, the 
poor creature could hardly have been more * 
changed. She stopd before her mistress, and 
told her story in a cold, automatical fashion, 
more painful than tears and lamentations would 
have been. 

She was going to marry Waster Joseph. She 
bad already written to Giovanni, to tell him so. 
Oh, her reasons T Well, her reasons were easy 
enought to give ; and then she stopped to laugh, 
in a low, strange tone, that actually frightened 
her listener. 

“ They are good reasons, madame will see,” 
she said, sharply. “ Luigi forged Master Joseph’s 
name, awhile ago. He has been found out. Joseph 
agrees to let him off, on one condition. Madame 
can imaging what that is.” 

“ Oh, Teresa! Oh, my poor girl!” 

“Madame is too good. It isn’t worth her 
feeling bad about. I just came to tell her that 
she will have to find another servant.” 

Then, suddenly, her desperate fbrtHnde, which 
was so awftilly near the apathetic calm of incipient 
insanity, broke down; and bev misery claimed 
vent in heart-breaking Wrawnn and sobs. And 
nobody could help her. The utmost reprieve her 
mistress could obtain, when, eight-and-forty 
hoars after, Master Joseph arrived upon the 
soene, was a grudging consent, extorted by the 
promise of a valuable present, that the wedding 
should not take place before the date originally 
set. 

What Teresa endured, as the days went on, 
only her mistress knew: for she bore her 
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suffering^ •with the stoicism of a red Indian. 
Hold any communication with Master Joseph 
she would not, after she had formally given her 
pledge, in the presence of her flimily, to many 
him at the appointed time. 

“ I shall keep my word,” she said; «• but till 
the day comes, let me alone, I warn you. Till 
then, except mother, I will not speak to one of you 
—I will not see you. Take you good care, Luigi— 
watch them, that they don’t interfere; for re¬ 
member, it would be the worse for you, if I were 
to go mad before I bought your safety.” 

She frightened them sufficiently, so that they 
left her undisturbed. But Master Joseph re¬ 
mained in the neighborhood; and Baby’s papa 
tried to purchase Teresa’s release, by an offer of 
paying the money “ twice toldbut Joseph, 
like old Shylock, “ would have his bond.” 

How much Baby understood of the explanations 
given her, nobody could tell; but she was very 
considerate of Teresa; and sometimes held out 
mysterious hopes, which the girl repaid with 
kisses, though they hurt her cruelly. 

‘But before a week passed, papa discovered 
what Baby meant; for one day, he was told that 
a young man wished to see hint; and presently, 
who should enter bpt poor Giovanni himself, with 
Baby dancing about him, and shouting: 

“ I sent for him, papa. I printed the letter in 
such big words he couldn’t miss, and Paul and I 
bought a stamp, and here he is; so that ugly old 
fet man can go home, for Teresa won’t marry 
him, now that Giovanni has come/’ 

And Giovanni’s explanation proved that his 
arrival was indeed owing to the intercession of 
Miss Baby. Teresa had written him that she 
was about to be married. She could not bring 
herself to reveal her brother’s crime, so she only 
assured Giovanni that they were separated for¬ 
ever: he was to be glad, for she was a {>oor, 
weak, heartless creature, not worth regretting. 

But the next post brought Baby’s remarkable 
missive, which said: 

“ Teresa tries and cries, because that ugly man 
is going to send her brother to prison; so come 
and drive him aw^y. Teresa wants you, too.” 

Giovanni construed {his epistle into a message 
from the girl herself, and hastened to obey. He 
was in a sad way, when Baby’s papa explained 
the state of the case; and still more despairing 
when Teresa’s ultimatum was brought. She re¬ 
fused even to see him ; begged him to go at once: 
it was the only mercy he could show her. Then 
she shut herself in her room, and her mistress 
promised that no one should disturb her, until 
Giovanni had departed. , 


Baby was in everybody’s way; so when Paul 
Danforth came to know if she might go for a . 
ramble in the grounds, permission was readily 
granted. Paul was the son of papa’s friend, a 
manly chap of nine, to whose guardianship the 
little maid could be trusted ; and indeed, as the 
forest was surrounded by a high wall, there 
seemed no danger of the children’s getting lost, 
even if they strayed beyond permitted limits. 

So the afternoon wore on. Baby’s mamma had 
gone to bed, with a terrible nervous headache; 
and papa, after bidding t he disconsolate Giovanni 
good-bye, sought his friend, Mr. Danforth, in his 
room. The two got so interested over some old 
manuscripts, Which had lately been unearthed in 
the convent^hapel, that twilight darkened before 
either remembered to inquire if the children had 
returned. The necessity for lighting candles 
did, at length, remind them of this. Mr. Dan¬ 
forth was about to ring the bell, to ask if the 
small people were in the cloister, when there 
came a rush of feet outside in the corridor, and 
a breathless group broke into the chamber, bear¬ 
ing the dismal tidings that the Florentine Giovanni 
had stabbed Teresa’s brother in the forest; and 
was at present below stairs, under the charge of 
the gendarme *, for safe Conduct to the jail at 
Fenda. 

* Away rushed the two gentlemen; and sure 
enough, in a lower room, they found Luigi, just 
returning to his senses, his wounds being at¬ 
tended to as well ss amateur surgery would 
permit; Giovanni handcuffed, and guarded by 
the officers; and Master Joseph ready to go as 
chief Witness in the necessary examination, loud 
in lamentations for the fete of his beloved future 
brother. 

Off in their: distent chambers, neither Teresa 
nor her mistress heard anything of the tumult; 
and the whole party left the house. Tt seemed 
best to convey Luigi to the hospital at Fenda; so 
he was put into an easy carriage, and the gentle¬ 
men accompanied him. They had been allowed 
to speak With Giovanni, and this was his story : 

He had determined not to go away, until the 
next morning: fbr he hoped at least to get a sight 
of Teresa; and one of the servants, who was a 
countryman and acquaintance, had offered him 
hospitality. While the two friends were con¬ 
versing in the cloister, Master Joseph and* Luigi 
passed through, on their road into the forest, 
having received permission to fish in the river. 
'Giovanni’s companion told him who they were; 
and when, later, Giovanni was left to his own de¬ 
vices, he went himself into the wood, to while Away 
the time that hung heavily on his hands. He was 
very tired, and finally lay down on the grass and 
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fell asleep; it was. sunset when he awoke, and 
began to retrace his steps towards the monastery. 
He reached the river, and stopped by a thicket, 
to light a cigar; heard 'voices; looked out; and 
saw Master Joseph and Luigi. The latter was 
evidently tipsy, and the pair were disputing 
vehemently. He listened, and soon learned that 
the tale of the forgery h&d been concocted between 
the two, in order to frighten Teresa into the mar¬ 
riage. Luigi was grumbling at the smallness of 
the sum paid for his treachery, and was demand¬ 
ing more, which Master Joseph resolutely refused; 
and at length the latter, declaring that he would 
talk no longer, took himself off, after vainly 
urging Luigi to accompany him. 

As soon as Master Joseph was out of sight, 
Giovanni went up to Luigi; tcfld him who he 
was; and taxed him with his conduct. Luitf flew 
into a violent passion, and tried to strilcB him, 
daring him to fight. Giovanni 1 ^buld not touch 
the fellow, hindered by the tht&ght of Teresa. 
But Luigi clinched him, and thl two rolled over 
on the grass; first Giovanni uppermost, then 
Luigi; at last, Giovanni Heard^him exclaim: 

« 4 You coward, you’ve stabbed toe!” 

Then he heard footsteps running away. Luigi 
had fainted. While he was trying to restore the 
young man, steps became audible; and up rushed 
one of the foresters and Master Joseph, the latter 
crying: 

4 * Here they are. X knew I heard voices. 
Holy Mary, that flehd of a Florentine has mur¬ 
dered my poor Luigi H* 

At Fenda, a preliminary examination was held, 
before committing Giovanni to prison.* Master 
Joseph testified that, just after leaving Luigi, he 
was startled by the sound of angry words, between 
his friend and Borne other man. He knew thftt 
the Florentine Uas in the neighborhood, and a 
dread flashed across his mind that he had 
followed Luigi, to fbrce a quarrel upon him. 
He called to the fbrestef, who happened to come 
in sight at the moment, and ran back, enough in 
advance to see Giovanni deal the blow. Luigi’s 
own testimony supported this evidence, for the 
youth Teally believed it was the Tuscan, and not 
Giovanni, who had stabbed him. 


It was nine o’clock when the two gentlemen got 
back to the monastery, where they found great 
confusion and distress. The children had not 
returned; and so far, all efforts to find them 
were vain. Two dreadful hours of suspense and 
search succeeded, with the awfhl idea that the 
pair hod been drowned uppermost in the parents’ 
minds. But at length they were discovered, in a 
remote part of the forest, both fast asleep from 
sheer weariness. When they awoke, and stared 
about, and saw their fathers’ faces by the light 
of the lanterns, Baby began to shriek like a little 
lunatic; and in Bpite of his nine years and his 
courage, Paul sobbed, almost as loud; drying, 
incoherently: 

“We thought he would mwrder to, too; and 
we ran, and we Huk^dfc.,1 don’t know how long. 
Then it was dark, tfafr WO lost our way, and Baby 
couldn’t run any more/* 

“Oh, don’t let that ugly little man, with the 
knife, find us,” ekfMted Baby. \ 44 He stabbed 
Luigi—he’ll kill uS^he’U kill us.” 

And though the fttnall princess’ evidence might 
not have sufficed, Paul was quite old enough to 
tell his story deirrty; and he did it, at the trial, 
some days later; and‘ finally Master Joseph got 
so alarmed and confhsed that he oontradicted 
himself, and (he whole truth finally came out. 

He had turned back to persuade Luigi anew 
to go home ; heard Giovanni tell his name ; saw 
the pair clinch' and fell. He drew his knife, 
meaning to hit Giovanni; in the gloom and his 
haste, he was deceived by^fce likeness between 
the pair, and struck Liligi. On the instant, he 
determined to turn the blunder aooount, and 
accuse the Florentine^ Bo he dung* down the 
weapon, and hurried towards the place where he 
had seen the fbrester. 

Luigi boon got well, and'Toi^esa was married 
on the day already set for her bridal; but 
Giovanni was the bridegrbom. Baby and Paul 
occupied the seats Of honor, at the breakfast; 
and when oalled upon fbr a toast, the small 
princess gave one, unhesitatingly: 

44 Teresa’s young man, and me, and Paul—fbr 
it’s our wedding, too—and we like it so much, 
we mean to be married regularly once a week.” 
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It lies beneath a bed of mow, 

Where wood-flowers weave their rflken floes, 
And deep-blue violets ran acrods. 

If Norseman bold, or Indian brave, 

Or pale-feqe from beyond the wave, 


Rest 'neath the fretted architrave, 
In what As called the lonely grave. 

We know not; and we only know 
A life, by death's harsh overthrow, 
Now lives above, that lived below. 
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Evibybody sighed, when pretty, merry Nelly 
Sedgwick married the haughty “ J. Ansel Fitz¬ 
gerald ; ” and all who knew him, predicted a 
shadowed, weary life for the beautiful brown¬ 
eyed bride; and—everybody was mistaken. 

Mr. Fitzgerald was wealthy and handsome; 
but in character, he was domineering. In his 
own home—like so many men who are polite 
abroad—he was a perfect tyrant. Two fair 
women already lay resting quietly beneath the 
elegant sculptured mtmument bearing his name; 
and the rest they hod achieved, at last, was a 
welcome one. “ Died of. fever,” read the obitu¬ 
ary notices. Yes, it wot fever: a slow, wasting 
fever; the result Of bUfttad affectons, longings 
for loving words, tender caresses, which never 
came. Slates they were, rather than wiveB. Mr. 
Fitzgerald had bestowed more gentleness ami 
kind Words OH his horses and >hounds, than on 
these poor women, though he bad sworn alle¬ 
giance to them. So those, whcfhnew them best, 
said they had died of broken hearts. 

He had new married his third wife, and was 
already beginning to speak patronizingly of Nelly, 
as “ roy wife, number three.” No wonder,-there¬ 
fore, that people pitied her. But they did not 
know her. They nr**** imagined it possible that 
the gentle little maiden saw possibilities in him, 
undreamed of fey othersi •and that this was why 
she had married him.. With Shakespeare’s Pe- 
truchio, she thought, <* I aza born to tame you.” 

It was only two weeks after her wedding, that 
Nelly began. ItTwffci at the pretty breakfast- 
table. r 

“ James,” she said. 

“ You should call me Ansel, my dear,” cor¬ 
rected Mr. Fitzgerald, who never liked the old- 
fashioned name as well as the more stylish 
“ Ansel.” 

Not heeding the interruption, Nelly went on, 
quite coolly. 

“I want the two south windows,” she said, 
“ which are so near together, made into a bay- 
window. It would givie us A lovely vldw/and 
secure a nice place for house-plants. I do so 
love window-flowers.” 

Mr. Fitzgerald laid down his knife and fork, 
and stared in mote astonishment at hie wife. 

Undismayed, she went on, inquiring, pleas¬ 
antly, and as if she had not seen his pantomime: 

806 


“ Wouldn’t it be nice?” 

“ Rubbish,” snarled Mr. Fitzgerald. 

“Rubbish?” said Nelly, opening her eyes in 
feigned wonder. 

“Yes, rubbish,” he cried, in answer, angrily. 
“I hate plants; and once for all, I won’t have 
my house littered up with them.” 

“ But, dear—” 

“No buts, if you please, madame. I believe 
you understand me,” and Mr. Fitzgerald waved 
< his hand, with the haughty motion which had 
aliranty^lenced his former consorts, as he added: 

■‘f lamented wife would never have 

fi h a thing. Good-morning.” 

Rising, £8 hp flppke, he lighted a costly cigar, 
and strolled saying, to himself: “I’ve 

taught her just what to expect: all these women 
have to bend to ^stronger will; and it is best to 
begin at once to let them know their place.” 

And Nelly ? Katy or Fanny, “ the late la¬ 
mented,” would have sat down and wept over the 
overthrow of their cherished hopes, if indeed 
they had ever had the courage to ask for their 
j fulfilment. Not so Nelly. She never so much 
| as stopped her merry spng, during the day, but 
planned and song, sang and planned, through it 
? all, while oftentimes a saucy smile lurked in the 
corners .of her mouth, and shone in her eyes. 

When Mr. Fitzgerald came home to dinner, 
with his most unapproachable look, expecting to 
find a sullen, or at least a tearful wife., lie was 
astonished to see Nelly more prettily dressed 
than usual, and gayce than ever. The bay- 
window was not mentioned, and he congratulated 
himself that she had, already forgotten it. “ Ab, 
well,” he said, “ she haSv^gap^ed her lesson, and 
bonds to my stronger will.” And he stroked his 
whiskers, complacently. 

Two days more, and Mr. Fitzgerald was called 
out of the city—on “ pressing business,” he said: 
said business being merely to spent} a couple of 
days hunting, in the country, with a few friends. 
But, of this he did not feel it neoessaiy to tell 
his Wife, dr to Ask htt* company, although he 
knew she had dear friends residing in Hie neigh¬ 
borhood where he was going. 

No sooner had Mr. Fitzgerald le{t, than Nelly 
started off on a brisk walk to the nearest car¬ 
penter, and had a long talk with him. 

The evening of the second day, Mr. Fitzgerald 
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walked in, to find the dark, gloomy sitting-room 5 
transformed into a sonny, pleasant apartment. 

A carpet, bestrewn with bright-hued autumn j 
leaves, took the place of the doll one which j 
Katy—the first wife—had pot down, with her! 
own slender fingers, “to save hiring someone,” \ 
she had said, not heeding the drain on her own \ 
delicate self; since it lessened that on her selfish j 
husband’s pane. A cosy rocking-chair stood in ! 
the most comfortable place by the fire, where J 
Fanny’s stiff, straight-backed one had stood for \ 
so long; and above and over all, streamed the 
Messed sunshine, from a beautiful bay-window, 
where blossomed some lovely flowering plants. 
Above them, hung a gilt cage, in which a pretty 
canary bird fluttered and sang. 

There was one other noticeable change. The 
light stove had been taken away, and an open 
grate repl a ce d it, throwing dancing shadows of 
light and shade upon the soft-hued carpet. 

“ Oh, Ansel,” exclaimed Mrs. Nelly, pressing 
a kiss upon his cold forehead. She always called 
him by his favorite name, when she had anything 
to gain by it, or wished particularly to please 
him. “ Ok, Ansel, I am so glad you have come. 

I have just gotten everything fixed to nicely. 
Detroit it look wen?” 

Mr. Fitzgerald sank into the easy-chair; his 
jaw fell; his eyes stared, wide open. For the 
space of some ten seconds, he did not say a word. 
He was struck dumb. Then lie gasped : 

“Madame, I believe—I thought—you under¬ 
stood me—when I told you not to have the bay- 
window made. Evidently, you don’t heed the 
Scripture injunction, 4 Wives, submit yourselves 
unto your husbandsbat openly disregard it.” 
c M Oh, no, I don’t forget H, dear,” replied his 
with, sweetly, though her eyes twinkled mischiev¬ 
ously, as she went on feeding Lick, the canary, 
with a lump of sugar. ** But does not the same 
hook somewhere say, 4 Husbands, obey your 
viva?’ Doesn't it, Ansel, my dear?” 

“That is out of date; quite so,” answered he, 
inconsistently. 44 No man of any spirit expects 
to be tied to a woman’s apron-strings, nowadays. J 
After this, remember, madame,” and he now < 
rwe in his chair, and turned solemnly towards < 
her, looking like another Rhadamanthus, “ after j 
this, madame, remember that I am sole master of ! 
this—my house—and I will not be responsible, j 
pecuniarily, for any trumpery you see fit to put j 
ihto it. It is good enough as it is.” j 

Mr. Fitzgerald, as he finished, resumed his 
seat, and elevated his heels to the shining fender, j 
*« if the matter was settled forever. j 

“Very well, sir,” replied Nelly, with perfect! 
coolness. 44 Nevertheless, as my position, as ) 


mistress and wife, makes me frilly equal to you, 
I, too, shall not only expect to do , but tkall do, 
without restraint, whatever I think proper and 
best, to make my home a oozy and comfortable 
one. Women have rights, as well as men. I, 
for one, am not a slave. We are in partnership 
together: I am not your mere clerk. Now, sir, 
I believe you understand me, also.” 

Mr. Fitzgerald was dqmb with astonishment. 
In all their weak, dependent little lives, Katy or 
Fanny had never presumed to have a will of their 
own; but had always submitted, meekly, to be led 
as their husband pleased. 

44 My late lamented Katy and Fanny—” he 
began. 

44 There, let me see, where have I heard thoee 
names before? They seem so strangely fa¬ 
miliar.” 

Nelly wrinkled ker fair forehead, as if in the 
utmost perplexity, as she thus spoke. 

She looked so pretty, with all this sauoinees, 
that Mr. Fitzgerald’s handsome lips twitched, 
in spite of himself, with a smile he tried in vain 
to suppress. But he managed to say, with an 
assumption of great dignity: 

“ We will have no more altercations, if you 
please, madame. Now, where is the old chair 
that my 4 late lamented—’ ” 

44 Where hat* I heard that?” repeated Nelly. 

Her husband, for once, was beaten. He 
turned away, to hide another smile; and for 
that night, she heard no more of the late la¬ 
mented. 

But, as the days wore on, Mr. Fitzgerald 
spared no pains to render his wife's life a 
burden to her; and as long practice had made 
him perfect, Nelly was tempted to give up in 
despair, at times. But her natural courage came 
to her aid; and she resolved to persevere. 

One evening, be came home to hie dinner, in 
an unusually had temper. 

44 Mrs. Fitzgerald,” he esked, severely, at the 
table, 44 what ails this steak? It’s burned, it’s 
tough, it’8 tasteless. The potatoes art scorched, 
the bread is sour, the rolls are like lead, and the 
butter is rancid. There is nothing fit for a decent 
man to eat.” 

44 Eat a^ray, then, dear,” said Nelly, placidly; 
44 for, to-day, you don’t quite come under that 
catalogue, I think.” 

44 By George, madame,” he exclaimed, angrily, 
pushing back his chair, 44 this is unbearable. To 
be told, to my face, that I am not a decent man! 
And I a Fitzgerald. My late la—” 

44 Yes, your 4 late lamented Katy and Fanny !’ 
Do go on,” said NeHy, saucily, 44 or let the dead 
rest. Really, sir, no decent man would swear at 
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his wife; find fault with the dinner; and make i 
life thoroughly uncomfortable for her. But > 
finish your meal, love, and let us go to the j 
opera. Bridget had to go home to-day. We J 
were out of coal, and I had a headache, beside < 
having many callers. But I did my best.” ■, 
Mr. Fitzgerald would not go to the opera, < 
however. His feelings had been too deeply hurt, j 
he said to himself; and so he strolled sadly away, 
to the handsome cemetery. Here he stood, and 
gazed on the sculptured Fitzgerald monument, J 
wondering how the name of Nelly would look j 
beneath those of Katy and Fanny. 

Another week went by. Mr. Fitzgerald had ! 
again absented himself from home, for several 
days. “ It is best to let women see you will do 
as you please,” he said. . j 

The evening he returned, he found the house 
silent, and deserted. No cheery light streamed j 
from the bay-window, to bid him welcome. The 
window, by the way, had oome to be quite a 
favorite seat of his. No answer came to his re¬ 
peated calls for Nelly. Where was she? Her; 
pretty face always before had greeted him, on his 
return from business or pleasure. Hastily, he 
descended to the basement. No one was there. 
All looked cold, dark, and dreary ; for he did not 
see the sweet, anxious face hidden in a shadowed 
recess; a face watching, his, in the moonlight, 
full of pity for him ; for Nelly was there, and as 
she beheld the look of trouble, and the love, j 
which, for the first time, for weeks, shone in his \ 
face, she almost repented of what she had done. .j 
At last, with a sigh, he went upstairs* into J 
the pretty sitting-room, and sat down. The fire i 


rising and pacing the room, excitedly. “ I sup¬ 
pose Nelly has run away, at last. Well, I don’t 
blame her. After all, a woman is a human being, 
and Las, as she says, some rights. 1 thought her 
like my other wives; but I see now they had 
not the courage to tell me the truth. No man 
would have stood what she has, as patiently; 
and she always keeps her temper, too. I have 
been a shameful husband, I acknowledge; but 
she has shown me myself, pretty well, in all my 
selfishness and egotism, better than any one else 
ever could. I have quoted Katy and Fanny to 
her, until she is tired of their very names. I 
never loved either of them, I now see, as I have 
learned to love her. Oh, my beautiful, proud¬ 
spirited Nelly! Come back, come back, and I 
will try and prove faithful and true.” 

Almost involuntarily, his voice, broken and 
trembling, took up the despairing words of that 
most tender and sad of all love-songs: 

“ Could ye oome back to me, Douglas, Douglas,. 

In the old likeness that I knew, 

I would be m faithful, so loving, Douglas. 

Douglas, Douglas, tender and true. 

I never was half worthy of yon, Douglas, 

Not half worthy the like, of you. 

Now, all men beside seem to me like shadows. 

I love you, Douglas, tender and true. 

Stretch out your hand to me. Douglas. 

Drop forgiveness from heaven, like dew.” 

The last words ended in something strangely 
like a sob, and he muttered, “ God grant that it 
may not be 4 too late ’ for me to find my darling, 
and tell her of my love.” 

In the morning hours* Nelly came back, from 


hod gone out in the grate. But he did not notice < a long, dreary night, spent at a friend’s, where 
it. For a long, long time he sat there, and then < she had gone, after watching Mr. Fitzgerald’g 
went, by a sudden impulse, to the dainty bed-j dismay at finding her, as he supposed, flown, 
room, hoping he might discover, perchance, s She returned to discover a thoroughly repentant 
something that would tell him of Nelly. There [ husband, and the change .was radical and per- 


was nothing there, however. So, once more, he. manent* He, who hkd- tyrannised over women 
went downstairs, and seated himself by the des- j so long, now yields graeeftilly to Nelly’s sway, 
olate grate. He began to soliloquize, grimly, j and browns her queen of his home and of his 
«• What a brute I am,” he exclaimed, at last, > heart. 


THE STAR AND THE LILT. 
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Thk Lily strives, with vain embrace. 

To fold in love the distant Star. 

The Star looks on the Lily’s face, 

And weeps because she is so far. 

His tears are wafted from the skies, 

And fall on her in gentle dews. 

She looks Into the lake, and sighs: 

“What’s beauty, when no love pursues?” 


Night oomes, with step so soft and slow, 
Aud Nature sinks to sweetest rest 
Reflected in the lake below, 

The Star lies on the Lily’s breast 
So closely wed, that nought can break 
Their union, or their oneness mar. 

By day a Lily on the lake, 

That nightly, brightly, blooms a Star. 
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Oongr—, at Washington, D. C.] 

continued rnox page 236. 


CHAPTER* VIII. 1 

A brief time after Caleb Stewart had been so j 
unceremoniously dismissed by the Indian chief, \ 
that gentleman presented himself iu the lower \ 
office of the National Hotel, where he lingered \ 
awhile, without inquiring for anyone; then I 
quietly made liis way upstairs into the upper : 
corridors which led to the west wing. Here he 
entered one* of those side passages, through < 
which each suite of rooms is reached; and, after < 
waiting long enough to assure himself that no j 
Strange voices gave evidence of visitors within, > 
knocked lightly at the door, and passed through \ 
it, almost at the same moment. | 

In the square and rather capacious parlor, a j 
gentleman was sitting before a bright anthracite \ 
fife, which sent a ruddy glow around the whole j 
room, quite overpowering the concentrated illu- i 
minaiion of a student’s lamp that stood on a table 
covered with a dingy cloth, half buried under \ 
bundles of documents, pamphlets, and news- j 
papers. These the gentleman had pushed aside < 
to make room for his elbow, while he rested in \ 
that well-worn easy-chair,, after a long day of j 
official work. \ 

The light knock of his visitor was not enough j 
to arouse him from the luxurious attitude into } 
which he had fallen; and quite unconscious of < 
the new presence, he sat, stretching his feet } 
lazily toward the grate, odm&ing his embroid- j 
ered slippers, with half closed eyes, as the 
firelight played upon them. } A 

“ Upon my word, I am in luck t<^ find you 
alone and so comfortable,” said Stewart, by way 
of introducing himself. j 

Jared Keene drew up his feet; sat more firmly j 
in his chair; and was wide awake in a\i instant. [ 
44 1 did not think that company would be just 
the thing for any business you might come upon,” 
he said, reaching out for another easy-chair, 
sweeping some papers from the cushion, and 
drawing it toward the fire. “ Sit down, and let 
us talk comfortably; unless you find the fire too 
hot for you.” 

44 Not at all,” answered Stewart, seating him¬ 
self. 44 The nights are a little chilly yet, and a 
good fire is rather agreeable; especially as I have 


just come from the old chief, who is sitting there 
in his den, sharp and cold as one of his own 
tomahawks.” 

44 Rather a difficult old fellow to get along with, 
I should fancy,” answered Keene. “ Your half- 
educated savage is always troublesome in nego¬ 
tiations.” 

44 Half-educated? Well, now, I should like to 
see the smartest man among us attempt to match 
himself with this old redskin. He’s about the 
only savage on the other side of the Mississippi 
who understands our ways, and knows how to 
meet them. There’s no treading down furs, with 
your foot for a weight, when you buy skins of 
his people. I tell you, Keene^ ne’s a wonderful 
old chap.” 

44 That is unfortunate, just now 4 ” answered 
Keene, thoroughly aroused to interest in the 
subject. 

44 It would lead the whole project into dis¬ 
aster,” was Stewart’s thoughtful reply. 44 1 tried 
my best to keep the old warrior at home; but it 
was of no use: he was bent on the expedition, 
and would come; but I managed to outnumber 
him with young chiefs, to whom the tribes have 
given more power than may be found good for 
him. Every one of them has a vote in this 
matter, and I have not hunted with them season 
after season for nothing.” 

44 1 suppose not. Sufficient education for thit 
purpose you have given them, I dare say.” 

“ Just so. It has been a work of time, though: 
for the most difficult thing to instill into these 
young bucks is doubt of their old chiefs, espe¬ 
cially one like this Washaning, who is both a 
warrior and a 44 medicine-man.” It is almost as 
easy to make a Turk doubt Mahomet, as to instill 
suspicion against these wise men of their nations, 
among their followers. Like the far-seeing of 
our race, these Indians blend their religion and 
politics so adroitly that one is forced to help 
the other; and to attack a medicine-man is con¬ 
sidered sacrilegious.” 

“To attack? Yes—that means resistance; but 
there is such a thing as undermining.” 

Stewart laughed, meaningly. 

“You will find me a tolerable engineer, I 
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fancy, if our fortress can be taken in no other 
way; but it will tax all my energies either to 
persuade or conquer this shrewd old customer.” 

“But cannot it be done without him?” sug¬ 
gested Keene, still regarding the warmly-tinted 
flowers on his slippers with half-shut eyes. 

“Almost anything can be done when satis¬ 
factory preliminaries are arranged,” responded 
Stewart, sinking his voice almost to a whisper. 

“That should not be difficult, between men 
who understand each other.” 

“And a certain creed, consisting of three 
words, which wise men leave unspoken—above 
all, unwritten,” said Stewart, allowing a crafty 
smile to steal over his face. 

“ Ah, yes, that is understood,” muttered Keene, 
still smiling down upon his slippered feet, os if 
they were objects of primary consideration. 
“ Have you brought a map of the land ?” 

“ Yes, here it is.” 

“ And you are thoroughly acquainted with it?” 

“ Better, by half, than the Indians who own 
it.” 

Keene took the map; wheeled his chair around 
to the table; and pushing the documents aside 
till some of them fell upon the.floor, spread the 
carefully lined and colored paper out before 
him. 

“ A fine agricultural country, you tell me ?” he 
said. 

“Most of it; but some portions are sterile 
enough. For instance, all this region, which 
we can divide off with the young chiefs, as we 
win them over.” 

“ Or leave for the Government,” added Keene, 
looking curiously at the pencil dashes that had 
heaped up signs of a wild, broken country, in a 
western corner of the map. “It is wpnderful 
how many barren rocks and swamp lauds fall to 
Uncle Sam, in these arrangements.” 

“ Really, it would seem so,” answered Stewart, 
smiling, as if he had received a compliment. 

“ But these have the rough aspect of mineral 
lands, I should say.” The assistant secretary— 
for this man held that important position in one 
of the departments—gave a swift, keen glance at 
Stewart’s face, as he said this; but not a muscle 
stirred there, as the speculator answered, with a 
dejected shake of the head : 

“ 1 thought so, once; but. thorough prospecting 
disappointed me.” 

“ Well, now what is your idea?” 

Here Stewart drew his chair close to the table, 
and continued the conversation in a low, some¬ 
times eager voice, pausing now and then to point 
out some place on the map with bis finger. 

Keene listened, questioned, and entered into 


the subject so cautiously that the speculator was, 
for a time, left in doubt of the impression his 
insidious eloquence was making. But this anx¬ 
iety wore off, by degrees; for the man felt that 
he was succeeding. Indeed, there was, in his 
selfish purpose, something so like sincerity, that 
it seldom failed to overcome the caution of a 
confederate like the official before him. So 
kindred in character and object, these two soon 
came to a thorough understanding. 

After this, their voices grew louder and more 
cheerful; and when Keene turned from the table, 
and settled back in his easy-cliair, he folded both 
hands over his chest, and smiled pleasantly at 
the fire, like some good philanthropist who had 
just completed a labor of humanity. 

“Then you think I had better not call on the 
Secretary in person?” said Stewart, holding an 
end of red tape between his teeth, as he twisted 
the other portion around the map. 

“ By no means. Trust the Secretary lo me. 
t Indeed, my dear fellow, it may be as well to 

> keep clear of the Department altogether. Ydur 
| duties lie with the young chiefe.” 

> “ Well, I have most of them well in hand.” 

“Except the old potentate. From your ao* 

> count, he must be a tough old fellow to en- 
\ counter. I should not mind taking a turn at 
l him, myself; but what were you saying just now 

about some girl ? Have they brought their wo- 
) men along?” 

\ “Only one—the granddaughter of Wash- 

> aning.” 

j “ A beast of burden. High cheek bones, and 
; all that, I suppose.” 

j For the first time during that conference, a 
j swarthy color came into Stewart’s free; but a 
j forced laugh dispersed it. 

“ Add a man’s hat and a blanket, and you have 
the usual costume. But this young lady—” 

> “Young lady?” 

J “ Just that. The granddaughter of Washaning 
| has nothing of the Indian woman but her free 
' grace. In all things else, she is the mate for 
j any belle in Washington,” 

| Keenejleaned back in his chair, and laughed 
* aloud. 

“ No, no, that is a little too much,” he said. 
“ I have had some experience with these Indian 
| Commissioners, and never saw a decently hand- 
| some woman among them. If this young squaw 
J has not already selected a husband, why trouble 
■ yourself about the land? It would be easier to 
; marry her yourself.” 

; Stewart’s fhee flamed up again, and he ground 
j the tape apart with his teeth, in a sudden fit of 
\ wrath. Marry Washanee? Had he not just 
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been turned from her grandfathers doer because 
the audacity of this idea had emboldened him to 
enter it? Had not the rage and shame of this 
dismissal driven him into this interview with 
Keene ? 

CHAPTER IX. 

Whs* Wash an ©e awoke, • the next morning, a 
sensation of doubt and trouble came upon her. 
Fresh from a world of dreams name a dear re¬ 
membrance of all the events of the previous day. 
Beneath all her freedom of thought and action 
lay the keen sensitiveness which nature alone 
gives in perfection, and education can only imi¬ 
tate. This essentially feminine quality gave soil¬ 
ness and beauty to a character which might other¬ 
wise have been only picturesque. Strange as it 
may seem, this fine essence of her being was a 
direct inheritance from the old Indian whom 
men were ready to deal with as a savage; and 
it was both the happiness and torment of her 
life. Though nothing in human nature could 
surpass this young oresUire in simple pride, 
there was no more admixture of vanity in it 
than is found in the: unoonscious assumption of 
a child. On the contrary, underneath it all was 
a feeling of Self-distrust,,/ that gave a shy charm 
to her very haughtiness* 

The first vision that presented itself to her, that 
morning, was that of the fair young white girl, 
standing behind that veil of lace, in her long 
robe, with a flood of loosened hair streaming 
over it, in long, wavy drifts, and taking the 
gleam of sunbeams in the lamplight. 

This delicate .type of beauty was so strange to 
the young Indian, that ii carried the force of en¬ 
chantment with it; and for the first time, her 
soul was troubled with feint thrills of envy. 
Would she ever be beautifal* like that bright 
creature? Worshiped as she was? Would she 
ever sing as sweetly, and be listened to with such 
deferential homage by the chiefs of a great na¬ 
tion—such as she had seen in the Senate Chamber 
only the day before? How could she learn to 
subdue herself, and be more like this fair girl? 

This was the highest ambition that possessed 
Waehanee, that morning: She remembered her 
wild leap into the garden, and intrusion into the 
bouse of Senstor Noel, with-shrinking dismay: 
the stormy music with Which she had quenched 
the sweeter voice of Constance^—and absolutely 
loathed herself. The sad and most gentle tebuke 
of her grandfather earn* to' her memory with 
double force, in the freshness of the new day. 

• Still, Washanee had too much vital force to 
carry out her own resolves. The fire of genius 
and grand physical forces of perfect health are 


not so easily tamed into conventionalities. But, 
for the time, she fairly hated her own grand 
powers of body and mind. 

The girl grew restless under these disheart¬ 
ening reflections; and flinging aside the gor¬ 
geously, embroidered covering of her bed, pre¬ 
pared to arise and commence her new duties of 
transformation. 

The noise she made disturbed Chloe, who 
uncoiled herself on the bearskin; threw up her 
copper-colored arms; stretched herself; and gave 
a yawn of the great, heavy mouth, that seemed to 
cleave her countenance in twain; and muttered, 
discontentedly: 

“ Jes’ wait whil’st I Wakes up.” 

Washanee took no heed of this sleepy plea, but 
went on dressing herself; so Chloe gathered her 
limbs together; turned lazily; and went to sleep 
again: but directly after, she was thoroughly 
aroused. 

Washanee had dressed herself, and stood by 
the open window, looking out upon the spacious 
garden beneath. The view was not particularly 
exhilarating. A damp fog floated over the 
shrubbery, and lay in wreaths among the trees. 
Dead leayes, left by the winter on the Virginia 
creepers, that had taken a certain richness from 
touches of the lamplight on the evening before, 
now hung brown and sodden from the coiling 
vine stems. Had the day befn fair, signs of 
budding life might have been discernible in the 
branches; but all tkis was concealed by the fog 
drilling through them ; and the carpet of young 
grass, springing up here and there, could only 
be seen in glimpses through the drifting gray. 

“Wisse, Wisse! Come here, and see if you 
can get this for me.” 

Wisse stood up on the bearskin, and hurried 
a dress over the tangled wool of her head. 

Washanee grew impatient, and, leaning out of 
the window, seized a brnnch of the elm tree, that 
had served her so well the tight before, and was 
preparing to swing herself out upon it, when she 
remembered her resolution, and let it recoil from 
her hahd, with a great rush and rustle of the 
swirling twigs. 

“ Wisse! Chloe! I say! Come quickly, or 
the wind will take it.” 

“Well, what am it?” answered the slave, 
sauntering toward the window, buttoning her 
dress as she went. 

“ See, I don’t know what it is; but get it for 
me. It was almost within reach, a minute ago." 

Washanee pointed to a half sheet of paper, 
that was fluttering, like a bat, to and fro in the 
mists of the fog. 

“ Why doesn’t yer swing through and get it?” 
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Baid Wisse. “ Jes* yer make a dive as yer did 
las’ night.” 

“As I did last night. 11 repeated Washanee, 
with an angry blush. “ Hash, Wisse, and never 
dare mention that again.” 

Wisse stood back a .pace, and stared at her 
mistress. 

“ He, he I Now what has I been doin’ ?” 

“ Nothing, Wisse. Only I want you to forget 
that I ever did anything like that. It was very 
wrong.” 

“ Wrong ? Why dat ain’t nuffin’ ’tall ter what 
yer can do.” 

“ There, there! Don’t stand talking; but get 
me the paper. It is drifting up higher and 
higher. Get it, I say!” 

Wisse leaped upon the window-sill, like a cat* 
caught'a branch of the elm, dropped her body 
downward, and crept along it, hand over hand, 
till she reached the trunk, which she clung to 
with both arms and knees, till she reached One 
of the boughs, on which she crept into mid-air, 
seized the paper, which was fluttering among 
the twigs, with an eagerness that lost her 
balance, and she came hurtling down ten feet 
or more, with what threatened to be a death 
rush. 

Washanee uttered a cry, and sprang upon the 
window-sill; but was checked by a rustlings 
tumult half way jovn the elm, where Wisse was \ 
swinging to a branch with one hand, holding the j 
paper in her teeth, and in the act of turning a j 
somersault, which she accomplished with the 
agility of a squirrel. Once seated astride the \ 
branch, she leisurely examined the paper, calling 
out: | 

“ Oh, he! ’Tain’t got nuffin’ on it but crooks < 
an’ jaggers.” 

“ Bring it to me, and come down at once. 
Can you not see that the branch is cracking j 
under you ?” 

“ Golly, so it am 1 Time fer dis nigger ter ! 
jump spry.” 

The next minute, Wisse swung herself to the 
window-sill, while the branch she had clung to 
dangled downward, with fresh splinters breaking 
through the bark. 

“ Golly, golly! Dat am fan,” she exclaimed, 
dancing up and down on the stonework with 
her naked feet, and looking at the shattered elm 
branch over her shoulder. “ Mighty close shave ! 
fer dis nigger. Dar, young missus, am de 
paper.” 

With this, Wisse leaped into the room, and 
demurely completed her toilet, which consisted < 
in dragging a coarse comb through her wool, j 
with all the force of both hands, flailing it into < 
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innumerable short braids, stiff and spiky, that 
were tipped with bits of scarlet ribbon, and 
stood out from the fluffy mass with wonderfal 
effect. • 

While Wisse was ornamenting her head, 
arranging her frock of coarse blue cloth, button¬ 
ing deerskin garters over her slhn ankles, and 
lacing moccasins on her small copper-colored 
feet, Washanee sat down by the window, and 
dosely examined the paper which the slave had 
won for her with so much peril. It was only a 
half sheet of manuscript music, with jagged 
edges, evidently torn from the corresponding 
portion with a sudden twist or wrench. 

The girl’s face clouded, as she looked upon H; 
then suddenly lighted up, and laying the paper 
on the window-sill, she smoothed it gently with 
both hands. 

“ It is the very same,” she thought. “ I saw 
it there among the pile of music—this is what 
she was singing. The words, how sweet they 
were; how intently ho listened. They have 
been in my heart all the time—not all here^-no, 
they are not all here; bnt I can remember the 
rest. The writing, too. How beautifal it is! 
Ah, I will study—I will practice. I will write 
like this. Ah, I was wfehdng, longing so much 
to do something like her, and here the Great 
Spirit sends me this.” 

Even while these thoughts were running 
through her mind, Washanee kept repeating the 
words of Constance Noel’s song with her lips. It 
had haunted her memory both in the music and 
the words, even through her dreams, and the rest 
came like an inspiration. During the next hour, 
she went about the room, arranging it daintily; 
but with this song upon her lips all the time. 

At last, as if satisfied with the mastery she 
had obtained, she drew a little table to the win¬ 
dow, and spreading the music before her, began 
to copy the handwriting. In this, she followed 
no impulse, but admiration of the beautifully 
formed letters, and a wish to perfect herself in 
what she deemed a method peculiar to the people 
she had been thrown among. Up to this time, 
her writing, like all other studies, had been 
formed on the model supplied by her grandfather, 
which in fact possessed much more delicacy and 
character than is found in the present rushing 
style; but Constance threw both individuality 
and grace into her handwriting. Washanee 
caught the inspiration of it, and copied every 
word, letter by letter, with the patience a 
drudging artist gives to a great master. Again 
and again, this forest-bred girl returned to her 
task ; and the result was such as usually follows 
earnest intent and resolute industry. It was not 
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long before Washanee could hardly herself have 
told the difference between her own hand* 
writing and that upon the sheet of torn niusic. 

To Wisse all this was a source of constant 
wonder. She could not comprehend the signifi¬ 
cance of the strange marks that grew under 
Washanee’s pen. as she practiced her new art. 
'What could there be in them to enthrall her 
young mistress so completely? Why had she 
changed so much under their influence ? Was it 
some new form of incantation, taught by the 
great medicine-man, her grandfather ? If so, 
there was nothing to fear in itr— or could it be, 
that these white people, who thronged the streets, 
and filled the great houses as far as her eye 
could reach, had thrown some ‘charm over her 
mistress, that had taken away all her spirit? 
Why had she ceased to sing her wild wood songs, 
and go humming about all day, half under her 
breath, like bees among the trild flowers? It 
was not natural. Wisse was troubled by the 
change, and lay awake one night at least ten 
minutes, wondering why her young mistress 
would keep a light burning, and sit up so late 
making strange marks on paper. 

The old chief was very busy during the first j 
week of his stay in Washington, and took less > 
heed of the girl’s change of mood than he might 
have done when less perplexing questions were ! 
forced upon him. So Washanee went on with her J 
studies unchecked; for no one observed this j 
change in her life, except Wisse, to whom it had \ 
the weird charm of witchcraft. 


CHAPTER X. ‘ 

Huesticb Younci was a new Senator, and ) 
brought to his public trust all the enthusiasm of 
great ability and intense patriotism. Like that j 
grand old statesman, Henry Clay—whose elo- \ 
quence is a sacred memory to many of us—he j 
“knew no North, no South, no East, no West ; ; 
but his country—bis whole country.” That 
which his noble prototype had so grandly ac- j 
complished, he was ready to perpetuate. By no j 
chance could this young man be entangled in the j 
small politics of the day; by no possibility could j 
his aims stoop to that. Holding himself as a 
public agent, he gave to his trust all the energies 
of his mind and all the enthusiasm of his spirit. \ 
True, he was ambitious. What richly-endowed 
man is not ? But if he aspired to achieve fame, 
or the influence that springs out of it, no personal 
selfishness urged him on to its attainment. That, 
and everything he aimed for, was so much power 
to be rendered back to his country. 

The day of hia maiden speech in the Senate 
tad been one of great anxiety and complete tri- 1 


umph. There is absolute pleasure in the exercise 
of great ability, independent of its object; and 
with this man, genius was a passion, afterwards 
to broaden into a power. The very eloquenoe 
that had charmed his audience, and convinced 
more experienced compeers, had for himself an 
exquisite sense of creation. Ideas, slumbering 
in his brain till that day, took life; and came 
from his lips with a force that thrilled him, as it 
thrilled his audience. 

Yet there is one passion the greatest man who 
ever lived will keep sacred to himself—love; and 
the home which love sinotifies belongs to him¬ 
self; and the altar of tt nation is not more holy 
to the patriot than the hearthstone protected by 
that nation. 

Is it strange, then, that even in the excitement 
of his first speech, this young matr should hare 
given one swift, fiery thought to the one being 
who seemed to feel each idea that he uttered, os 
if it were a pulse leaping from his own heart; 
and that he should have given himself the 
crowning happiness of seeking Constance Noel 
that evening? 

If there is a man splendidly endowed, and 
strong in patriotic purpose, who can allow am¬ 
bition to freeze his affections, and thus claim 
greatness, Huestice Young was not that maii. 
With him, heart and mind went together. If he 
spoke like a statesman, he loved like a boy. 

He had thought, too, that Cohstance loved him; 
and honored her all the more because of the im¬ 
pulse that had led to the betrayal" of this love. 
With this feeling, he had sought some glance or 
word that might strengthen this idea; and had 
met with what seemed to him a rebuff. This 
stung him; for the man’s heart was passionate in 
its tenderness; arid the day that had been so full 
of sunshine, clouded over him that night. 

A great character can be marred by vanity, 
but never by honest pride; which reserves for 
itself the respect it renders to others. If Young 
loved like a boy, he thought as a man; and the 
cold check of Miss NocI’b manner wounded him 
so deeply that he resolved to seek her no more, 
unless some word of excuse or sign of relenting 
should reach him. He was not yet, even in his 
own heart, so deeply pledged to the lady that she 
could demand from his tenderness any sacrifice 
of self-respect. That had already been suffi¬ 
ciently imperiled when he had assumed so confi¬ 
dently that she had written the poem which was 
fast becoming a source of unpleasant mysticism to 
him. 

This thought was more than enough to bring 
the image of Washanee before him, in all her 
wild, picturesque behuty. The warmth, the fire, 
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the wonderful grace of this forest ehild, swept his 
thoughts, for a time, from Constance herself. 
Perhaps at no other time could the wild beauty 
of this girl hare impressed him so deeply. All 
the romance and artistic genius natural to him 
were inspired by the contrast of her presence with 
the fair Constance, who seemed to hold half her 
characteristics in reserve; while no gazelle of 
the desert was ever more free and natural than 
the Indian girl. 

“ How that creature must worship the man She 
lores,” Young thought, as the image of Washanet 
came between him and Constance, where she 
stood, smiling on him through the darkness, as 
the colors of a rich landscape paint themselves 
on our dreams; “ and how some men might lore 
heiv-one of her own savage race, perhaps; but 
then, she is so far removed from them—so nearly 
white, and grandly beautiful. Ah 1” 

All at once, Young tamed restlessly on his 
pillow, disturbed by a thought that orossed hie 
bmin with tv sort of shook. Could it be? Had 
this wild girl written the poem he was vain 
enough to impute to Constance? Why not? 
Her powers of tnuaie were quite as wonderful 
as this would be, and the keen interest she had 
taken in his speech was so manifest that no one 
could doubt the enthusiasm with which she ac¬ 
cepted and understood every word of it.” 

This thought kept the young man awake, and 
filled the sleep he got with feverish anrest. 
Would it have pleased him, had proof of Washa- 
nee’s authorship been possible? Or was he dis¬ 
appointed that any question of his first idea 
about Constance had arisen ? 

When Young entered the Senate for the first 
time after his triumph there, his fellow-members 
were not surprised that an air of languid reaction 
should hang about him. Many of them knew 
how severely nature can recoil upon herself, after 
great excitement; and replaced admiration with 
sympathy. Among the first to oongratulate him 
a second time was General Noel, who came to his 
desk, and with unusual cordiality, spoke of the 
opinion he had just heard from men whose praise 
gave assurance of reputation. 

“ I had no idea how profound was the impres¬ 
sion made by your speech,” he said. “ Men 
who have represented their States for years are 
congratulating themselves on the new strength 
given to the Government.” 

“ Such men can afford to be both compliment¬ 
ary and kind,” answered the young man, who 
had hoped for some other opinion—a message, 
perhaps^-ond, spite of all this praise, felt disap¬ 
pointed that no word of Constance had dropped 
into the general’s congratulations. 


1 “ But this is genuine praise, my friend. The 

\ papers are full of it, this morning.” 

| “I m glad of that,” said Young, kindling 
| into animation, and quite too honest for any 
; pretense of indifference to what the press might 
\ say of him. “ Such things are an endorsement 
j of the confidence my constituents have bestowed 
? upon me.” # 

| General Noel laughed. 

j “ You are frank,” he said, “ and I like it; bat 
j most of our new members seem to think that to 
' express indifference, or even contempt of the 
: press, is a proof of their own superiority te its 
\ opinions.” 

| “ That is like standing on the track of a rail- 

\ road, and daring the engine to run over you.” 

| Again the general laughed, and replied, 
\ lightly: 

\ “ Constance would tell you that you are only 

• echoing Queen Margaret of France, when she 
J forbade her servants to drive a vagrant troubadour 
< from udder her window. * Rather bring him 
5 here,’ she said, * that I may thank the man 
\ who has power to tell the world that I am beao- 
\ tiful.’ ” 

j “ That proves that the daughter of Catherine 
j; de Medici inherited something more than beauty 
{ from her mother,” said Young, smiling faintly as 
| the. name of Constance came into the converse 
\ tion. “ But Miss Noel—I trust that she is well 
j this morning. It seemed to me that she looked 
:• tired and a little pale last night.” 

\ “Did she? I failed to observe it. In fact, 
c the entrance of that strange girl, and her won- 
i derful singing, made me forgetful of everything 
\ else. Did you ever witness anything more 
s dramatic, Young?” 

s *« Never. It quite took me off my feet; but I 
| feaf the whole thing took Miss Noel by surprise. 
} She did not seem quite herself, after that.” 

| “Ah, I did not observe; but no wonder. 
I When the girl dropped on her knees in that 
\ strange way, it seemed as if she were appealing 
\ to me for something. I have never seen such 
5 eyes bat once, and then they were full of tears.” 
5 * The general’s voice sank lower and lower, as 
| te spoke, till the lost words seemed uttered to 
j himself, unconsciously, and a look of dreamy 
> trouble came over his face. 

| “ Nor I, but once,” said Young, with a sudden 

| rush of memory, “ and that was in a picture.” 

| “A picture? Where? No doubt it is the 
\ same thing that haunts me,” questioned Noel, 
| eagerly, as if the suggestion gave him a sense of 
' relief. 

“ It was at Caserta: a royal palace, some miles 
out of Naples.” 
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“Yes, yes, I have been there.’* I 

44 There is a picture in one of the salons, that I 
shall never forget. It represents Abraham > 
turning Hagar and her son out of doors. As you 
stand before it, Sarah sits at the left, with one 
arm around a young lad, her son, and her sharp \ 
old face turned upon Abraham, who stands in the < 
direct front, holding out a loaf of bread to Hagar, 
to whose garments Ishmael is dinging, with 
fear, grief, and anger on his wild young features; l 
bat it is the face of Hagar of which this Indian 
girl reminds me. That beautiftil face, grief- 
stricken in every line, the lips trembling, the. 
great, dark eyes flooded with tears, and every 
feature quivering with reproachful tenderness. \ 
In fact, it was the face of this Indian girl, if ever 
a broken love should fall upon her.” 

41 1 remember it. This is the picture that has ! 
been haunting me, all night long. There is a j 
wonderful likeness between the girl and that 
painted head.” 

General Noel spoke eagerly, os if this solution 
of some mystery had been followed by a sense of 
relief. “It is wonderful,” he went on to say, 

44 what hold a great work of art will take on the 
imagination.” 

Here, a page, who had been hesitating to 
break into the conversation, pres mated a card to 
Young, who, glancing at it, saw the name of 
44 Mrs. Janson Forbes.” 

44 Where is the lady ?” be inquired, with some 
hesitation. 

44 In the library.” 

Huestioe bowed to General Nod, and reluc¬ 
tantly left the Senate Chamber. 

Mra. Janson Forbes stood in one of those win¬ 
dow recesses that give one so’ grand a view of 
the city and the Potomac, rolling seaward beyond. 
She appeared to be intent upon a book, chosen at 
random from the shelves; bat had taken care to 
place herself opposite the entrance door, on which 
she kept & vigilant ride look. When she saw 
Young enter, she went forward to .meet him with 
the book in one hand. 

“ How kind of you to come,” she said, retreat¬ 
ing to the recess, to which he was compelled to 
follow her. “ I have been dying to say how 
completely I have shared in your great effort: 
how proud I am of my friend. I waited here 
half an hour yesterday, hoping that you would 
come to the library; but went away disappointed, 
Allowed by a crowd of ladies ready to fall at 
your fbet There never was anything like the 
enthusiasm you inspired.” 

Young colored a little, and received this tor¬ 
rent of admiration with some awkwardness. 
He had not been in Washington society long 


enough to feel at ease under so much praise, or 
realize that this florid language was common 
there as foam upon the waves. 

44 You are very kind,” he said, a little stiffly. 
44 1 only wish my poor effort were more worthy of 
such praise.” 

The woman looked in his face, with an arch 
smile. 

“ Ah, you know, as well as I do, that every 
word I say is the truth. My dear friend, you 
are on the wave of a great; Suooess, and no one 
rejoices over it more than I do.” 

Young became restless, and began to wonder 
what object this lady could have, in drawing him 
into her presence. He expressed this, a little 
abruptly, saying, 

44 1 should deem anything a success, that might 
help forward a desire you had to accomplish, in 
this interview.” 

Mrs. Forbes laughed, and touched his arm, 
lightly as a butterfly settles on a flower. 

44 Ah, ha, with all this modesty, you are fast 
learning to be distrustful, like the rest. Our 
public men are always looking for axes under 
the flow ere; but for oaoe you are mistaken. I 
have nothing to ask. My heart was full of your 
speech, and I came to tell you bo.” 

Young bowed gravely. This reason for calling 
him from the Senate Chamber struck him as 
frivolous, if nothing more. Mrs. Forbes saw 
this, and went on, rather hurriedly: 

44 Besides that,” she said, 44 1 had another 
horridly selfish motive; a wish to earn your con¬ 
fidence, and become really your friend: in fact, 
as I am in heart. Every publio man is the 
stronger for having some woman to help ^im a 
little with her experience. One does not take 
such trouble for commonplace persons, such as 
flock to the capital every season; but next to 
possessing genius' one’s self, is the pleasure of 
aiding it. It was not altogether to say how 
much I admire your first effort, that brought me 
here; surely you can see that.” . 

“I supposed as much. That would hardly 
compensate for the time yon have been kind 
enough to sacrifice.” 

44 No, I desire to know you better—that the 
word friend should mean something between us.” 

44 Believe me. I have hardly ventured, as yet, 
to take the mune.” 

Mrs. Forbes choked down an unpleasant rising 
in the throat; but only forced the effort into a 
faint laugh. 

44 But you will. No one ever doubts me long. 
My outspoken frankness is sometimes misunder¬ 
stood by the old politicians; but you are not like 
one of them.” 
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“ Not yet,” answered Young, who was beooming i understand that your friends always possess a 
interested in this singular woman, spite of his i thousand fine qualities no one else is able to 
prepossession against her. discover. But the view is superb?” 

“ But you will inevitably become like the rest, Mrs. Camp appealed to Young, with her pale 
unless some good-natured soul, like myself, forces blue eyes, to which dark lashes gave a sort of 
you out of committee jangles and dreary debates \ languid beauty, and leaning oter the marble 
into the fresh air of social life. I have quiet; railing, Bwepi the landscape with her neatly- 
little receptions once a week, where clever | gloved hand, as she spoke, 
people profess to enjoy themselves. Will you j Young’s face was radiant, as he stepped for- 
come?” ward, and looked out on the scene: on the city, 

Before Young could answer, she caught breath, | with its broad avenues and cross streets; its 
and went on: pleasant mansions, and large gardens surround- 

“ General Noel will show you the way. Un- \ ing them; the broad Potomac sweeping around 
d erst and, no commonplace persons are invited, or it, like a broad belt of silver; and beyond it the 
care to come. Sometimes, a beautiful woman < Arlington Heights. The fog of the morning was 
creeps in, under the wing of a desirable relative; \ still floating in gossamer wreaths over the low 
but we usually seek for something more than j lands that lay between the city and the bonks 
that. Miss Noel, for instance, almost always \ of the river; but higher up it had condensed 
comes with her father; the wittiest, brightest 'J into cloudB, white as snow and restless as the 
creature living. It will give me pleasure to in- \ wind. Through them, the white pillars of Ar* 
troduce you.” \ lington broke here and there like a dream of 

Mrs. Forbes was searching Young’s oounte- 1 some air palace; and further up the heights, 
nance with a sidelong glance of her eyes; and a ? the faint brownish-purple of swelling leaf-buds 
smile of satisfaction stole into them, as she saw j turned the forest into a mysterious background, 
the color slowly mount to his forehead. ] through which & faint tinge of green trembled, 

Before Young could answer, a noise at the \ impalpable as the first breath of spring. Away 
window opening into the marble balcony, run- j down the banks of the great river, this fog took 
ning along the front of the central building, which 1 the sunshine in its gossamer folds, and scattered 
was all that existed of the old Capitol in those j it along the brighter silver of the waves, weaving 
days, broke up the conversation. Both the j the very shadows with light; melting into the 
speakers turned that way, and Young was sur- horizon so vaguely, that you could not guess 
prised to see a lady standing in front of the sash, where the water ended or the sky began, 
tapping the glass with her finger. For some moments, the young man stood 

“Come here, come here; the view is so beau- j absorbed: forgetting his strange companions; 
tiful,” she called out, in a voice that came scarcely \ lost in the glory of the scene; and these two 
through the glass. Then, seeming to become con- ! women, who could only talk of the beauty he 
scious of a stranger’s presence, for the first time, j felt, stood regarding him, in absolute wonder 
she made a pretty gesture of dismay, and re- j that so much real feeling oould exist. Meaning 
treated out of sight. glances passed between them; a smile trembled 

41 Pear me! How could anyone be out there, j on the quieter woman’s lips; and Mrs. Forbes 
and I not know it ? Here is one of the persons j nodded her bead with decided emphasis, 
you will be glad to know: besides, the view from They were studying the character of this young 
this balcony is lovely.” man, and looked upon his admiration as a 

As Bhe spoke, Mrs. Forbes advanced to the | promising weakness, 
window and threw it open, looking back to make Mrs. Camp drew near him, as he leaned over 
sure that Young was following her. the railing. He turned to her. 

“How you surprised me. I could hardly “Thank you,” he said. “It was kind to 
think it real, when you made a picture of your- / invite me here, when the scene is at its greatest 
self behind the glass. Mr. Young here was quite j beauty. Nothing oould be more perfect.” 
startled. Oh, excuse me, you do not know each The woman smiled, and said: 
other. I need not mention Mr. Young’s name. “I could not bear to enjoy so much loveliness 
You were in the gallery yesterday, Mrs. Camp; \ alone, so ran to call my fHeftd; for I had heard 
but he will be glad to meet just the sort of wothan ! her voice, and recognised it at once. My action 
I was speaking about, as you came up.” j must have seemed rude, but I do not repent it. 

Mrs. Camp cast down her eyes, and softly But you are losing this pretty home scene,” 
shook her head, as she Bald, j said the lady, looking down upon the park, then 

44 When Mr. Young knows you as I do, he will ? scarcely more than half its present sise, but so 
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crowded with fine old forest trees and belted with l 
flowering shrubs that it must ever bo a subject \ 
of regret that they have been swept away. \ 

Young turned his eyes to the stone terrace just \ 
beneath him, from which came the soft, liquid \ 
music of water flowing into the old marble foun¬ 
tain, battered into half ruin by the British \ 
soldiers, but still guarded by the marble lictors S 
they hod so wantonly crippled; and from thence, > 
down the noble green terrace, even in that early 
springtime green as emeralds, and in places blue 
with violets. Beneath them came great slopes of j 
velvet sward, cleft into hyacinth beds here and \ 
there, and belted with wide borders, crowded 
with rosebushes, honeysuckles, and other flow¬ 
ering shrubs, soon to be aglow with blossoms. 

Just above the entrance gate, leading from the 
avenue, another fountain flushed in the sunlight, 
like a tree of crystal: breaking, swaying, and re¬ 
covering itself every moment, as its branches 
rose and curved to the soft spring winds. 

“It is beautiful, 0 he said, turning away. 

“I have not been able to win an answer to 
my invitation,” said Mrs. Forbes, with saucy 
familiarity, as she saw that her victim was pre¬ 
paring to depart. “ Ellen, dear, 6ee if your 
eloquence can prevail. I am dying to have him 
at my ‘ Saturday Nights.’ ” 

“ Ellen dear ” cast down her eyes; lifted them 
suddenly, as she had a way of doing; then laying 
her hand, in its delicate canary-colored glove, on 
his arm, almost whispered: 

“ If I could take the liberty—” 

“ I have told him that the Noels will be there, 
and lots of people that are never met in political ! 
circles,” interposed Mrs. Forbes. “ Besides, I 
have discovered that rare thing—a really edu¬ 
cated savage; and mean to have both himself and 
the wildest sort of an Indian girl among my : 
guests. Those who have talked with the girl tell : 
me that she is a marvel of accomplishments.” 

“ Who haa talked with this girl?” demanded ; 


Young, abruptly enough. “ I thought she had, 
as yet, been nowhere.” 

“Ah, you have only heard of her. I am more 
fbrtunate. She sat almost at my feet, yesterday; 
and I had every opportunity of getting acquainted 
with her; only one does not know exactly how 
such people may be received.” 

“ Still, you have resolved .to present her* on 
Saturday night?” interposed Mrs. Camp, in her 
sweet, low voice. 

“ Oh, yes. Caleb Stewart knows all about them. 
He has lived months in the Indian country, and 
knows this girl well. She will be heiress to all 
the eld chief leaves behind him, which is some¬ 
thing magnificent—if our people don’t go in for a, 
treaty or something, and rob him, with all the rest 
of his tribe. At any rate, there will be no risk in 
presenting her. In fact, they tell me that she is 
to be invited to the White House. Some treaty 
in progress, I fancy. We always feast the Indians, 
while cheating them; but no one has ever seen 
them at the President’s table. One thing is cer¬ 
tain : she will be my guest on Saturday evening; 
and mark my words, this Indian will be the lionesB 
of the season.” 

“Will not all this induce you to honor my 
friend?” said Mrs. Camp, placing her hand on 
the young man’s arm, and lifting her eyes to his 
face, with a world of entreaty in them. 

“ I trust that it will be possible,” he answered, 
surrendering his hand to hers, which had in¬ 
sidiously crept downward from its light touch on 
his arm. 

While he stood in this position, Mrs. Forbes, 
had gone to the further end of the balcony, and 
was intently occupied with the view, which had 
not particularly impressed her before; and when 
Young looked up, he saw Constance Noel standing 
upon the window-sill, as if suddenly checked by 
what she saw, with her eyes fixed scornfully 
upon him. 

[to bb continued.] 


THE DEAD LILY. 


BT JOHN FBA8BE. 


Is oorfHeet vase, the tehee of her heart 
I placed—mme solace Hr my Brief to find; 

And iu the springtime, lo t there did upstart 
A lily—perfectest of lily-kind i 

I fa de d H, and watered ft with tears; , 
Korsedit a» mother her first-born; and sought 
To wring,from oat the unavailing years 
Surosaae of sorrow, and release from thought 

Fran root to bod, from hud tofWl-Mown flower— 
Reflecting the white radiance of her soul— 

Yol. LXXXI.—21. 


The lily grew in beauty, hour by hour, 

And swiftly ripened to the perfect whole. 

And thus it fared, until it chanced, one morn, 

A freeh love caught my fancy—a new face; 

My sorrow died, for lore doth sorrow scorn, 

And a new passion did the old displace. 

• 

And we were married; and I sought the flower, 

To show it to the woman I had wed ; 

And lo I the lily, born of sun and shower, 

From out her heart—my first love's heart—was dead ( 
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A DECORATIVE DINNER CARD. 


BY NELLIE WOOD. 

“ The United States training-ship, Minnesota, | “We must sail, as soon as our orders are re¬ 


will proceed up the Hudson, in July, to recruit 
boys for the merchant service and navy.’* 

This was the announcement in the local papers 
that preceded the arrival of the frigate Minnesota, 
that had now lain at anchor for a week, before 
Newburg, on the Hudson. 

A courteous invitation to all to visit the ship, 
extended by the captain, had been eagerly ac¬ 
cepted ; and the little tug that established com¬ 
munication between the shore and the frigate 
carried crowds of curious visitors back and forth. 

Smart young ensigns and lieutenants, in the 
most bewitching of blue, brass-buttoned uniforms 
and white fatigue-caps, explained to eager young 
ladies the mysterious workings of the Gatling 
gun and the intricate and fascinating operation 
of boxing the compass, serenely unconscious of, 
and indifferent to, the admiration bestowed upon 
them and their uniforms. Indeed, had the Min¬ 
nesota been manned and officered by a set of 
regular old Jack Tars in ordinary sea rig, it is 
doubtful whether her own attractions would have 
insured her a respectable show of visitors. But 
who would not have braved the horrors of the 
fire-room, or even the dark, mysterious regions 
of the shaft-alley, for the pleasure of being as¬ 
sisted up and down steep iron ladders, and over 
the boxes and barrels in the hold, by a smiling 
young ensign in taut-rigged naval uniform ? 

At last, however, the time drew near when the 
Minnesota must go. Orders to sail were expected 
daily: perhaps even then were coming, in one 
. of the many trains that hurried by on the op. 
posite side of the river, from New York. 

The young officer leaning on the rail of the 
. quarter-deck, looking idly down the river, hoped 
' not. Wind and weather had not yet bronzed his 
handsome, manly face; and hid white fatigue- 
• cap, pushed back, showed short, waving ends of 
fair hair, and a pair of frank, pleasant blue eyes, 
that had unconsciously bewitched many a New¬ 
burg damsel. An earnest look came into them 
now, as they rested on the young girl beside him. 
For, ever since Elsie Allen had come on board 
with her brother, a week ago, for a first visit, 
Lieutenant Tremayne had known very well that 
when the Minnesota sailed away again, one of 
her officers would leave, his heart behind him, in 
t the Highlands* 

( 818 ) 


ceived,” he was saying, to Elsie. “And I do 
| not know'where we will be ordered next, nor 
where I shall be, two months from now.” 

“But you will stay on the Minnesota?” she 
asked, after a little pause. 

“ I may,” the young officer answered. “ Or I 
may be ordered to the other side of the world. If 
I Bhould—” he waited a moment, then added, 
earnestly—“ You will not forget me, Miss Elsie?” 

The girl turned away, to hide the quick color 
in her cheeks; the shy, glad look in her soft 
brown eyes. 

“ I shall always remember the Minnesota,” she 
said, at last, softly. 

Then her brother coming up from the engine- 
room, she rose to go, lingering a moment to look 
out at the fair, shining river, winding between 
green shores and purple mountains down to the 
Bea. White-sailed vessels tacked back and forth 
across the rippling, quivering water; and down 
near Cornwall, a schooner with ftirled sails lny 
at anchor, her tall, tapering mast s and fluttering 
red pennant sharply defined against the blue sky. 

| Over all, even on dark, rocky Storm King, rested 
; the peaceful, warm summer sunshine. 

“ I shall never forget the Hudson, as it looks 
to-day, even if I should never come back again,” 
Lieutenant Tremayne said, gravely. “ It is like 
the picture you promised me. May I have it, 
before I go, Miss Elsie?” 

“ Yes,” the girl answered, looking at the young 
officer, at last, half shyly. “ I—I will send it.” 

At the gangway, they waited a moment, while 
; the tug came nearer the frigate. 

“ I wish you were going to be here longer, 

; Lieutenant Tremayne/’ Ralph Allen said, with 
: boyish enthusiasm, shaking hands with the 
young officer. “ You’ll come over again, before 
you sail, won’t you ?” 

“I shall be very happy to,” the lieutenant 
said. “We will hardly reeejve* 0 ur orders for 
j two or three days yet; m d. I will too me to- 
j morrow, certainly—If I ihay,” Ire added, with an 
| earnest little look at Ehie. 

But the Navy Depavtansirt'had ordained other- 
| wise; and emty'the rfdrfmotaririg, orders to sail 

1 immediately hdd been received; and with a. 
parting salute, the Minnesota' was going down 
the river,, bound ftr New York r and Lieutenant 
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Tremayne went on duty, with a grave, quiet face, 
first putting away under lock and key in his 
stateroom a little package that had come for him, 
in the same boat that brought the unwelcome 
sailing orders. 

It was a small water-color sketch of the Hudson, 
from Newburg: the same scene that they were 
then sailing through, with Storm King and 
Breakneck almost meeting on either side of the 
blue, sparkling water; the sun Bhining on white 
sails in the distance; and nearer, the Minnesota, 
with her white ports and rows of guns, lying at 
anchor. A simple little picture, but very dear to 
the young man, who tormented himself all the 
way down the river with vainly trying to imagine 
what Elsie Allen would think, with the frigate 
gone, and never a word, even of farewell, from 
him. 

He was a manly, honorable fellow, and it 
worried him not a little, that, after that last 
afternoon on the ship, when the brown eyes had 
shyly read his secret, he had been obliged to go 
away, leaving unsaid the words that, brave sailor 
though he was, he had not found courage*to say. 

At last, the city came in sight, across the shin¬ 
ing harbor: the salt breeze from the ocean sway¬ 
ing the forest of slender masts that surrounded 
it, and fluttering the long lines of signal flags 
upon incoming vessels. The Minnesota steamed 
slowly through them, and anchored out in the 
stream; and Lieutenant Tremayne watohed the 
boat return that had gone to bring the dispatches 
awaiting the ship. He could not 1|rite, he told 
himself, impatiently pacing the deoil, when, in a 
day or two, he could be up the ribdson again, if 
the little tug slowly drawing near brought the 
leave of absence for which he had applied, some 
time before. 

But, at last, wfifle he waited—the Minnesota 
lying at anchor before Newport—the answer came. 
His leave of absence was not granted ; but Elsie 
Allen, searching the navy intelligence, read, with 
earnest, wistftil eyes, and a pitiful little heart¬ 
ache, the notice of the ^orders sent the young 
sailor instead: 

4 * Lieutenant Edward Tremayne is detached 
from the Minnesota, and ordered to the Tusca- 
rora, at the Mate iBft&ll jfavjj Yard, Californio.’* 

A common enough notice, yet many a patient, 
loving heart has atmed sadly over just such news; 
and ppor little Elsie wistfully read and re-read 
the worn newspaper slip, Remembering that last, 
golden afternoon on the frigate, *?d the tall, bine- 
jacketed young officer, who perhaps Vffipa have 
dared to fell her what she was so sure of: that 
he loved her, if only she had seemed to care a 


little. How could he know it was because she 
cared so much ? 

And Lieutenant Tremayne, away on the other 
side of America, waited for an answer to his 
letter to Elsie; a manly, sailor-like letter, which 
he had written with many misgivings, yet with 
a vague, earnest hope underlying them all. 

But, os weeks passed away, bringing no letter, 
even this hope grew less; and in its place came, 
after awhile, his own, returned from the Dead 
Letted office, with the words written on it, 44 No 
such person now at Newburg.” 

To the young officer, standing on deck, came, 
now, a strange, desolate feeling, even though the 
fairest scene of that beautiful country lay before 
him: the far-reaching, wonderful Golden Gate 
lights shining in the distant city, and swinging in 
white, green, and red points in the rigging of the 
ships that lay at anchor near the wharves, or mov¬ 
ing slowly over the water that stretched, warm, 
shining, and luminous, *away to the Bunset. 

Lieutenant Tremayne watched it, with grave, 
troubled eyes, knowing and caring for nothing, 
except that the letter he had sent so long ago had 
come back to him, utaopened and unclaimed. 

He bore his trouble manftdly, bitter disappoint¬ 
ment though it was ; and laid away the now use¬ 
less letter, with Elsie’s little picture. That and 
a sorely-aching heart were now the only reminders 
of that far-away summer cruise. 

But at last, two yeara of service in the Pacific 
were over; and several of the officers, weary of 
the scenes now grown familiar, and glad of any 
change, were ordered to the Vandalia, then lying 
in New York harbor. If it had only been other¬ 
wise, and the tender dark eyes had waited to 
welcome him back, Lieutenant Tremayne thought, 
bitterly; the heartache growing harder to bear at 
the sight of his old station. 

They had joined the ship just in time to be 
included in an invitation to a dinner given, by a 
friend of the Yandalia’s commander; and a few 
evenings later, a party of officers pulled away 
Over,the harbor for the shore, Lieutenant Tre- 
mayne the* drily silent one among the merry 
group; his grave face eliciting a hint from a 
saucy young ensign that he had left his heart in 
'California. 

The Vandalia’8 officers were a manly, handsome 
set of fellows; and aided by the additional at¬ 
traction of brass buttons, created the usual 
amount of admiration. 

44 1 adore uniform!,” the gushing, smiling young 
lady whom Lieutenant Tremayne took down to 
dinner told him ; 44 and sailors are $o nice.” 

41 You are extremely kind to say so,” he an¬ 
swered, hardly noticing what she did say; and 
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watching for his name, as they moved slowly 
along the table. 

“This is complimentary to you all,” the lady 
rattled on. “ Mrs. Lewis was bo fortunate in 
finding the very dinner-cards she wanted, at the 
Decorative Art Society’s rooms. Did you notice 
the officers’ cards? Anchors and spars, you 
know.” 

And just then, without an answer, Lieutenant 
Tremayne had handed her to her choir, and taken 
his own, seeing only a card bearing his name 
resting on a little gold easel beside his plate: 
a square card, with an anchor in one corner, the 
chain forming the border, and on one side a little 
water-color painting of blue sky and a broad, 
shining river flowing between high hills. And 
in the United States frigate, with white ports and 
slender, tapering masts, Lieutenant Tremayne 
recognized the Minnesota, swinging idly at an¬ 
chor before Newburg. 

At last, the evening was over; and when the 
young officer rowed back over the starlit bay to 
the Vandalia, it was with a light heart beating 
against the stolen little picture now safely hidden 
in his breast-pocket; and the faint trust he had 
patiently held for two hong weary years, now an 
earnest, glad hope. 

If only Elsie had not forgotten him ! What she 
must have thought of his long silence, after 
guessing his secret—not unwillingly, be had 
dared to hope—he could not trust himself to 
think. 

Yet, to know that she had needed to work was 
harder to bear than even his own trouble had 
been; when, the next day, getting leave to go 
ashore, he waited at the society’s rooms, while 
the clerk searched through long lists of names 
for Elsie’s address. A crowd of ladies filled the 
room; and the young officer, conspicuous in his 
uniform, began to feel rather out of plaoe in the 
wilderness of embroidery and worsted work. 


He glanced into the next room, hoping to find 
it empty, and saw only a girl, who stood with 
slender hands clasped listlessly before her, look¬ 
ing at a picture of a tossing sea and a white- 
sailed, Btorm-driven ship. 

And in a moment, Lieutenant Tremayne had 
met Elsie Allen’s shy, startled glance; and he 
was standing, cap in hand, beside her. 

“ Miss Allen—Elsie,” he said, earnestly. 

The girl looked up: the quick, conscious color 
springing to her face. 

“ I thought you were in the Pacific, Lieutenant 
Tremayne,” she said, softly. 

“ I have been there for two years,” he an¬ 
swered. “The longest two years of my life, I 
think.” Then he told his story: the stoiy of the 
hurried sailing from Newburg; his transfer to 
the Tuscarora; and the letter that had crossed the 
continent, only to disappoint him anew. Keeping 
the letter still in his hand, he laid the little card 
down before her. 

“ Do you remember it?” he asked, smiling. 
“ The original has token many a long cruise with 
me. IJut for this, I shoqld never have found you.'' 

“ Yes,” Elsie said, simply. “ It is mine. We 
—we are poor now. I needed money, and that 
is why I painted the cards. I left Newburg the 
day after, the Minnesota sailed,” she added, 
shyly, “ and—and your letter never came.” 

“I think you can guess what was in it, my 
darling,” Lieutenant Tremayne said, in a low 
tone; “I hpve always loved you, Elsie; and 
that unlucky*letter would have told you so. The 
card is mine, now, and I cannot part with it; but 
will you take the letter opd read it, my love, or 
must I take it back again?” 

There was a moment’s silence, while the brown 
eyes met his bravely, and strong sailor hands 
clasped the small, trembling ones. 

“ You may have the picture/’ Elsie said, softly; 
“and—and keep the letter—dor me.” 


FORGIVE AND FORGET. 

B T D. 0. HASBBOUOK. 


"It was long ago, eui bono," you say, 

M Since the words are spoken and gone, to fret? 
Let the dead past bury its dead. To-day, 
Forgive and forget.” 

To forgive oar enemies even, yea, 

As we hope ourselves, tha#a the law; and yet 
*Tte often a hard one to keep, confses, 

Let alone forget 

Still, our hearts must suffer without a sign— 
From deep disappointment and sad regret— 


Till we learn that virtue men call divine i 
But we can't forget. 

For how often the glance from a soft blue eye, 
Or the scent of a rose or a violet. 

Or a whispered tone, brings beck what we try 
In vein to forget. 

Then what can I say, save this that yon know? 

I love you, and have since the day we met; 
And my heart forgave yon—eh, long ago, 
Though I don’t forget. 
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No. 1 — Is a walking-costume, for a young lady, costume may be made of any of the soft wool 
The material may be of silk for the skirt, and fabrics, light in color and texture, suitable for 
woollen goods for (he polonaise; or the entire this month or later in the season: such as sum- 


Ho. 1. 


No. 2. 


mer cashmere or camel's-hnir, nun’s-yeiling, alba- \ the ground. A trifle shorter is probably better 


Cross cloth, etc. The skirt is kilted, and mounted 
on a silesialining, which is faced on the outside, 
ft quarter <*Pa yard deep, with some of the ma¬ 
terial. As will be seen, the skirt nearly touches 


for ordinary street-wear, and all skirts are made 
wider than last season. Two and a half yards 
wide now is the required ftilness. When kilted, 
two and a quarter is sufficient. The polonaise is 

( 821 ) 
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draped in front and on the hips with gathers; 
the back in irregular puffs. In our model, the 
points of the polonaise, the rovers on the waist, 



No. 3. 


and the cuffs, are all embroidered with silk, in a 
lighter or darker shade, to match the material. 
Any simple pattern in outline-stich, or filled in 
with Kensington-stitch, will make a very hand¬ 
some trimming; and as so many ladies now do 
this kind of embroidery, there will be but little 
trouble in carrying out this design. For those, 
however, who cannot embroider, we would sug¬ 
gest braid, in straight rows, or in a pattern; or 
else a band of silk, cut on the bias, and put on 


| as a fold, in place of the embroidery. Ten yards 
of double-fold material, sixteen to eighteen yards 
of single width will be required. An old silk 
i skirt might be utilized for thb underskirt, and 
a new polonaise of cashmere or other woollem 
goods. 

| No. 2—Is a house-costume, of pongee or foulard 
! silk; or the plain and figured surah silks now so 



No. 4, 


fashionable may be used. If needed for ordinary 
house-wear, bunting, delain, or crape foulfe, will 
make a pretty and inexpensive dress. The 


Digitized by 


Google 








EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 


323 


9 



tablier consists of puffs and ruffles, with gath¬ 
ered headings. These are mounted upon a silesia 
or crinoline lining. Two narrow knife-plaitings 
finish the edge of the skirt all around. The 
tunic opens in front, oyer the tablier; and is 
looped in the back. The cuirass bodice is 
simply piped on the edge, and is finished in 
front with a bow and ends of two-inch wide 
satin or watered ribbon. A wide lace forms the 
cuffs; and is arranged around the neck and jo- 


el’ s-hair, in light-brown, coachman’s drab, or 
gray. The tablier is covered with kilt-plaited 
ruffles. The tunio opens in front, and is draped 


No. 8. 


No.fi. 

boted, down the front of the corsage. Nine yards 
4t double-fold goods, or sixteen of single width. 
No. 8 —Is a walking-costume, of summer oam- 


quite frill in the back. The edge is finished with 
gaioon to match, or a very narrow knife-plaited 
ruffle. A plain round waist is worn with this 
skirt, for the house; and for the street, the 
jacket is added: which is perfectly plain, with 
turnover collar and tiny cuff, with knife-plaiting 
forming the upper half. The edge of the jacket 
is simply turned up, and the lining hemmed 
down upon it. Neatness and a good fit are the 
only requisites for making this a stylish outside 
jacket. Ten to eleven yards of double-width 
goods will be required. 

No. 4—Is another walking-suit, in flannel or 
: summer cloth, suitable for mountain or seaside 
: wear. The skirt has, first, a narrow knife-plaited 
| ruffle; over this is a deep box-plaited flounce, 

> above which the tunic is draped and looped on 
the right side with a cord and tassels. A plain 
round waist is worn under the outside jacket. 
The jacket fits closely to the figure; is cut double- 
breasted ; and is finished by three rows of machine 
stitching, or three rows of very narrow worsted 1 
; braid. The Bhoulder cape is adjustable. It is 
[ finished to match, and lined with silk. A cord 
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ARM ENTS) ETC. 



fend tassel, smaller than the one on the skirt, ties 
the cape at the throat. To a slight figure, these 


No. 6—Is a costume of crape and cashmere, 
for heavy mourning. There is, first, a narrow 
knife-plaiting of the cashmere, then another 
knife-plaiting six inches deep. Over this the 
tablier is arranged, which is made entirely of 
crape; and is composed of five lengthwise 
panels, cut square at the ends: these are piped 
all arouqd with the cashmere, and then put to¬ 
gether and arranged upon the foundation skirt, 
as seen in the design. The back of tbo tunio is 
simply hemmed on the edge, and looped in ir- 
regular puffs. The basque is pointed back and 
front, and finished on the edge by a two-inch 
wide band of crape. The cuffs and the revers 


little capes are very becoming; but a stout person 
should never venture upon one. In color, we 
would recommend navy-blue or brown, if intended 
for much service; otherwise, a very light gray 


No. 8. 

or drab. Eight to ten yards of double-width 
goods. 


No. 9. 


on the bodice are also of crape. Four yards of 
English cra^o, and eight yards of cashmere will 
be required. 

No. 6—Is a pretty little costume, for a girl of 
six to eight years, made of plain and plaid cash- 
mere. The kilted skirt is of the plaid, and is 
mounted on a petticoat body. The vest is 
plaited; the revers, cuffs, and sash, are all of 
the plaid material. The upper part of the cos¬ 
tume is made of the plain cashmere, and is cut 
in the Princess shape; the skirt of which is cut 
in long points, and bound on the edge with fe 
narrow silk braid. The model is so plain, it can 
be easily copied. 


No. 7. 
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No. 7.—For a girl of seven years, we give a 
new model for an ulsterette, of tweed, fastened 
with gilt buttons. The eape id ganged to fit the 
neck; the edge of it, and the cuffs, pockets, and 



belt, arc trimmed with braid. This will be found 
a very useful wrap for summer wear, in traveling; 
or for the street, on cool days in the spring or 
summer. 

No. 8—Is a boy’s dress, of Scotch plaid tweed. 
Knickerbocker pants, with a paletot blouse over¬ 
dress ; which has a double front, to simulate an 
over-jacket. The back has a kilted skirt-front 
underneath the coat flaps. 

No. 9—Is a sailor-suit, of flannel, white or 


blue, for a little boy of four to six years. It is 
worn over a linen skirt waist. Two or three 
rows of worsted braid finish the edge of the entire 
costume. 

No. 10.—We give the front and back of a blouse 
apron, of blue zephyr cloth, braided with white 
or red braid, one or two rows put on above the 
hem. Suitable for an infant of three years. 


LADIES’ PATTERNS. 

Any style in this number will be sent by mail on receipt 
of full price for corresponding article iu price list below. 
Patterns will be put together and plainly marked. Patterns 


designed to order. 

Princess Dress: Plain...60 

“ “ with drapery and trimming, .... 1.00 

Polonaise,.*...60 

Combination Walking Saits,.1.00 

Trimmed Skirts...50 

Watteau Wrapper,..60 

Plain or Gored Wrappers,..35 

Basques,. M 

Coats,.'..36 

“ with vests or skirts cut off,..50 

Overskirts,.35 

Talmas and Dolmans, ..36 

Waterproofs and Circulars,..35 

Ulsters,.J6 

‘CHILDREN’S PATTERNS. 

Dresses: Plain, ... .*25 Basques and Coats, . . .25 

Combi nation Suits, . . .35 Coats A Vests or Cut Skirts .36 

Skirts and Overskirts, . .25 Wrappers,..25 

Polonaise: Plain, ... .25 Waterproofs, Circulars 

** Fancy, . . .35 and Ulsters,. ... .25 

BOYS* PATTERNS. 

Jackets,..261 Wrappers,. SB 

Pants,.20.Gents' Shirts,.50 

Vests,..20 “ Wrappers, . . . .30 

Ulsters,.301 


In sending orders for Patterns, please send the number 
and month of Magazine, also No. of page or figure or any¬ 
thing definite, and also whether for lady or child. Addles^ 
Mrs. ML A. Jones, 28 South Eighth Street, Philadelphia. 
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We give, here, a design for a photograph screen, 
•hawing how it looks when made up; and on the 
next page, a pattern in detail, full size, for one 


of the embroidered frames. The screen should 
be covered with black satin, and the frames em¬ 
broidered au pattf with floss silks; the fbrget- 
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me-nots are varied with three shades of blue, green, and the stems are wood color. This is ft 
the heart of each flower being put in with maize new and exceedingly pretty affair, and may bft 
silk; the leaves are in three shades of moss- stood on a table, what-not, or mantel-piece. 



COLORED DESIGN FOR TABLE-COVER. 


t> ■ 1 

BT MBS. JANS WEAVES. 


In the front of the number, we give a pattern, \ or any other material that may be preferred, 
in colors, for a table-cover, designed erpressly j with silk or crewels, in Kensington-stitch. These 
for this magazine. It is to be worked on cloth,> covers are now all the rage. 
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PALETOT FOR GIRL: WITH SUPPLEMENT. 


i 

BT EMILY H. MAT. 



We give, here, an engraving (front and back) 
of a new style paletot, for a girl of nine or ten 
years of age. Folded in with this number we 
give a Supplement, containing diagrams, full 
size, for the several pieces of which this paletot 
is composed. They are six in number, viz: 

I.—fH alt of Front. 

II.—Half of Vest. 

III. — Half of Back. 

IV. —First Side Back. 

V.— Second Sid* Back. 


VI.— Sleeve: Upper and Lower Half. 

Take notice that the dotted lines on No. II. 
(the half of vest) Bhow how far it is to be laid 
under. The letters, wherever found, mark how 
the pieces are to be put together. 

The paletot is to be made of light cloth or 
flannel, and worn over a kilted skirt of the same 
material; or of velvet, if the latter is preferred. 
Or it may be worn over any ordinary dress which 
has a kilted skirt. It is altogether the most 
stjiigh thing out, this season, for little girls. 


ALPHABET FOR PILLOW-CASES. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


We give, on the Supplement, Hub month, in 
addition to the “ Paletot for a young girl,” an 
alphabet for working pillow-cases. It is so ar- 

\ 


ranged, the reader will see, as not to interfere 
with the dress-pattern: in other words, the let¬ 
ters may be cut entirely out, if desired. 

( 827 ) 
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WORK-STAND: DRAPED 


« _ 

BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



We give, here, the design for a work-stand. It ? cloth, cretonne, satin, or soft surah silk, for the 
has a round top, and a hollow basket at the bot- j drapery. It may be embroidered, if desired. A 
tom. Any pretty basket-stand will do. Use felt, j tassel fringe finishes the edge. 

EASTER EGG, MADE OF FLOWERS. 

BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 


A wire frame, in the shape of* the half of an > 
egg, is required tp be filled and 'covered with j 
moss and flowers, so as to represent the shape of? 
an egg. In our illustration, the wire frame is? 
shown; but after the work is finished, it ought 
to be entirely hidden. j 
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SAFETY BAG FOR SPECTACLES, KEYS, AND PENCIL. 

BT XB8. JANE WEAVES. 



This useful little artiole is expected to save 


grandma many a hunt after spectacles, special 
keys, etc., so often mislaid when not in use; and 
is as ornamental as useful. 

The back of the bag is a piece of cardboard, 
seven inches,deep, and four inches wide; the 
back of which is covered with black silk, and 
the front is slightly wadded and quilted in crim- 
son silk. The front may be plain black silk, or 
of the color of the dress, it has a border, scal¬ 
loped or plain, of velvet, laid on flat; and worked 
in buttonhole-stitch, in gold-colored silk. This 
is cut a trifle broader than the cardboard back, 
and is also lined with crimson silk. The divisions 
are worked in feather-stitch. When finished, the 
front is lightly tacked down the centre, on the 
crimson side of the cardboard. The sides are then 
turned back to the divisions, and stitched on the 
wrong side. The edges are sewed together. The 
small flap at the top is cut separately, and made 
to match the front. Of course, care must be 
taken to sew this on so that the velvet-trimmed 
silk is brought forward. A silk cord is fastened 
all around the edges, and forms a long loop at 
the top, by which the bag can be suspended to 
the waist by either safety-pin or hook. 


GENTLEMAN'S BRACES. 

BT MBS. JANE WEAVES. 


The braces may be made of kid, or fine silk 
canvas; about an inch and a half wide, and 
thirty inches long, when finished (without the 
fittings). Work in silks or fine chenille, either 
shaded green or mauve, and dots of cardinal 
filoselle. White canvas, worked with rich claret- 
colored crewels, and gold-colored filoselle, is very 
effective and inexpensive. The fittings are easily 
stitched on. The braces should be lined with good 
white ribbon. We give the detail of embroidery. 





EDITOR’S TABLE 


* 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. > Round Games For Children are always interesting. 

Advantages Or Good Manners.— Colonel Higginson, in \ ' Ve h* v « no doubt that some of the following are already 
his recent little volume, “Common Sense About Women,” \ knowu to a l*rt of our readers, but others may be ignorant 
pronounces very emphatically in favor of cultivating good \ of them - Dropping the Handkerchief is pUyed by the children 
mauners. He does not think that a woman who is gifted \ Joking hands in a circle, except one, who holds the hand* 
with brains has any more right than a silly one to be rude \ kerchief knotted, and drops it behind someone; who, leaving 
or eccentric. \ *h® circle, tries not to be caught; but, when that happens, 

He puts the case so well that we cannot help quoting a teke8 the handkerchief, and the same is repeated. The 
port of what he says. “ Everyone instinctively feels,” he \ Woodgatherer and Ranger is an improvement on this. A 
writes, “that the graces and amenties of life must be largely \ couple are left out for the woodgatherer and ranger, and 
under the direction of womoa. George Eliot says well that \ 8tand ride b y ^ de *1*** from th ® rest; the girls are wood- 
‘ the commonest man, who 1ms his ounce of sense and feel- j gatherers, the boys rangers, the couples in the ring are fag- 
ing, is conscious of the difference between a lovely, delicate ^ g° te - Th o two run in and out, as in Dropping the Handier - 
woman, and a coarse one. Even a dog feels the difference in > chu f> but the woodgatherers cannot be caught when within 
their presence. At a summer resort, for instance, one sees \ the circl ° ° f the faggots. When at length caught, the faggoti 
women who may be intellectually very ignorant and narrow, \ l<**e bauds, and remain in couples; and the two appoint their 
yet whose mere mauners give them a social power which the 5 successors by standing in front of them. Margaretia't Bower h 
highest intellects might envy. To lend joy and grace to all \ played as follows: A little girl stands in the centre, the others 
one’s little world of friendship; to make one’s house a place around, holding the hem of her frock over her head, so that 
which every guest enters with eagerness, and leaves with { Bhe is hidden. A boy (the cavalier) tries to remove one of 
reluctance; to lend encouragement to the timid, and ease j * b ® circle; but, if he succeeds, the others go closer around, 
to tho awkward; to repress violence, restrain egotism, ^ un til he attempts to thrust them all aside; then, fearful of 
and moke even controversy courteous: these belong to the \ hdog caught, Morgan?tta breaks from the circle, and tries 
empire of women. It is a sphere so important and so S to catch someone, and the one caught is Margaretta. Grind- 
beautiful that even courage and self-devotion seem not quite \ <*0 Oom: Two children join hands, and spin around their 
enough without the addition of this supremest charm.” s foot together, while any verse decided on is sung; those that 
Tho notion that courteous manner* involve insincerity, is \ stop before it is concluded give place to afresh couple. Want 
very properly denied by the Colonel. “ So far,” he says, “ from \ a Work: The players stand within a circle, the work- 
thcir implying falsehood, their very best basis is perfect sim- \ "hop, with a master to supervise, and each offera to do certain 
plirity. Give a naturally sensitive organization a loving s work: cobbler, carpenter, what not, and imitate the move- 
spirit, and the early influence of a refined home, and the \ meat. When the Roaster disapproves of their efforts, he tries 
foundation of fine manners is secured. A person so favored < to push them beyond the circle; if he succeeds, the workman 
may be reared in a log-hut, aud may pass easily into a palace: > takes the master’s place. Pointer't Buff: A child, blindfolded, 
the few.needful conventionalities are so readily acquired, s hold* a stick, and touching one of the players, asks who it is; 
But I think it is a mistake to tell children, as we sometimes :» his object is to disguise his voice, so that he is not found out. 
do, that simplicity aud a kind heart are absolutely all that i; Threading Grand mother' t Needle : The players stand in aline, 
are needful in tho way of manners. There are perrons in \ hand in hand, and sing “ Grandmother’s eyes are grown so 
whom simplicity and kindness are inborn, and who yet never \ dim, her needle she cannot fill.” The two at the end reply 
attain to good manners for want of refined perceptions. And \ “Our eyes are bright and good, thread it for her we will;" 
it is astonishing how much refinement alone can do, even if !; and dart beneath the raised arms of the others, in and out 
it is not very genuine or very full of heart, to smooth the \ alternately, till they arrive at the top, when the next couple 
paths and make social life attractive.” !; repeat, 

lie finishes by quoting that golden maxim of Miss Edge- s 

worth’s: “ Everyone who makes goodness disagreeable, com- \ Fraudulent Agents are again going about the country, 

mits high treason against virtue.” Yet how often do we s soliciting subscriptions for “Peterson.” They generally do 

see really well-meaning women make themselves, and their » thia under which to ** * sufficient warning, 

opinions even, repulsive, by their curt and dogmatic, if not > We Uiat have no agents for whom we are 

absolutely offensive, manuers. 1 responsible. Sutwcribe through no one, unless you know 

- \ him or her personally, or know something about them. 

“The Yotoo Artot.” Out steel engraving, for thle < The 1,art *» *° remlt direct to n*. or enbecrfbe throng 
month, le full of grace and truth. A boy, born with tho ! 5 our >°“» » r J oln » clab * h » t80m ® acquaintance ia 

urtktic faculty, ie always sketching: on walk, books, every- ; U P* 

thing; and when the faculty is a real one, it is wisest to let ^ 

him indulge it. More lives are marred than is generally > Nothing Is So Healthy as some regular occupation, 
supposed by being forced into the wrong channel. “ Tho \ More than this. Idleness, and want of purpose, make 
ronnd plug,” ta use 'a homely simile, “ should never be put ; thousands of lives unhappy, as well as unhealthy. Rv* 0 
into the square hole.” < having a “ bobby ” is better than living an entirely uadem 

- life. 

To Dress In Taste adds greatly to the personal appearance. > ““““ 

A dowdy drees, or one out of fashion, makes the wearer < Always 8pkak Kindly of others, when you can do so, 
look prematurely old. The beautiful Is to be sought quite \ with truth. Moreover, always, if there is a doubt, give them 
as much in dress as in anything else. \ the benefit of it. “ For the greatest of these is Charity.” 

(330) 
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Splendid Premiums Foe 1882.—Our premium engraving ) 
for this year, to be sent to persons for getting up clubs, is \ 
entitled, u Hush 1 Don't Wake Them,” and is of the size of > 
20 inches by 16. No more bAmtiful ornament, to be ) 
framed, and hnng on the parlor wall, could be desired. It j 
is a work of real art, and a copy should be had by every l 
family in the land. It is, on the whole, we find, the most j 
popular of our premiums for 1882. Nothing gives such an 
air of refinement to a room as a handsome engraving. “ One 
good engraving,” the N. Y. Tribune says, M is worth a dozen 
ehromos.” 

Or, tit place of it, we will give, tor a premium, either a 
Photograph Album, or our Quarto Illustrated Album, 
which was so popular last year. The Photograph Album is 
bound in leatherette, or Imitation leather: the Quarto Album 
is bound in morocco cloth, gilt. 

For many clubs, an extra copy of the magazine will be 
sent For others, and larger ones, an extra copy of the : 
engraving, or either of the Albums. The inducements to get 
up clubs were never before so great; and probably will never 
be so great again. 

Note ie the time to get up clubs for 1882. It is never too 
late to do this. Wo can always supply back numbere to Janu¬ 
ary, inclusive. ‘ Specimens are sent, gratis, if written for, to 
those wishing to get up clubs. 

Thb Best Earth For Flowers of a hardy kind, we would 
say to onr old subscriber D, who askB the question, is that 
which is largely composed of sand. All flowers like a sandy 
soil, especially those which are fragrant: it should be mixed 
In the proportions of a third-part to one-third of leaf mould, 
and one-third of good black earth. Each class of flower or 
plant naturally likes the soil that best promotes its growth, 
which is soon shown in its healthy appearance. A once 
popular writer remarks that, for hardy plants, ** if, in the 
autnmn, dead leaves are swept into a mound, and soap-suds, 
brine, etc., of the house be thrown upon the mass, it will 
quickly decompose, and become available the following year: 
it makes an admirable compost mixed with garden mould; 
and if clay be dug several times, and each time mixed with 
ashes, it will become light and friable: that is, runs like 
coarse readily through the hands.” 

One Or Our Novelets for last year, “The News From 
Yorktownby Mrs, Mary Y. Spencer, is being copied, ex¬ 
tensively* in the English periodicals. So are a large num¬ 
ber of our stories by Sirs. Stephens, Frank Lee Benedict, etc., 
eta, thus affording new proof that our novelets and tales 
are the best of their kind. In that sense, “ Peterson ” stands, 
pre-eminent, as a literary magazine. Most of our cotem¬ 
po ranee copy their stories from English sources, while the 
Englbfl i monthlies, on the other hand, copy from “ Peterson.” 

Additions to Clubs may be made, at the price paid by 
the rat of th* dub. When enough additional subscribers 
are sent, an additional premium will bo given. Go on, all 
through the year, therefore, adding to your clubs, and earn¬ 
ing more and more of our beautiful premiums. 

The Colored Pattern for a table-cover, in the front of 
this number, is one of those expensive affairs which are to be 
fouud in no other magazine but u Peterson.” Each one of 
these patterns, in fact, costs as much as a chromo of the same 
sice. 

A Household Blessing. A gentleman, remitting a sub¬ 
scription for his wife, says: “ Your roagazino is just the thing 
to refresh the mind of the tired mother and wife. And, in 
that sense, R is a household blessing.' 4 

Any Subscriber for this magazine can have either the 
* Photograph Album,” or the “ Quarto Illustrated Album,” 
for fifty cento. Or we will send both for one dollar. 


In Future, All Letters Intended for this periodical should 
be addressed to Peterson’s Magazine, Philadelphia, instead of 
to Charles J. Peterson. There are several gentlemen of the 
name of Peterson in business in this city, and onr letters 
often go to the wrong persons in consequence, causing de¬ 
lay, and sometimes even loss. There can be no mistake, 
however, if all letter* are addressed to Peterson’s Magazine. 
There is but one Peterson’s Magazine, and if all our letters 
are directed to it, there will be no such errors. Hereafter , m 
consequence, please direct yowr letters not to Charles J. Peterson, 
but to Peterson’s Magazine, 306 Chestnut St., Philadelphia. 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

Studies In Medittval History. By Charles J. BtRU, LL.D n 
Late Provost of the University of Pennsylvania. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
Philadelphia: J. B. IAppincott A Go.— This is a Vork of the 
very greatest merit: the best of its kind, beyond question, 
in the language. What a Murray’s guide-book is to a 
traveler visiting a new country, this is to a student begin¬ 
ning to study mediaeval history. It is a concise, yet com¬ 
prehensive summary of the political, religious, and social 
life of Western Europe, through every mutation, and of the 
influences, which, through them, have moulded modern 
civilization, from the time of Honorious down to the present 
day. The grasp and breadth displayed by Dr. Still6 is very 
remarkable. His insight—for there is snch a thing—is as 
great as his industry. He seems, intuitively, to know 
where to find the clues which will guide him through tho 
dark labyrinth of the Past. The multiplicity of dotails, the 
conflicting accounts, which puzzle others, do not ’deceive 
him. His grasp, all through, is firm and surts: he never for 
a moment loses his way. What Freeman, and Byrce, and 
others, have narratod, in volumes of detail, he tells, in sub¬ 
stance, in a few hundred pages, and in a singularly lucid 
style, the idiomatic English of which cannot be praised too 
highly. While the work, as a whole, is so comprehensive, 
every separate part of it is thoroughly well done. Take, for 
instance, the chapters on the laboring classes, on the 
enfranchisement of the serfs, and on tho development of 
commerce, subjects which have been the stumbling-block of 
more than one historian, and which other? have apparently 
been afraid even to approach. Yet Dr. StillS solves tho 
puzzle, in a few masterly pages, tlmt are ns succipct as they 
are conviucing. Tho work ought to become a text-book. 

Numa Roumestam. , By Alphonse Daudet. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
Boston: Lee <t Shepard. —This novel has had an extraordi¬ 
nary success in Paris, principally because Gombetta is sup¬ 
posed to have furnished the idea of the principal character. 
There can be no question that the portrait is drawn with 
great force, oven with genius; but.the book, on the whole, 
is not a pleasant one. Tho volume is unusually well 
printed, and several good engravings illustrate the text. 

Winning The Battle. By Mary VOn-Erden Thomas. 1 vol, 
12mo. Philadelphia : T. B. Peterson A Brothers. —This is an 
American novel, the scene shifting from North to South, from 
Boston to New Orleans, as tho plot of the story demands. 
Many of the Incidents are quite dramatic. The novel 
belongs to the realistic school. 

HomoseRe. Round Robin Series. 1 vol., 12«o. Boston: J. 
B. Osgood A 0>—The chief merit of this novel Is its local 
color. The scene of the sttfry lies In Virginia, before the 
war. The author is evidently quite at home on the banks of 
the James. The famous Gabriel insurrection enters Into 
the plot The story is very pleasant reading. 

A Child of Israel By Edouard Gadol. 1 rol., 12rwo. Phil¬ 
adelphia: f. B. Peterson dt Brothers.—A translation from the 
French. The story is full of incident and interest, and 
keeps the reader’s attention absorbed, from the first page to 
tho last 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

The Newspaper Press continues to spook of “ Peterson,” 
to use the words of the Bradford (Pa.) Star, as giving “ more 
for the money than any other.” The (Jo rydou (Iowa) Demo¬ 
crat says: “That forerunner of fashions, and auxiously 
looked for lady’s magazine, is hero; and its superb colored 
fashion plate, paper patterns, choice reading, and unequaled 
household department, bring joy and happinesB to its patrons. 
No well-regulated family should be without it.” The Lan¬ 
caster (Pa.) Era calls it, as hundreds of others call it, “ the 
cheapest and best” It is still in time to subscribe or get up 
clubs. Back numbers can be furnished, from January in¬ 
clusive, if desired. Specimens are sent, gratis, to those 
wishing, in good faith, to get up clubs. 

Horspoud’s Ann Phosphate, for abuse of alcohol. John 
P. Wheeler, M. D, of Hudson, N. Y., says: “ I have given it, 
with present decided benefit, in a case of innutrition of the 
brain, from abuse of alcohol.” 

The Lono-Standing reliability and integrity of such a dry- 
goods house os that of Messrs. Jordan, Marsh A Co., Boston, 
Maas., is proof of the unlimited confidence placed in them by 
their patrons. Like all other enterprises which they enter 
into, their Mail Order system, or Country Order business, is a 
grand suocess; and those who purchase in that way, by aid 
of their Catalogues, which are mailed free, are highly satis¬ 
fied with the result. 

Ab Spring Approaches, everyone wonts green peas; and 
the best we know otys the American Wonder Pea, which our 
advertisers will find <j^t oil about by consulting our adver¬ 
tising pages. JSeo Seed and Plant Department. 


MOTHERS* DEPARTMENT. 

[Medical Botany— Op the Garden, Field and Forest.] 

BY ABRAM L3VEEEY, A. M., M. D. 

No. 4.—The Dogwoods—Oorntts Florida, Etc. 

Nine indigenous species of Cornus are described by Wood,, 
and four*by Darlington, as growing in Chester county, Pa. 
But three species have claimed the attention of the medical 
profession; of which the Cornus Florida, tho Common or 
Flowering Dogwood, is chief. This is a small tree, usually 
seen in the margins of woods, ten to twenty feet high; the 
yonng branches often verticellate in fours. Leaves, ovate; j 
three to five inches long, becoming crimson in autumn. The ! 
true flowers are small,-in a close, cymous umbel or head; < 
surrounded by a large, four-leaved, oboordato, chowy In-! 
▼olncre. These leaves are in opposite pairs; white and j 
petal-like; sometimes tinged with purple. Every person I 
living or travelling in the country, in May, recognizes the 
beautiful white blossoms of this troe in our woodlands; and 
the drupe*, of a vivid, glossy redness, in the early autumn. 
The wood of this small tree fa very close-grained, hard, and 
firm; and makes beautiful small articles of furniture. In 
lieu of iron, the woodman uses wedges made of this tree; the 
young, straight stems make good hoops for the cooper; and 
the slender, verticellate branches ojuce furnished distaffs for 
spiustere in the good old times of &ur grandmothers, when 
such females had a practical existence in the community. 
The petals and the bark make an excellent tonic. Mothers 
would do well to havo their children, pick a basket of the 
white involucres above mentioned,and dry them on an open 
garret floor. When tho Cinchona or Pomvian banc was high 
or difficult to obtain In country places’ much r&liafice was 
placed on Dogwood bark. A century and a Quarter ago, 


according to Kalm, there was so much faith in its virtues, 
that, “ when the cattle fall down in the spring, for want of 
strength, the people tie a branch of this tree ou their neck, 

| thinking it will help tlieyi.” Doubtless, bad the branch been 
infused in hot water, and their feed mixed with the infusion, 

| much better results would have been obtained. Some fanners; 
>. who always plant by signs, put in their corn crops when 
| tiie Dogwood is in full bloom. 

I A strong infusion of the bark or flowers may be taken ad 
[ libitum, to arrest the paroxysm of ague; more moderately, os 
\ a tonic and appetizer. But quinine (or some one of the salts 
| obtained from the Cinchona bark) is the great remedy for not 
only intermittent, but remittent fevers; and is going to be* 
perhaps, for all time to come: the foolish prejudice of the 
j ignorant against it to the contrary notwithstanding. And 
j as the Cinchona tree is not indigenous to our country, and 
. cannot, therefore, be embraced in this series, tho writer 
wishes, iu this connection, to advise with mothers in refer¬ 
ence to it. As ice water, pork and cabbage, etc., w ill kill or 
prove injurious in certain conditions of the system, so may 
quinine do injury, if {injudiciously used. This is the case 
with aliments and medicince alike. Quinine may do harm, 
if taken when the patient has much fever or headache; whon 
the stomach and liver are disordered; or if he is “ bilious;" 
and the bowels, at the same time, constipated. But remove 
the febrile condition by perspiration; the deranged stomach 
by an emetic; the constipation and headache by a cathartic; 
and then quinine can be taken with the utmoet confidence, 
safety, and with invariably good results. Why, bless me, 
wrliat is quinine? No green-headed monster, surely? But 
simply the chief active or medicinal principle residing in the 
bark of a simple, innocuous tree. 

Quinine never has and never will “get in the bones,” or 
make ono “stiff,” in the present or future time. Nonsense I 
Some preparation of merctry—calomel or blue pill, which 
is often administered before or during the use of quinine- 
may ; but, for honesty’s sake, please don’t attribute any 
stiffness or aching Ijppes to tiio quiniue; for it is a false 
assumption. After , correcting the gastrio and intestinal 
derangements by the nieosures^fgresaid, then the mneouf 
coat of tho stomach and bowels becomes fitted for the proper 
reception and operation of this great remedy. Every disease 
of an intermittent or periodical character, whether uetfralgia 
of the head, fhee, or kidney: whether pain In or about the eye, 
f or tooth, etc., can be promptly cured by free doece of 
< quinine, during the remission of pain. In fact^aU diseases 
| are essentially intermittent or periodical--—a law of uni venal 
; nature; and quinine, properly handled, makes short work of 
i most diseases. 


PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 

-•^■Everything relating to this department must be sent 
to GEORGE CHINN, Marblehead, Mass. All communica¬ 
tions are to be headed: “For Peterson’s.” All are invited 
to send answers, also, to contribute original puxxlee, which 
should be accompanied by tiie answers.-©* 

No. 149. —Chaeade. 

[lb Amtcer.] 

My first is gathered in Sts prime. 

And stored away for winter time. 

My second is both tall and grand. 

And never seen' except on land. 

My whole is valued very high; 

For we shall need it, by and by. 

Efmfro, N. F. Dear. 

i *■— ■■ 

Ne. 160 .—Haly-Sqdabr. 

1. An animal. 2. A vegetable. 3. To bo highly ex* 
cited. 4. To stupefy. 6. An article, ff. A consonant 

Hanltport, N. 8* A 
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GARDEN. — OUR 


COOK-BOOK. 


No. 151.— Amputations. 

Behead and curtail word® of the following signification®, 
and obtain a double acrostic, whoee primal® and finals name 
two tree®: 1. A fastening. 2. A tree. 3. A fruit. 4. 
Rough. 5. Brightness. 

Quarry rife, N. Y. Swt F. See. 

No. 152.— Fractional Pfblk. 

To one-fourth of map. 

To one-fourth of hasp. 

Annex one-eixth of battle; 

To one-fourth of herd, 

To one-fourth of bird. 

Again, one-eixth of rattle; 

Now, one-fifth of belle, 

To ono-fourth of doll, 

And thus will end th® prattle. 

Then the letter® unite; 

And with a will, 

Seek the ace of spade® 

Ip the game quadrille. 


Plofafletct, N. J. 


Answers Next Month. 


AWTKM TO PCULZf IK THX MaICH NUMBEB. 


D A B I 0 


MELEE 


D B E 8 8 

_ r- 
No. 147. 

Stagecoach. 


1. Crow, row. 

2. Ton, on. 

3. Dors, ore. 


4. Craven, raven. 
6. Lurn, urn. 

6. Keel, eel. 


the kitchen gardeu, or any other open position—sheltered, 
but not shaded—for tlie growth of the flower® we are Inter¬ 
ested in. Such ground should be treated as a good market 
> gardener would treat it—well enriched, open, not encuui- 
j bered with impedimenta of any kind. It must have a walk 
around it, within a wide border; but, apart from thin, the 
fewer walks the better. It can be thrown into four-feet 

< beds; but in this case, the little pathways need not be grav- 
t ailed or edged: they may simply be marked out with the 

< feet. It is better to see ground covered with floweriug 
j plants, than devoted to edgings and much gravel. If any 

< edging is used, it should be of thin stone, sunk in the earth; 

! as natural stone edgings are never offensive, troublesome, or 
; costly. Flints or hnif-suukeu bricks will do as well, if the 
thiu stones so easily got in the western counties are not at 
hand. With the aid of such a division of the gardeu, the 
; cultivation of many fine hardy plants becomes a pleasure; 
whether it is a bed of seeding verbenas, of Alpine auriculas, 
or of any favored flower much used for cutting, the culture 
is the most certain and pleasurable that one can adopt. \V ell 
furnished, such a garden is a delight to the owner, and all 
visitors. When the things do get tired of the soil, or require 
a change, having no formal plan of beds, it is more easy to 
establish a rotation among the flowers; zftaking the carnation 
bed of the past few years the bulb ones for the next, and so 
on. It would be easy to change one’s favorites from year to 
year, so that richly-feeding plants would follow those of a 
surface-looting kind; and thus the freshness and novelty of 
the gardeu would be kept up. Tlie abolition of all edgings, 
beyond one or two main lines through the space, would tend 
to more careful culture; as the whole spot could be so read¬ 
ily dug up or otherwise attended to. Sueb a plot, well done, 
would be a paradise for ladies who wish to cot flowers in 
quantity; and also a great aid in replenishing other arrange¬ 
ments op the margins of shrubberies, in the flower garden 
proper, or on the rock garden. It is also a great help to 
those who wish to exchange with their friends or neighbors, 
in the generous way all true gardeners do. The space that 
such an arrangement should occupy, will, of course, depend 
upon the size and wants of the place, in every case; but any¬ 
where, where the room could be spared, an eighth of an acre 
of ground might be devoted to the culture, in simple beds of 
favorite flowers; and even the smallest place should have a 
small plot of the same kind. 


THE GARDEN. 

Hints On Bedding Out Plants.— The common w*y is to 
put almost every choice plant in what is called the mixed bor¬ 
der; and placing it there very often means losing it A well- 
mixed border is a pretty sight but they are rarely seen. The 
poor effect iu these borders results from frequently repeat¬ 
ing the same plant when it happens to be popular or showy; 
from haviug plants which speedily overrun the border, 
and rob the others; and bv ill-placing nearly all the plants. 
Plenty of room and good soil are of course absolutely neces¬ 
sary. Such plants as carnations, cloves, stocks, and pansies, 
last long in bloom, and may be introduced with good effect 
iu almost any position; except, perhaps, into a set pattern of 
carpet beds. It is not that they always want ground to them¬ 
selves, but they may often be grouped with other plants. 
For instance, carnations may go with a thin group of stand¬ 
ard roses; or may be interspersed with late-blooming gladioli, 
rising thluly over the carpet of gray carnation leaves. So, 
again, pansies are admirable for mixtures of this kind; but 
tlie mixtures must be of plants that help each other, not 
injure each other. But the plan, wholly Indispensable for 
an interesting garden, is to have a piece of ground, in or near 
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OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

\ 9&*Etery Receipt in this Cook-Book hat been letted by a 

< practical housekeeper. 

j MEATS. 

Yorkshire Padding.—Make a thin batter, as for frying, with 
| a pint of milk and some flour; season with salt, pbpper, and 
a little nutmeg grated fine. The batter should be perfectly 
j smooth. Beat up the yolks of four eggs and the whites of 
\ two, and strain them into the batter. Beat it well with a 

< fork for some minutes, then pour the mixture, to thi tliick- 
; ness of an inch, into a tin, buttered freely, and put it into 
' tlie oven. When the pudding is set, lay it in the tip, slant¬ 
ing, in front of the fire, nnddr the beef which is roasting; 

- and when the top is well browned, take the pudding out of 
‘ the tin, and expose the under side of it to the action of the 

< flre. When done, cut it up in diair.ond-sbaped pieces, and 

; garnish the Joint with them. % 

! Roost Sirloin of Betf .—Cut off most of the flap, and trim the 

Joint neatly. Have a clear, brisk fire, well built up. Place 
\ the joint close to it, for the first half-hour; then move it 
j further off. Baste frequently. When nearly done, sprinkle 
the Joint well over with salt. Put a small quantity of water 
j in the dripping-pan; then pour off the gravy; free it effectn- 
> ally from fat; and poor it over the joint in the dish. Time 
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of roasting: about three hours, for a ten-pound to twelve- ' 
pound sirloin. Garnish with scraped horseradish and York- { 
shire pudding. Serve horseradish sauce in a tureen. !; 

Rabbit Pig. —Skin two rabbits, wash them thoroughly, and j 
cut them into small joints. Have ready some lean bacon, and ) 
one pound of rump or beeftteak; cut both into small pieces, • 
plaoe them all on a large dish, or on a chopping-board, 
spinkle them with salt, pepper, chopped parsley, and thyme; : 
mix all well together, and put them in the pie-dish, adding 
force-meat balls, or the yolks of hard-boiled eggs. Fill the ; 
dish with water, cover the whole with alight paste, heat up 
an egg, with a pinch of salt, glaze the pie with it, and bake ; 
in a hot oven two hours. j 

Beeftteah-and-Oy tier Pie. — Beat the steak gently with a ; 
rolling-pin, and season it with pepper and salt. Have ready i 
a deep dish, lined with not too rich a pastry. Put in tho l 
meat, with layers of oysters; then the oyster liquor, with a } 
little mace and a teaspoonful of catsup; cover with the top 
crust, and bake. Yeal may be used instead of beef, if pro- . 
forred. < 

Hortseradigh Sauce. —Grate a quantity of horseradish; boil 
it in sufficient water to give it tho consistency of sauce; add • 
a pinch of salt, and two or three tablespoonfuls of tarragon ' 
vinegar; then stir in, off the fire, a gill of cream, beaten up 
with the yolk of an egg. \ 

rasusTB. | 

Lemon Sponge. —Ingredients: Two ounces of istnglasB, one j 

and three-quarter pints of water, three-quarters of a pound > 
of pounded sugar, the Juice of Are lemons, tho rind of one* \ 
the whites of three eggs. Hode: Dissolve the Isinglass in > 
the water; strain it into a saucepan; and add the sngnr, \ 
lemon-rind, And juice. Boil the whole from ten to fifteen } 
minutes; strain It again, and let It stand until it is cold and \ 
begins to stiffen. Beat the whites of the eggs, put them to \ 
it, and whisk the mixture till it is quite white; put it into a j 
mould which has been previously wetted, and let it remain \ 
until perfectly set; then turn it out, and garnish It according 
to taste. | 

Rice Souffle.— Pick and wash a teacupful of rice. Put it j 
into a saucepan, with a pint of milk sweetened to taste, and > 
a pod of vanilla; let the milk boil till tho rico is thoroughly j 
done. When cold, remove the stick of vanilla, and work In j 
tho yolks of six eggs, ono by one; then stir iu the whites of : 
eight eggs, whipped to a stiff froth. Pour the mixture into j 
a plain cake mould; put it into tho oven at once; bake for ] 
about half an hour, and serve iu the mould, with a napkin 
piuued around it. \ 

To Make Fine Ihncakeg, Pried Without Butter or Lord.— Take - 
a pint of cream, and six new-laid eggs; beat them well to- \ 
gether; put in a quarter-pound of sugar, and one nutmeg or \ 
beaten mace—whichever you please; as much flour as will ) 
thicken—almost as much as ordinary pancake batter; your ( 
pan must be heated reasonably hot, and wiped with a clean { 
cloth; this done, spread your batter thin over it, and fry. ” > 
Cabinet Sauce. —Bub a teacupful of sugar, and ono table- > 
spoonful of butter, well together; then tho well-beaten yolks l 
of four eggs, the Juice of one lemon, and half of the grated \ 
peel; one teaspoonful of cinnaipon; beat all well together ] 
for ten minutes, then add one wineglassful of wine; set It on ^ 
the stove and let it get hot, but do ndt boil it; stir continu { 
ally while heating; ponr it over the pndding. ; 

Orange Pie. —Grate the peel of doe fresh orange; take the } 
juice and pulp of twofiarge oranges; add to them a teacup of 
sugar, and the beaten yolks of three eggs; mix a teacup of ;• 
milk with the whites of the eggs, beaten to a stiff froth, j 
Bake in a puff paste. ; 

CAKES. i 

Hot Qrom Aw.—Into one and a half pounds of well-dried j 
flour rub four ounces of moist sugar; warm a quarter of a \ 


pint of milk, but not hot enough to scaM the yeast; make 
a hole in tho middle of the flour, and put in a quarter of « 
teacupful of good thick yeast, which is not too bitter, or it 
will taste in the buns-v pour on it your warm milk, and mix 
about one-third, or nearly half, of the flour with it, leaving 
the rest unmixed around the sides of the pan. Set it in a 
warm place to rise, for three-quarters of an hour or on hour. 
When it has well risen, melt a quarter-peund of butter, and 
mix it with some milk; let it be on the fire until it Js worm; 
and then mix it, with the rest of the flour and sugar, into a 
dough: when mixed, it should bo rather softer than bread 
dough. Put it to rise for about a quarter of an hour, and 
then mould it into round balls; cut a cross on them; put 
them on buttered iron plates, and then into a warm place to 
rise or prove; when well risen, bake them in a hot oven. If 
you wish to have currants or carraway-seeds and spice in 
them, mix in either of these when you add the butter and 
milk. Tho spice to be used is oqual quantities of ground 
ginger, allspice, coriander, and carraway-seeds, mixed to¬ 
gether; put as much of this as you think sufficient. 

Rice Cake*. —Take a quarter of a pound of ground rice, 
one-quarter of a pound of sugar, two ounces of butter, two 
eggs, half a toaspoonful of vanilla, or any flavoring preferred. 
Stir the butter and sugar into cream, add the rice by degrees; 
then stir in the eggs and vanilla, and put the mixture into 
patty-pons, not more than three-parts full; bake about a 
quarter of an hour. * 

TOILET AMD SAXITAKT. 

How to Take Care of FMr*.— -Ladies, It has been remarked, 
as a general rulo, imagine that care in putting away furs is 
all that is required; they think they cOn wear them when 
and how they ploase, provided they expand a few pence for 
camphor when they lay them aside. This idea should be 
corrected. More harm is done to furs bV wearing them for 
a wook after the weather has become Warm than during a 
whole cold season. When they are put aside, they should 
be brushed the right way with a soft brush; an old linen 
handkerchief folded smoothly over them; and a piece of 
gum camphor kept In the box rill VKe time, to scare intruders 
in the shape of moths. 

How to Clean Hair Bruthm. —It is best to clean two at a 
time, in this way: First, comb them weR, to remove the loose 
hair or dust; then dip the bristles only in very warm water; 
sprinkle each brush with plenty of powdered borax, ana 
rub tho two together; after they are cleansed thoroughly, 
have a pitcher of hot water, and pour it over the bristles; 
keep the bock of the brush as dry as possible. Shake the 
water well out, and dry quickly in the sun. Brushes washed 
in this way will retain their Stfffhess. 

For Bmrtu. —Clear lime-water, mixed with as much Ifnseed 
oil ss ft Will cut; shske the bottle before applying; wrap 
the burn in cotton wadding, saturated with the lotion; wet as 
often as it appears dry, without removing the cotton from 
the burn for nine days, when new skin will probably have 
formed. 

Ftaxeeed Tea, for Invalid*.—Taka three tablespoonfuls of 
linseed, about one pint of water, and boil for ten minutes. 
Strain off the water, put In a Jug with two lemons, cut In thin 
slices; put also so mo brown sugar. A wineglassful of wine 
,s an improvement. This has been found most nourishing 
for invalids. 

Linen. —A tablespoonfhl of black pepper, put lu the flist 
water in which gray and buff linens are washed, will keep 
them from spotting. It will also generally keep the colon 
of block or colored cambrics or muslins from running, ami 
does not harden the water. 

Wart* may be removed, saps a celebrated physician, by 
rubbing them night and morning with a moistened piece of 
muriate of ammonia (sal ammoniac). They soften sod 
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dwindle away, tearing no each mark ia follows their dis¬ 
persion with lunar caustic. 

For a finds*.—To prerent the skin from discoloring after 
a bruise, take a Utile dry starch or arrowroot, merely moisten 5 
it with cold water, and place it immediately on the injured j 
Part 


FASHIONS FOB APRIL. 

Fro. l—House-Dress, or Lioht-Grekm NunVYklliho 
jucd Plaid Summer Silk. Two narrow knife-plaitings 
finish the bottom of the skirt Above this is a flounce of the 
nunVvetiing. Then alternate puffings of the plaid silk 
and of the nunVvetiing. The silk puffings are shirred. 
The corsage and the aide and beck draperies are of tho silk, 
the sleeves of the nun's-veiling. Bows of daik-red ribbon 
add greatly to the effect of this spring-like toilette. 

Fro. 11 .— Beceftion-Prms, of 3Iaize-Oolobei> Summer 
Cashmere. The skirt is trimmed with a plaiting of cash¬ 
mere, edged with a very narrow knife-plaiting of poppy- 
colored satin. The dress opens at the side, over a simulated 
skirt of brown and poppy-colored brocade, and the same 
material forms the collar and trimming for the front of the 
corsage. The drapery is deep and full, %nd whero it opens 
orsr the brocaded piece, it is edged with a piece of wide 
white embroidery. The same kind of embroidery is used on 
the corsage and sleeves. 

Fio. ni.—W alkino-Dresb, or Black G ken a dike, and is 
worn over a black, linen-backed satin,, A plaiting and puff 
of satin edges the skirt. Above this are muuy flounces of 
the grenadine, the fourth one being edged with a narrow 
plaiting of the satin. The waist Is raado Princess style, with 
upright folds across tho front. Tho wido sash is of watered 
ribbon. Bonnet of yellow straw, trimmed with black sathi 
and black feathers. 

Pic. iv.—Carriage-Dress, or ViolitoColored Foulard. 
The front of tile 'skirt is trimmed with a series of ruffles, 
woven to correspond with the figure on the skirt. The edge 
of the long shawl drapery is also trimmed with the same. 
The corsage is high, but cut out square in front, and filled 
in with violet-colored surah silk, and the whole is trimmed 
with white laco. Ththe^pmrter sleeves, edged with two ruffles 
of lace. Stnrir bonnet, trimmed with violet silk, violets, and 
pale-yellow btitteruifpe. 

Fio. v.— Wajeixo-Dress, or Dark-Blur French Bunt¬ 
ing, worn over a petticoat of narrow, gay-colored striped 
mtin. The bodice is shirred front and back, and is worn 
with a wide waistband, with sash ends, of the gay satin. 
The bunting skirt is plain and simply draped. The three- 
quarter sleeves are ornamented with the striped satin. Bon¬ 
net of satin, of the color of the bunting, with red roses. 

Fioa. vi. and vu.—F ront and Back or a Walkiko- 
Costvme, or Stiutkd-Silk Seeds axd Plaih Silk, trimmed 
with silk embroidery. The tunic, which is trimmed with 
tilk embroidery, opens over a pointed drapery, which falls 
over a plain piece of tho embroidery. Two knife-plaited 
ruffies trim the edge of the skirt. The plain silk bodice has 
a tonic, formed of the two materials, which fall in a square 
end, and is trimmed with two rows of the embroidery. The 
poiuted bodice is trimmed with folds of tho silk serge and 
narrow embroidery. This drees would be charming, made 
of sephyr cloth or fine percale, and trimmed with white 
Hamburg embroidery. 

Fro, mi,— Walking-Brim, or Fine French Buunne, 
The skirt is entirely plaited, except for two plush panels, 
one on each side. The Chariot jacket is cut away in front, 
and reaches only to the sides. At the back, the bodice 4s in j 
the Princess style, and the drapery is looped over the plaited 
skirt Tho cape is shirred on the shoulders, and that, as j 
well as the pockets, is-trimmed with plush. 


Fie. ix.—Hovsn-Daaas, or Mtbtls-Gbxem Cashmerm. 
Tho foundation of the skirt is silk, and finished with a 
plaited flounce. The skirt ia almost covered by another 
akiri, plaited into organ-pipe plaitings. A scarf, gathered 
in the centre, goes around the skirt about half way up. 
Two other scarfs, coming out from tho point of the bodice, 
fasten into the puff at the back. Gathered bodice, with a 
deep collar, gathered, and edged with a ruffle. The gathered 
plastron, or front of the bodioe, fastens on the left side, as 
will be seen. 

Fio. x. —Thusa, or Black Grenadine, tor Halt Mourn¬ 
ing. Tho skirt is of silk, and is oovered with many side- 
plaited ruffles. At the back, thoro falls a drapery of tho 
grenadine and black English drfipe, looped together. The 
mantle is of grenadine, trimmed with a nsSSo of the same, 
and a band of English erdpe. Shirred grenadine collar. 
Bonnet of black straw, with black feathers. 

Fro. xi.—D ress, or Black Surah Silk, Trimmed with 
Black Spanish Lack, for Halt Mourning. The bottom of 
the skirt is trimmed with two knife-ploitings. Tho front is 
very much gathered. The drapery at the aides (which conies 
up on the hips, over the edge of the bodice) is trimmed with 
the Spanish laco; at the back it falls in pulls, uud where it 
meets at the top, there Is a bow of black watered ribbon. 
The collar and cttffli ere formod of Spanish lace, put on 
plain. Bonnet of gray chip, trimmed with gray alluded 
feathers. Gray gloves. 

Fio. xii.—Walklno-Dress, or Crbam-Colorkd Oamrj/s- 
Hair, worn over a skirt of almond-colored silk, trimmed 
with five full flounces. The camera-hair skirt is cut away 
in front, and falls plain in a redingoie style at the back. It 
is scalloped all around. The pockets are largo and square. 
Tho small, cape is scalloped as w ell as tho pockets. The 
bodice is double-breasted, and fastened with llglit-bruwn but¬ 
tons. Am aTmond-coloredJdBk sash passes around the waist, 
and tie* low down in frofct. Oeantcolored chip bonnet, 
with tearosos and brown leaves. 

Fig, xiiiw—W alkiko-Dresb, or Navt-Blur Serge, stitched 
and embroidered with white. The skirt falls in wide plaits. 
Princess bodice, with square tunic falling at the back, and 
embroidered in small figures In white in the corners. The 
large collar is stitched in white. 

Fro. xiv.— Spring Bonm^oe Leghorn, laced with black 
velvet, fastened with bladjnpe strings, and trimmed with 
sulphur-colored surah, and^firphur-colored feathers. 

Fio. xt.—Silk Fan, with Japanese decorations, and a 
monogram interlaced with a branch of palm. 

Fro. xvi.— Sleeve pom Summer-Dress, gathered at the top 
and at tho wrist in three puffings. 

Fro. xvii.—Hat, or White Straw, trimmed with white 
surah and crimson roses. 

Fro. xvui.—P arasol, or Black Striped Satin. Tho 
handle has a bird perched on the end. 

Fro. xix.— Parasol, or Brocaded Slljl, trimmed with 
lace, and with a bow on the top, to match the principal color 
in the brocade. 

Fio. xx.— Collarette, formed of two rows of Spanish 
lace, Calling below a narrow collar of the same lace. Black 
velvet bow. 

Fio. xxi.— Hat or Write Straw, faced with black vel¬ 
vet, and trimmed with daisies and white ribbon. 

General Bxma&ksv —We spoke at length last month with 
regard to the newest materials and oolore for spring. 
Sateens have ati the finish of the handsomest foulards, and 
when first made up, look as well. Those on a white ground, 
with small, gay bouquets or single flowers sprinkled over 
them, ore exceedingly drreay, and with oare cun bo worn 
two summers to look well. 

White Mudmu will be very popular the coming season, 
trimmed with eyelet-hole embroidery, as well as with Ham¬ 
burg embroidery. As to all waahingnlreases, if they ore 
made in a very elaborate manner* but great care thoold be 
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taken as to wearing them; for they seldom look ae well after \ 
coming from the laundry. 

Combination Dresses (that is, when they are mode up with a J 
skirt different from the rest of the dress) are still fashionable, > 
though the plain material is not so frequently used for this > 
f purpose as it has been for two or three years past. > 

' Latent, with large spots like moons, are very dressy. > 
Sometimes the grounds are white, with colored moons; some- J 
times of a light shade, with moons of a darker shade. One c 
exquisite lawn was of soft apple-green mull, with forest- ' 
green moons on it White lawns, or molls, that are as soft > 
as cobwebs, lmve large pansies, carnations, roses, etc., spriuk- ? 
led over them. ' 

Gingham « are ns beautiful and almost as silky-looking as > 
many of the summer silks, and when trimmed with white < 
embroidery are very stylish. s 

Mantle* are more dressy-looking than jackets, and are > 
made long or short, much trimmed or little trimmed, just as \ 
the fancy dictates. CumeTs-hair, cashmere, chariot, or silk ' 
are used. The fronts are often loose and square, falling over \ 
the arms like sleeves, and are cut in at the waist, at the " 
back sloping out below the waist, so as to fall easily over \ 
the tournurc. ^ 

Bonnet* have scarcely altered in shape since last year. The > 
small capote is the most usually becoming to those who have < 
passed their youth, though women of all ages still wear the i 
large bonnet. Flowers are much worn; bnt not so largo as ( 
those of last year; small, fine flowers in clusters or trails are > 
the most popular, though not so stylish or becoming, wo < 
think, as the larger kind, of a natural size. > 


OUR PARIS LETTER. 

Wm nm Pirn* Champs. 

Wo have very lovely materials, this spring, particularly in 
silk gauzes; which, once fashionable, became then neglected, 
but now seem destined to a fresh lease of favor. They come 
watered, in all the light, delicate shades, os well as in black, 
chestuut-brown, and myrtle-green. Gauzes are also shown 
with plain grounds, sprinkled at wide intervals with very 
large round satin spots, of the same color as the ground¬ 
work. Then there is another style, with the spots smaller 
and closer together; and finally a third style, with the spots’ 
the size of a ten-cent piece, and very thickly strewn over the 
groundwork. These three patterns will be used in the same 
dress, the underskirt being made of the large-patterned 
fabric. Over that will be placed a draped overskirt, in two 
divisions; the upper half being the smallest-sized spot, and 
the lower the pattern of the second size. The corsage will 
bo composed of plain ganzo or satin. Or else the overskirt 
will l>o made entirely of the second-sized pattern, and the 
smallest-sized dot will be employed for the corsage This 
novel fashion admits, as will be seen, of a variety of arrange¬ 
ments and groupings. 

Cashmere, in combination with watered silk, forms the 
material for the new woolen suits of the season. The short 
cashmere overskirt is raised very high in front, so as to show 
a handsome box-plaited underskirt of wat d silk; the 
cashmere draperies foiling very low at th *^Jc, so as Just 
to show a flnger’s-breadth plaiting of watt silk around 
the hem. The corsage of cashmere may be set with bows of 
watered silk at the throat and wrists, or may In. a vest and 
wide cuffs of that material. The first style is the newest and 
most youthftil. Spanish lace, in wide, full ruffles, is often 
set on the overskirt in front, so as to give a richer and more 
fully trimmed appearance to tbs dresses. Three ruffles of 
Auger-wide lace are often used in this manner. White suits, 
in these combinations, are very pretty, and are much used 
by young girls for evening-dresses or bridesmaid’s dresses, j 
Now that box-plaiting has come into vogue again, there is a ' 
talk of reviving tarletane, as a material for party-dreeses for j 


young ladies. English tune Is also employed for the same 
purpose. It is a much firmer and stronger fabric than the 
French tulle, which tears and crushes like paper. 

Amongst the newest walking-dresses are those composed 
of a long, straight redingote of light lady’s-cloth, cut open 
in a long square in the skirt-front, and with double-breasted 
corsage-front, closed with polished gilt or silver buttons. 
This gnrmeut is worn over an underskirt, on watered or 
plain silk, matching the coat in color. Sometimes the under¬ 
skirt is in a darker tone than that of the coat, chestnut-brown 
watered silk being used .with a coat of beige-colored cloth. 
The exact match is newer and in better taste. 

The flat knlfe-pinitlngs are going out of fashion, shirred 
or gathered ruffles and box-piaitings taking their place. The 
new summer silks tiave small lines on a white ground, some¬ 
times crossing each other to form pin-checks, and in other 
instances forming pin-stripes. These silks are made with 
the skirt covered with a series of flounces, each headed with 
two rows of shirring, and edged with a narrow, flat plaiting. 

The old-fashioned mantle, in ruffles of lace, with the sides 
coming over the arms, and felling In vHde, rounded ends in 
front, has been re-introduced. 

Knots of Inch-wide pale-pink watered ribbon, placed amid 
the ruffles of black lace, on the corsage of an elegant toilette 
of black grenadine or black satin, set off and enliven tbs 
dress in exquisito'feshfen. 

Lucy H. Hoofer. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fio. i.— Boy’s Speino Costume, of Mixed Tweed. The 
knickerbockers are short, and the Norfolk Jacket has a wide 
collar. Scotch cap. 

Fio. ii.—Girl's Costume, or Fixe Stbiped Woolen 
Material, or Dove-Color, Red axd Greek. The skirt is 
made plain, with a Princess bodies and tunic, turned up and 
looped at the back. The ouflb and collar are of dove-colored 
satin, the collar forming a kind of hood at the back, opening 
over a shirred satin piece. 

Fio hi. — Girl’s Costume, or Fawh-Colored Nr n Weil- 
ino. The bottom is trimmed with three gathered ruffles. 
The front and back are gathered into a yoke, and shirred at 
the waist. The sleeves are also shirred at the wrist 

Fio. iv.—Little Girl’s Bonnet, or Brown Straw, 
trimmed with two shades of brown ribbon. 


OUR PURCHASING AGENCY. 

After many argent requests, tee 'tome time tine* established « 
Purchasing Agency , and encouraged by the substantial recogni¬ 
tion that hat followed over effort* to meet the want* of persons 
t risking the beet selected good* from the EASTERN MARKETS, at the 
lowest prices, tec again call attention to our unsurpassed ad¬ 
vantage* for supplying everyth tno used in the HOUSE, to the 
entire satisfaction of all t eho favor as with their order*. Special 
attention is given to every article bought; and the list include* 
Ladies', Gentlemen's, and Children'* Wear , Wedding Outfit*, 
Inf (mi*' Wardrobes, Wedding, Hobday, and Birthday Prevents, etc. 

Tfle advantages gained by all persona tendin g their order* to 
our Purchasing Agency have been ap p reciated by the large number 
who have been served since it ha* been established, in the saving 
of money, time, and trouble. 

Sample* furnished, only on receipt of 25 ceals. Circular* are 
free to any one meriting for them, containing fvM particulars, and 
mode of doing business. Remember all are s erved, not osdy oar 
subscribers , but any one else ht want of good* or wearing appar*L 
Address all communications for our Purchasing Agency to 

MRS. MARY THOMAS, 

P. 0. BOX 1690, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


Digitized by 


Google 



ADVEBTISBMENTfc 


337 



SHEET MUSIC! 


What a Three-Ccnt Stamp Will Do. 


It will do more than anv other piece of pnper 
of iu sire and value in the world. It accom¬ 
plishes what would, a few years ago, have been 
deemed impassible. That talismanic placard on 
the corner of an envel: pe or package commands 
the use of capacious and beautiful buildings 
wherein to receive your letters, orders trains of 
cars to carry them, and starts an army of men to 
deliver them. It brings information from every 
section of the country nnd tidings of pleasure as 
well. But the crowning consideration is the fact 
that a three-cent stamp sent to A. Vogeler &Co.. 
Baltimore , Md. t with the applicant's name ana 
address, will procure a copy of St. Jacobs Calen¬ 
dar, repleto with interesting reading matter, and, 
better than all, containing specific instructions 
for the treatment and cure of rheumatism, neu¬ 
ralgia oud all painful dL cases by the use of Ft. 


We are now selling all the latest and most 
popular pieces of the day at the 
uniform price of 


FIVE CENTS A COPY! 


■ ■ ■ ■ VMM I W ri V Wl I I 

This Music Is the same in every respect as that whlcM 
has hitherto been sold at from 30 to 75 cents a copy. The 
paper on which It is printed Is of the best quality, and U 
it full Sheet Music site . Any pieces selected from our list 
sent by mall upon receipt of two 3-cent stamps for each, 
or twenty piec*s for one dollar. Liberal discount to dealers. 
Partial List of Pieces: 

VOCAL. 

Alice, Where art Thou? All Among the Clover; All on 
Account of Eliza; Answer of Molly Darling; As I’d Noth¬ 
ing Else to ao; As You Like It; At the Ferry; Awfully 
Awful; Awake; Baby’s Tress of Golden Hair; Baby 
Wants to go to Sleep; Bailiff's Daughter of Islington; 
Banbury Cross; Banner Song; Barney’s Courtship; Be¬ 
hind the Scenes; Beside the Susquehaminli; Bird In the 
Hand; Bird of Love; Blue Alsatian Mountains; Blue 
Glass; Bridge; Brother’s Lullaby; Buckles on her Shoes: 
By the Sad 3ea Waves; Cackle, Cackle; Carry on the 
Same Old Game; Chorister; Clang of the Wooden SI>oon; 
Cleansing Fires tClocheiUi; Clouds and Sunshine; Come, 
Merry Birds of Winter; Come when the Soft Twilight 
Falls; Convent Slept; Country Lad; Crime; Danube 
River; Darby and Joan; Dare to do Right; Darling 
Little Gertie; Dear Little Shamrock; Dear Old Farm; 
Dear Old Friends; Doctor’s Chorus; Douglas, Tender 
and True; Down by the Old Mill Stream; Dream Song; 
Drummer’s Song; Embarrassment; Every Inch a Sailor; 
Ever or Never; Eyes w Blue; Fairly Caught. 

INSTRUMENTAL. 

Marches.—Boccaccio; Defile Military; Evans’Grand; 
Fatlnltza; Garfield's Funeral; Hobart Pasha’s; Jolly 
Tar’s; Mascot; March Inmromptu; My Native Home; 
Nancy Lee; Napoleon’s; Soldier and Sailor; Strogoff; 
Swedish Wedding; Waves of the Ocean; Wedding. 

Waltzes.—Always or Never; Beautiful Blue Danube; 
Bella; Blossom; Boccaccio: Breeze of the Night; Brown 
Jug; Cascade of Roses; Can’t 8top; Charming; Citron 
Blossoms; Covent Garden; Eye-Bright; First Kiss; 
Flower of St. Potersburgb: Gentle Spring; Gertrude’s 
Dream; lllnsloni; Let’s be Gay; Little Buttercup; Little 
Fairy: Little Sweetheart; Mascot; Man In the Moon; 
No, Never; One Finger; Patience; Pearls and Laces; 
Petit Corsair; Pinafore; Plule de Roses; Poet and 
Feasant; Queen of the Fairies: Racquet; Royal Middy; 
Sirenes; Spelling Match; There's a J.etter In the Candle; 
Valse in A fiat; violet; Wreath; You and I. 

Polkas.—Beautiful Eyes; Bella Bocca; Cascade of 
Roses; Celestine; Farewell; Flcurette; Glidlug Down 
the Stream; Golden Robin; Gypsy; Madam Favart; 


JacobsOil. Concerning the efficacy of this won¬ 
derful substance, the following must impress the 
reader:—Hon. Thomas L. James, Postmaster- 
General of the United States, when Postmasterol 
the City of Ne*7 York, concurred in the following 
testimonial f.om Wm. H. Wafeing, Esq.. Asst. 
General Superintendent Third Division Mailing 
and Distributing Department. New’ York Post- 
office: * 4 I take pleasure in advising that the sam¬ 
ples of St. J acobs Oil left for distribution among 
the clerks of this office, have, as far as thev have 
boon tried, proved equal to all that is claimed 
for the Oil. The reports from tho several super¬ 
intendents and clerks who have used the Oil 
agree in praising it highly. It has been found 
efficacious in cuts, bums, soreness and stiflhesa 
of the joints and muscles, and affords a ready re¬ 
lief for rheumatic complaints.” Ool. Samuel H. 
Taylor, Washington, Ind., and ex-Postmaster ol 
Cumberland, Md., was cured of rheumatism by 
6t. Jacobs Oil. 


Card Collectors, 

cents for Sample and Price-List. 

G. H. HOBART, 206 Pearl Street, N. Y. 


ROOKS ON BUILDING, Painting, Decorat- 

iJ ing, etc. For 1882, eighty-page Illustrated Catalogue. 
Address, enclosing three 3-cent stamps. 


treae, enclosing three 3-cent stAm] 


WM. T. COMSTOCK, 194 Broadway, New York. 


BltGANS 

W arc well made, 
f with good tone 
and good taste, 
ues sent free. 

>rnttlcboro, Vt. 


Illustrated Cntnl< 
J. ESTEY Oc CO.. 
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•^-SEEDS,PLANTS & SHRUBS*^ 


BUSS’S AMERICAN WONDER PEA, 


msss^ 


Extra Early, Very Dwarf ( S to 10 Inches), liu- 
quires no Busliln^, Exquisite Flavor. 

Rev. Henry Ward Beecher says: "Your peas are wonderful; 
none others so good. Another year, I do not mean to plant any 
others, early or late." 

Circular giving full description mailed to applicants. 
CAUTION.— As there is an inferior Pea in the market 
Am erican Wonder.” be s ure and get the genuine 

"BLISS’S AMERICAN WONDER." 

Prices.—O ne-third pint package, ao cents: pint, « cents: 
quart, $1.00; by mail, post-paid. 

B. K. BLISS Sc SONS* 

HAND BOOK for the FARM AND GARDEN, 
800 BeautlAxl Illustrations, 

With a richly colored plate of a Group of Pansies, and a descrip- 
uve pnce-list of aooo varieties of 1 -lower and VBUBTABLB 
Seeds, Bulbs, Plants, etc., with useful information upon their cult* 
ure. 150 pages. Mailed to all enclosing 6 cents to pay postage. 

THE AMERICAN GARDEN. 

A beautifully illustrated monthly journal devoted exclusively 
to the garden. I ts contributors arc all acknowledged authorities 
on the subjects treated by them. 

Valuable Seed Premiums given to each subscriber. VoL nr. 
Commenced January, i88x 
|ia» per year; 6 copies, $5.00; sample free. 

B. K. BLISS & SONS, 34 Barclay St. New-York. 


Will b« mailed rxss to all applicant*, snd toeu»tom«r» without 
ordering It. It contain* fir# colored plate*, 600 enrrarlnrt, 
•bout tOO pare*, and full detcrlptioni, price* and direction* for 

B (anting 1500 rarietle* of Vegetable and Flower Seed*. PUnU, 
rail Tree*, etc. Invaluable to all. Send for It. AdHret*. 

D, M. FERBY A CO., Detroit, Mich. 


THE DINGEE & CONARD COS 

_BEAUTIFUL EVF.R-B! OIIMI.NG 


it making a SPECIAL 
S. 60 LARGE HOUSES 

Pot Plants suitable for imme- 
*ly, jxwtpaid.to any post-office, 
r choice, nil labeled,for 51; 
6 ror $4: 35 for 55: 75 for 
r NEW CUIDE,««"»r^ 

deqantlf/ xUuelmted—frte to all. 

<1 CONARD CO. 

West Orove, Chester Oo., Pa. 


D m ARE THE i ^ 

EST SEEDV 

Are entirely the product of our own Ihrms, and 
are unwtirnnftaed by any In the world for purity 
and reliability. RuiNt’n Garden Alumnae, 

containing ly-2 i»ages useful information, with price* 
mailed on receipt of 3e. stamp. 

tW" Whol(*al«.Pr\ce-Li*t for Merchant* on application. 

ROBERT BUIST, Jr. y Seed Grower. 

_ PHILADEL PHIA. 

rillUWFOR ANY ONE OF THE AA 

■ I'IlftjJSgrhoice 1'ollections ui'lfcst-s, hll 
III IJcTS shrubs. Greenhouse Plants, Vl VI 
Trees. Grape Vines, Snmli 
ITJnvQSMFruit*. Heeds, Ac. For example: 12 

WcSCl 'A H <*?n ice Roses. 81; 1 2 Tuberoses, SI; 1 2 
KfiZuflBK'ariiatioDS. 9 Is 12 Geraniums, H t; 20 
VerbenaB, Hit 8 Applea. H I; O Peach, s 1; H Grapes 
81; 25 Raspberries. 81; 40 Sweet Cbc tnuto. HI; 
100 Hardy Catalpa, HI; 25 packets choice Flower 
Seeds, 81. Hundreds of others (’HEAP, and niany 

NEW AND RARE! f.^t collection of DIME 

Plants. All mailed poetaoepaid.n IId oafe arrival quar - 
anteed. A t ’ntnlogne of about IOO pages FREE. 
28th J>«r. 18 G~renhou.*f*, 400 Acre*. 

The 6T0RR8 A HARRISON CO.. Painesville, LaksCo.,Ohio 


Over 1500 distinct Varieties. All strong Plants, 

each labeled, delivered safely by mail. Largest assort¬ 
ment. Low prices. robustness 28 years. Guarantee 
"it hj action. Stock comprise* all derivable mrietiet. Only 
mature plants sent. Our new Illustrated Hand-Book, 
sent free, contains name and description of each plant, with 
in >trictlons for successful cultivation. Don't purchaee planU 
the,there before sendinq for our new t| A 5!n» DPIOH 
All lovers of flower* shonld have our flftlsU bUUft 
r.vory buyer oi cheapplani» should havoit. Kvenr one want¬ 
ing new nnA choice jtlanf* should send for nur Hand-Book. 

HOOPFS. BROTHER A THOMAS, 

GHEnnY Hill N uhseries. West Chester, Pa. 


E CONOMY IN THE GARDEN. Save money, time 
and disappointment by planting 

Dreer’s Garden Seeds, 

always fresh and rellablo. Dreer’s Garden Calendar 
for 1882, mailed free, giving descriptive and price lift* 
of Vegetable and Flower Seeds, anclevery thing for 
the garden. 

HENRY A. DREER, Philadelphia. 


By Mall. Splendid Premiums! 

Lower than ever. 8 r.KD i*or Catalog!**. 
WM. B. REED. Chsmbersbnrg. Pa 



VICK’S VEGETABLE AND FLOWER SEEDS are used by hundreds of thousands of the host culti¬ 
vators in the world. They are new, sure to grow if decently treated, and produce the most gratifying results. Tbrj 
will make the garden bloom and the owner smile. My FLORAL GUIDE will tell you how to get and grow them. 

VICK’S FLORAL GUIDE for 1882 is an elegant book ofl60 pages, two Colored Plates, and 1,000 Ulnstn- 
tions of the Choicest Flowers, Plants and Vegetables, and directions for growing. Sent to any one for 10 cents. In 
English or German. ,, 1 

VICK’S FLOWER AND VEGETABLE GARDEN, 176 Pages, six Colored Plates, and 500 Engraving*. 
For60 cents In paper co vers ; $1.00 in elegant cloth. Jn German or English. 

VICK’S ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY MAGAZINE, 32 Pages, a Colored Plate in every number. and 
many Fine Engravings of Flowers and Plants. Price, $1.25 a year; five copies for $5.00, Specimen numbers sent ft*r 10 
canto] 3 trial copies for 25 cento. Address, Digitized bJAMKS VICK, Rochester, N. Y. 












5^0 NLY ^ 

IO CENTS 


FREE,AVALUABLE BOOK 


KIDNEY WORT 


KIDNEY WORT 


CHOIGE SELECTIONS 


Readings: Recitations 


W0 m 5 Pi m Symptoms—Moisture, Intens® 
IR 11 II ltcbiug, most at night. 

A JfcaliMfty SWATHE'S OIHTMEUT -sure cure. 
It is EQUALLY EFFICACIOUS in CURING ALL 
— such ns Pimples, Blotches, Rash. 
CTl T iff Tetter. Itch. Salt Rheum, no mat- 
OJ L All ter h ow ob stinate or longstanding. 

DISEASES SW OOTME1IT. 

m r r - by I)ruggi8l3 . 


fe> DYES. 

are the Bin pleat. Cheapest. 
' Strongest and most brilliant 
Dyes ever made. Ono 10 cent 
package will color more goods 
Jye ever sold. 24 popular colors. 
7 fabric or fancy article. Send fcr 
l be convinced. Set of fancy cards, 
p’k’g. dye, all mailed for 10 cent®. 
ARDSON * CO., Burlington, Vi. 


To any suffering with Catarrh 
or Bronchitis who earnestly 
desire relief, I can furnish a 
means of Permanent and Pos¬ 
itive Cure. A Home Treatment. 
No charge for consultation by 
mail. Valuablo Treatise Free. 

“His remedies are the outgrowth 
of his own experience; tnov aro 
tho only known means of per¬ 
manent curr.”— frrotit. 

Rev. T.P. CHILDS, Troy, 0. 


Gives a 
Pwaaawtly 
BEAUTIFUL 
hCoapl&xIan. 


MORPHINE HABIT. 

No pay till cured. Tea 
years established, 1,000 
cured. Stato.caso. Dr. 
Marsh, Quincy, Mich. 


I have a positive remedy for the abovo disease: by 
its ubo thousands of cases of the worst kind and of long 
standing have been cured. Indeed, so strong is my 
faith in its efficacy, that I will send TWO BOTTLES 
Fit EE. together with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this 
disease, to any Bufferer. Givo Express and P. O. ad¬ 
dress. Da T. A. SLOCUM. 181 Pca-1 St., Now York. 


To every lady and gentleman sending a threr-cent stamp. 
LIVINGSTON A CO., Publishers, 78 Water St., Toledo, O. 


30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE! 

We send free on 30 da\s’ trial Dr. Dye's Electro- 
Voltaic Belts and other Electrio Appliances TO 
MEN suffering fn»m Weakness, Impaired Health, 
and Kindred Troubles. Also for Rheumatism, 
Liver and Kidney Troubles, and many other dis¬ 
eases. Speedy cures guaranteed. Illustrated Pamphlet 
free. Address 

_VOLTAIC BELT CO., Marshall, Mich. 


FOR THE PERMANENT CURE OF 

CONSTIPATION. 


No other disease is so prevalent in this coun¬ 
try as Constipation, and no remedy has ever 
equalled the celebrated Kidney-Wert as a 
cure. Whatever the oause, however obstinate 
the case, -proper use of this remedy will 
overcome it. 

Dll CQ THIS distressing com- 
■ 1 LfcOi plaint is very a;:t to be 
complicated with oonstipation. Kidney-Wort 
strengthens the weakened parts and quickly 
cures all kinds of Piles even when physicians 
an d m edicines have before foiled. 
t 7 *If you have either of theso troubles 

price" 


Can now grasp a fortune. Outfit worth 


®10 free. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 
Barclay Street, New York. 


nfadypn:ited Infancy type lOctmll names fl. 
Agents make 40 jxr cent. Book of 90 S tyles for IvSS 2He.or free 
witk $1. order. CAYTON PRINTING Co. North lord Ct. 

3 Most Beautiful Advertising Cards ever seen, 
given with a copy of Notie Such Recipe Book, for 25 
cents in stamps. Gforob C. H \NFonn, Syracuse, N. Y. 

A /V New Chromo Oanls, in 40 styles,or 25 New Year 
‘it/ Cards, with name 10c. Nassau Card Oo., Nassau, N. Y. 

S KINNY MI N. «’WMU* Health Renews" pfc&res 

health and vigor, cures Dyspepsia. $1. 

T HE GEM Cigarette Maker. A practical novelty. Makes 
perfect tobacco or cubeb cigarettes. By iimil, 30c. Cir¬ 
cular free to Agents. Ives A Co., Sole Mfrs., New Ilaven, Ct. 


Druggists Sell 


Elegant Genuine Chromo Cards, no two alike, 
with name 10c. SNOW & CO. Meriden, Conn. 


A Home Testimonials, from cures of Nervous Debility, 
ivvU Rheumatism, Blood, Kidneys. A specialty l-y Da. 


Fitler, 909 Walnut Street,Philadelphia. Sent by mail free. 


13 The Rivals. 59 A Mexican Adventure. 88 Left to 

HLjdxEvo. 27 Good Friend*Again. 89 May’s] 

18 Under False Colors. 28 No Beggars Need Apply, 40 Imprls 

18 Adventures of a Bachelor 29 A Nebraska Adrenturo. 4t Under 

17 A Raco for Life. 20 The Meeting. . « A Uarr 

18 Murderer’s Hollow. 51 ThoTaloof StanJsUus. 47 It was 

19 All’s Well that Ends Well 82 Diamond Cut Diamond. 44 Out Up 

20 Cheated of tho Price. 83 Left till C&llod For. 45 The Co: 

21 Tho Father’s Secret. 84 A Mustache, and What 44 A Strut 

2S The Husband k the Lover Camo of It. 47 I Alone 

23 A Sea Adventure. 35 The Well of Dretlnv 48 Woster 

24 Lovo Among the Dishes. 39 Making It Hot for them. 49Tho01< 

25 Salem Witchcraft. sr Ltou and the Shark. 50 Tho Pn 

>cr and order at once, wo will send 25 tar Fifteen Cent3, cr AI 
not nil an order for lea* than FIFTEEN CENTS. 8ond Ono or Th 

' wo muet sell. 

THOMPSON & CO., 22 Ceekman Streel 

Digitized by VjOOQI 


ft The Broken Dyke. 

S 8iivc-d by Telegraph. 

4 How She Lost Him. 

C My Deaf Wlfoand Annfc. 

« Slimpklu’s Revenge. 

I The Chemist's Story. 

8 Crimes of t ho Ocean. 

9 (Jurlth, tho Norwoglaa 

Beauty. 

10 Ad&lina, tho Coguotte, 

11 A Terriblo Story. 

U Tho Tratjper’s IW*V 

Ifyou will namo this pat 

^Sunps? Lavo*an lmmenso stock and we. 

La Aa 71 
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IWASHER 

We 'will guarantee the “LOA'ELL” WASHER to 
do better work ami do it easier and in less time 
than any other machine in tho world. Warranted for 
five years, and if it don't wash the clothes clean with¬ 
out rubbing, we will refund the money. 

AftCiSTC UfAUTCn in every county .We can 
Alien B V WAN I Cl I show proof that Agents 
are making from $75 to $150 per month. Farmers 
make $200 to $500 during the winter. Ladies have 
great success selling this Washer. Retail price only 
>65. Sample to those desiring an agency #2. Also the 
Celebrat'd KEYSTONE WRINGERS at manufact¬ 
ure! s’ lowest price. We invite the strictest investiga¬ 
tion Send us vour address'on a postal card for further 

particular*. |_QVELL WASHER CO., Erie, PS. 


LADIES 

by using 


desiring to add to their personal beauty 
and charms can unquestionably do so 


The American Popular dictionary, $1.00 


Champlin’s Liquid Pearl. 

It not only removes every blemish, but gives a glow and 
bloom to tho complexion. It is absolutely harmless. Ladies 
of fashion give to it the highest recommendation. Send for 
testimonials. Ask your druggist for it, and Luke no other. 
Beware of imitations 50 cents a bottle. 

_ CIIAMFLIX A LO., Pr ops., Buffalo, N . Y. 

POPULAR MUSIC 

“p live. Il-.t V1...... 11, A .. will 


/CAMS/ 


.PIMPLES, 

Lblack hcads.J 

PV FLESH LA 
(£\ WOR MS,<1 


-JpTia*NS KVKK! wo 
4 v A, -i.-H TUB fc*fGU9U 
C.UAGF, With ltl 


KcmlTTymTin^K^paWI, u L>on receipt of only six three 
cent stamps. lOO piece* or our latest ana best Music, 
consisting of 8one*» ltallud*, Waltze*, Polka*, 
Ac., Arc., together with all the <;ents from the latest 
Comic Opera*, now nil the mge. They are Ele¬ 
gantly printed full Music size. This opportunity 
will not occur again. Address. „ . 

M* V. JONES,F* O. Box 3030, Boston. Maw. 

CARD COLLECTING STITaTtIIK RAGE. 

Wo are Polling 75 varieties of NEW DESIGNS chrtjmo 
and fancy advertising cards for 25 cts. and three 1 c. stumps. 
State whether you want with genuine advertisements or 
bla nk. FRANK II. PIXKHAM, Newnrn N. IT. 

Y ATTD IT K JMT} Finely printed in Fancy Tvpo on 
UUA IJiUTlEi 50 all New Stylo ChroinoCards 
(no two alike), 10 eta., or 2-7 Extra Large Chronio (lards 
(no two alike), 10 eta Agent’s Large Sample Book. 4< c. 
35 Fun (iu-dis, 10c. Clikton Bkos., t.lintouvillo, Conn. 
** rv Superb Chromo6, Rich irid ltaro Designs, with name 
0\! on, 10 cents. VANN & LO., Fair Haven, Conn. 

► A Beautiful Chronio Cards, tho New Picturesque, Bird & 
f)vJ Motto Series, no 2 alike, name on, 10c. always please. 
A fine Album of Samples, 25c F. W. Austin, Fair Haven, Ct. 

UTTOUTTU A TB A Quick, complete cure, all annoying 
DUOnUnilDA Kidney Pi sen se n, gl at druggists*. 

PURCHASERS READ!! 

WAftDSf^fl 0 1O© «52-S? k *B5 

Xw " lOe.or 50 Genuine Chrsrno* En- 

tirdy sew,lat »t edltion/best in the market, 10c. or 85 Lnrgc alro 
New Floral Fnibo**ed C’hromo*. tosnedlSRlv 10c. Satin 
Fringe Card* a Specialty. Agt#S.impl» Bcok of a!! styles, Including 
Itcvcl-ed.re A I mnorted Card ',15c. Gmt indtieeiiients,and Fle- 
pnnt premiums offered. Printer* supplied with blaak Card*. Send u* 
m>o order ar d bo convinced that we are determined to please von. 
STAR PRINTIN G CO. Northfbrll Conn, v 

••MEDICATED CREAM'* 

I- ■i|pi|»jn rj ^-ni in a scientific and the only fru>irn 

wBaf&IgB&ijM] SURE and Infallible cure. * It 
rf>movcfl « clean and completely, , 

days only, leaving tho skin clear 
and mnooth and unblemished al¬ 
ways, or money refunded. Mailed in plain wrapper for 30 
rents in stamps, or two for 60 cents, by GEORGE N. 
STODDARD, Druggist, 1220 Niagara Street, 
iinfYnlo, N. Y. Pamphlet gives over 200 testimonials 
of quick cutes. 

J£S~- Exactly a* represented and tho doctor reliable; has 
been in the drug business in Buffalo oyer 10 years, 
tiny you saw this in Peterson. 


- This useful and ele- 

^.|3S«Hnrg55?^^* rrinl volume Is a com* 
K|yMfflBKfa£2ESfl|L)leto Library and 
* n cyclopaedia, as 

V -jwell as the bost ‘l>tc- 
-v^gjltlonary In tho world. 

- * cloth and gilt. 0 It COff° 

TAINS bvkkv word Iff 
A $, tub iy*GU 9 U LAff. 

QUAd*. with Its true 
^ moaning, derivation, 

?. c ‘ !> poll lug and pronoun. 

inm elation and a vart 

T amou tit of absolutely 

SZZiX'l* necessary Information 

Ll upon science. Mylbri* 

^ 7 hi i» Eg °* y ’ Biography, Am- 

, , u *gtiS9 erlcan History, Laws. 

Ofi w Eal etc., being a perfect 
Library of reference. 
Webster’9 Dictionary 
costs $o 00, and tbo 

American Pop- 




| r '^j 1 ^ American Pop- 

costsonly $| X . ^wertni 
ten thues tho mone^” 

have never seen Its equal elthor In price, finish or con¬ 
tents .’’—The Advocato. “A perfect Dictionary and library 
of referonce*’—Leello’a Illua News. N. Y. One copy of 
tho American Popular Dictionary (Illustrated), the great¬ 
est and best book evorpubllshed, post paid to any address 
on receipt of $ | -ttlT'Entlre satisfaction guaranteed. Two 
copies postpaid $ 2 . Order et Opce. This offer Is 
good for 60 days only, and will novorbe made again. Six 
copies for Five Dollars. Get Are ot your friends to 
eoud with you andyuu got your own book free. 

World tf&nafaoturmg Co., 122 Nassau 8t.. New York. 

Our readers will find this 
wonderful booh the cheap¬ 
est Dictionary published. The 
information it contains is worth 
many times the amount asked 
for it, and it should be in the 
possession of everybody. With 
this booh in the library for refer¬ 
ence, man y other much more ex¬ 
pensive works can be dispensed 
with, and ignoi'ance of his 
- country, history, business, laws, 
etc., is inexcusable in any man . 
Note the price 9 $1, post-paid. 

AN D NOT 
WEAK. OUT. 

C B r* by Watchmakers. By mail. 80 ct*. Circular? 
OU LD FUEK.J. b. B1KCH A CX>., 38 I>ey bt.,N.Y. 

O'VfYiy A Your and Expenses to Agents. Outfit Free. 

Ql i l Address P. 0. VICKERY, Augusta, Me- 

Series For 1882. 

iiiilW B* AEicffnnt Imported deslirna, nil Chro- 
*'"mw,(xxx board) in beautiful color*. Gold 
A 8liver,German «fc French Florals, hcenery from tbs 
Iflvcr Rhino, Arctic Scene*, Slooro*« Merles, Ocean 
* lews. Bird Mottoes, Ac. name in fancy script type, lOe.or 
Large size Embossed Chro* 
"Qmo*,name in any style, 10c. Ag’ts 
iruike tO per cent, 14 packs of either f^r #1. Our beantl/ul bound 
Pock cf tOO Stvl<«.»,<»r 25c, Full psrf 'cwlar* with every er- 

4-r. Blank Card*at v.UolesaU.O A RD If IT.1.8 Northford C« 


fT" A KEY ,• THAT 

L__ W LLWLSiO W ANVW*TCi 
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(Write for particulaxi; mention this publication.) 

An Age In Advance of all other Inventions. 

From a single spool makes a seam stronger and more beau¬ 
tiful than by any combination of two threads. 

AUTOMATIC 

OR “ NO TENSION” SEWING MACHINE. 

Ladies careful of Health ami appreciating the 
Best will now have no other. 

VILLCOX & GIBBS S. M. CO., 658 Broadway, 
Now York. 

Philadelphia: 1437 Chestnut Street. 


t AT. T.’FI 



HEH.TH PRESERViKO 

i CORSET. 

SOMETHING ENTIRELY NEW. 
Ly anovclarran&cmrnt of tin© 
colied wire springs, which yield 
readily to every movement of the 
wearer, the most PERFECT 
FITTTNIA ard comfortable cor¬ 
set ever made is secured. 

Is Approved *7 tio 2»*t rhpxicUni. 
For sale by all leading dealers. 
Lady Agents wanted. 

PRICE DY MAIL, $1 60. 
Manufactured only by 
CHICAGO CORSET CO., Chicago, Ill. 
_— _ And 

MORE Y^?E FUND Ed fOY, HARMON A New Havtn.rt. 

THE 

STAUDAED 

SILK 

OF TUB 

WORLD. 







EUROPE!!! 

Cook's (iruinl LxcursioiM leave New York, April 
27tli, June 8th, and July 1st, 1882. Full particular in apeclul 

Pamphlet, i)<*utfree on application. 1’aasuRu tickets 
by alt Atlantic nteamera. Special larilit it* for ia*cur- 
ing good berths. Touriat tickets for individual 
travelers in Europe*, by ail routes, at reduced rates. 

Cook’s Excursionist, with Maps, by mail, 10 cents. 
THUS. COOK & SON, *61 Broadway, N. Y. 
C. A. BAfiATTONI, Manager. P. 0. Box 1611. 

WEBSTER’S 

Unabridged—New Edition 

baa 118,000 \Vorda, (3000 more than in 
any other Engliah Dictionary,) Four Pagoi 
Colored Plates, 3000 Engravings, 
(three times the number in any other Dictionar} ) 
and a Biographical Dictionary giving 
brief important facts concerning over 9700 
noted persons. 

Recommended by Stato Supt's of Education in 
30 States, uud by 30 College Presidents. 
Publ ished hyQ & C. ME RRIA M Springfield, M ass. 

GOL^ 

PENsr 

PENCILS, HOLDERS, CASES, ETC. 

The CALLi-GMPHIC PEN 

A GOLD PEN AND RUB11ER HOLDER, conUlnlng 
Ink ft»r Sovernl dwys* writing. Ciia be carried In the pocket. 

I Always ready for mo. A luxury to (KTaona who caro to 
j preserve their individuality In writing. 

MABIE, TODD & BARD, 

180 llroadwtiy. Now York. 

j Send for Pric»-Lid. Our goods are sold by first-clxM dealers. 

and Chnonu» Curds, uam* <>n lt»c. B <>k of 
rjll Samples 25c. F. M. Shaw 6c Co., Jersey City, N. J. 



I Transfer Pictures, lO cents. 1O0 h*rrap 
Pictures, lO cents. Stamps taken. J,W. 
FRIZZELL, ltaltimore, Md. 


f^ANCY CARDS.—2 sets (lOeanls) and catalogue n«w 
F styles, 6c.; 5 sets, 15c. (». P. Bk owWj I ■ ' . M»h. 

44 |)OPGn ON RATS." Ask druggists for it. Clears 
It out rals, mice, roaches, bedbugs, skunks. 15 cents. 


50 
— 140 


All ChromoM, elogant designs. Bouquet, Goodluck.etc. 
name on, in (SM,10<S. E. H.PARDEE. Fair Ilavt n, < r. 
Largo Chrotno Cards, no two mI ikwith im 
cents Postpaid. G. I. Rr.rn 6k O., Niuomu. N. Y. 

I Qd\/ Atfnntc Ckn secor# permanent employment with 
LaUJf /V 5 OUL 0 good salary soiling tjiieon City Skirt 
aiidStockingHupnorteni.etc. Sample outfit V ree. 
Address, Queen City Susp ender Co., Cincinnati, 0. 


Books! MCts, Each. Books! 

This Unparalleled Offer, 

«f svsry mss, woman and child Is Antrim whs tan r«s4T Boats mouths aloes be Advertised tea useful bedfet l r a tents. Tbs 
soecsMof that offer has encouraged us to now l»soe another ssiiostfsn, nearly doable the itn or those prevloestv advertised, and much 
■eater sad baadoQnaw. The following new books are ssch published in neat pamphlet form, handsomely Illustrated. and printed 
keen large, clear type on fine paper. Tbcr are not TTtfle short stories, bift are valaable books*—com piste V>t| ndvels and other works by 
the fhi*iao*t writers of Europe and America, and in oloth-bound form would cost at least |i .00 each. be mil tend tA« entire lie4. 
Ten In Humbert b mail, post paid. Sipos receipt of Only 25 cents Uposlag* Stamp*. Tkb Utkic are as follows : 


1. WH0€H UBH lit onuut mm Fy Alfred Ten- 

arson. This charming book contains all autst vdrka of the cele¬ 
brated Poet Laureate at In gland. 

2. UHSTOitiUlStKt PEOPLfL This moat tn tovCtln g weft 

■Batatas the histories of «U the celebrated Stater men, Authors, 
heo, Rdltort, Clergymen, Pinnae lags, etc., of the prescut day, 
illustrated with lifelike portraits;_ 

A TUI BISTORT AID BY8TVBT #T OtBXVI TUVBGB. 
A complete Baeyelopmdia of nseful knowledge, describing the 
p en ce m of maanmetare of all the e-mmoa end familiar things 
which we ate every day around us, likewise the cnltnre sod man* 
•er of growth of ell Muds ef foreign (twits, oats, spies*, etc., with 


4. TUI LACREL BTSH. A r.ortL By Miss Unlock, anther 
of *• John ftallfkx. Gentleman.” etc. 

&. AI06 BARTON. A novel. By, George Bllot, igtlur of 
* Adam Bede.” The M1U on CTfe Bosk” etc. 

6. CAPTAIN ALICES LEGACY. A sotvI. Bj M. T. Caldor, 

the celebrated American aulber. (of •* Bast Lynne.*'ete. 

7. HENRY A RE ELL. A novel. Br Mrs. Henry Wood, author 
A. RETRlIILTlONj oe. tbeUTVteryef the Mill. An American 

novel. By Margaret Blount. 

9. A BILDED BIN. A navel. Bj tbs author of " Dors 
Thorne," ” Madotln’s Lover." etc. 

10. BLCB EYES AID ROLDKB H |IR. A novel. By Anal# 
Thomas, author of ” Playing for High S akes," eto. 

Remember, we will send all the above books by mall, poet-paid, open receipt of only Tmentpfles cents la poetace stamps. Remember 


wlydoebte ilia slip of those far laerlr adrectiaad*A»4 mash handsomer in typography and execution, while 
Was there ever such a chance for getting to much /br so Utils mens* bt/brsP Twenty-fire eeatsln. 


the price retrains the same, was there ever such a chance for getting <0 much J 
vested is timet book* now will furnish enjoyment for the whole family for **eath* a come, to say aetiitag of the rafese&'lc t^emsetfet* 
yon will derive from them. JuU IMink o/it—t ®X1 valuable Books for 29 Cents! Don't miss th* chance / Send for 
lAru, asadiryeneuA aoosateaiionsly sar thntysu are not perfeeur raU»ilc<L •• *><1 refund year menev gbd inSmyoQ apr< Nrtu of 
them I Bat lean than the entire ll«t of um will be Mid. For SI .03 we Will send Five Beta of *• t*n hooks j thcnr.r* 
by shewing this advertisement and getting four of yonr neighbors to buy one set each, you can get yoar dvb book* free. A< 10 our 
relinbHtry. We refer to anv newspaper puhUkber in Now York, and to tha Commercial Ag-nefes. a< w« haveimmt loo* e*tahil'h' < J god 

tn wau-iuwwa. Address, Fa M. LUPTQM« Publisher* 27 Pork Place* Wow York. 
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Premium Eng ravings. 

It is the cuetom of "Priuon'i Maouins," m »H its old subscribers know, to engnre, every year, a premium 
plats, in ->rder to reward persons fretting up elulw. These plates are executed In the highest stylo of art, at an original 
cost Of from ONE THOUSAND TO TWO THOUSAND DOLLARS. - Peterson" having kept up this 
practice for many years, has now an unrivalled selection of such engravings. These are now. as a gr*d indvccucuL 
offered (poetage free) for Kilty Cents each, as follows: 

The Surrender of Cornwallis, . (27 inches 1 

Washington’s Adieu to Mis Generals, . 

Banyan on Trial, .. , ... 

Tinny an in Jail, .(27 

Washington/* First Interview with Mis Wife, .(84 

The Star of Bethlehem, . (24 

44 Our Father Who Art in Heaven ...(84 

Washington at Trenton, . (24 

Bessie’s Birth-Day, . (84 

Christ Weeping over Jerusalem, w . ....... ...(84 

Angels of Christmas, . .. (84 

Not Lost but Gone Before, . ....(84 

Christmas Morning, . (24 

Christ Blessing Little Children, . 

Washington at Valley Forge, . 

Gran*father Tells of Yorktown, . .. 

N. B.—Any reader of (hit advertitcmeni earn hate either of these engraving* bp remitting fifty cents, which it the mere ostt of 
printing and paper. Or fits wilt he seat for two dollar*. Always say which you wish. 

Address, PETERSON’S MAGAZINE, 

No, 306 Che stnut Street, Phlliddphia, Pa. 
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S UPERFLUOUS HAIR. Madame Wainbold’s Spodfic 
permanently removes Superfluous hair, without injuring 
the. skin. Send for a circular. Madamo Warn bold, 34 
Sawyer Street, Boston, Mu s. 

RRAIFPfFTTT. "silver thimble iff a 

eaAUiirUIl CINDERELLA SUPPER CASE ' 

Only 35 cents, by mail. Address L. WKIIKR, 
AGENTS WANTED. i*l 11th $t„ Brooklyn. N. T. 


ROSES! 


Ten Pine Plants for $ 1 , purcha¬ 
sers’ selection, all labelled. Our hand¬ 
somely illustrated catalogue, with de¬ 
scriptions of 1,500 superb varieties of plan ts and seeds, free. 
Send for it. Cascadr Rosr. Nursery, Richmond. Ind. 
~ MUSIC WITHOUT A TEACHER 
Anyone can learn in one hour. Send for a circular. J. G. 
Beidlema 2028 Fairmount Avenue, Philadelphia. Pa. 


BY AUTHOR OF “HELEN’S BABIES” 

Mrs. May bum’s Twins 

BT fOHN HABBERTON, 

“ Mrs. May bum's Twins " by the author tf^Jfc/cnls Babies'* is a good book for every husband', 
wife, father and mother to read; for it is a charming bit of work,filled to the brim with fun, frolic, and 
reality , and the author will have the thanks of everyone that reads it, for there is in it a sweet 
undercurrent of pathos that lends a special charm to the whole story, from first to last . 

Price in Paper Cover,, 50 Cents; or in Morocco Cloth. Gilt and Black. $1.00. 

"HELEN’S BABIES” SERIES. 

Price SO Cents each in Paper Gever; or $L00 each.in Morocco doth. 

HELEN’S BABIES. By John Habberton. HELEN’S BABIES. With 
Illustrated Cover and Portraits. 

MRS. MAYBURN’S TWINS. By John Habberton, author of “Helen’s 
Babies.” With Illustrated Cover. MRS MAYBURN’S TWINS. 
THE ANNALS OF A BABY. Fully Equal to “ Helen's Babies .” By 
Mrs. Sarah BridgesStebbins. THE ANNALS OF A BABY. 

BERTHA’S BABY. Fully Equal to "Helens Babies.'' With Illustrated 
Cover and Portraits. BERTHA’S BABY. 

HQf* Above books will be found for sale by all Booksellers, and at all New Stands everywhere . 

|Every Header of " Peterson's Magazine," and all others, should send at once to T, B. 
Peterson &• Brothers, 300 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, for one or more of the above books. The 
four will be sent in paper cover, post-paid, for £ 1.50/ or the four in cloth will be sent for £3.00. 

fffg- Copies of any one or all of the above new and popular books will be sent to any one, to any 
place, at once, pir mail, post-paid, on remitting the price of the ones wanted to the publishers, 

T. R PETERSON & BROTHERS, Philadelphia, Pa 

tfSF WANTED.— Agents and Canvassers in every town and village everywhere, to engage in 
selling, the above new and popular books . Everybody can make money selling the above books . 
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PERFECT-FITTING 

^ CORSET 

"^and nro warranted 

^ NIAL a^PHILA 
R DELPHIA and 
y AMERICAN ^IN- 

This cat is a correct representation of on R H quality. 
If you cannot find this most desirable Corset where you 
are accustomed to purchase, we will sci d it for ONE 
DOLLAR, postage tr#\ The best value in the world for the 
money. Oar celebrated G oxtn quality, $1.50. F crouoi 
Bon*, $2.25. S «d for dotcript'.vt Catalogue cf other StylaL 
1 Also, sole manufactun ‘ ‘ ’ 

rive Camct. A Nerve lnvi| 
pne. Price, $3 and $1 


[RY GOODS 
1 BY MAIL, 


S Over three-quarters of a million 

/ ’ \* n Btoc ^ to from. All 

bought for cosh, and sold at lowest 

DRESS GOODS, SHAWLS, FANCY GOODS, UP¬ 
HOLSTERY, SILKS, LADIES’ DRESSES 
AND WRAPS, INFANTS’, BOYS’ 

AND GIRLS’ OUTFITS, 


Correspondence solicited. Samples and Information cheer¬ 
fully furnished. 

OUR SHOPPING GUIDE 

mailed free on application. Plonao say that you saw this 
advertisement in Pqterson’s Magazine. 

COOPER & CONARD, 

NINTH AND MARKET STREETS, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


DP ATTY’Q ORGANS. 27 stops. 10 sets reeds, only $30. 
P£iil 11 I O Piinos $125 up. Biro Holiday inducements 
relay. 'N rite or call on BEATTY, Washington, N. J. 


Abdominal, $ 15 per pair. 


THOMSON 


LANCD0N & CO 


New York 


WARNER BROTHERS 


f The great superiority of 
Coraline overborn or whale¬ 
bone has induced us to use 
it iu all our leading Corsets. 

•10 REWARD 

will bo paid for any coi>et 
in which theCornline breaks 
with six months’ ordinary 

Price by mail, W. B. fcou- 
ttl ;,$2.50; Abdominal,$2 «*; 
Health or Nursing, $1/0; 
Coraline or Flexible llip, 

For sale by leading iner- 

Bewaro of worthies;- imi¬ 
tations boned with cord. 
WARNER BROS., 372 Broadway, N. Y. 
ARK COINS WANTED.—.Send 12 c. for catalogue, 


IS A SURE CURE 

for all Kidney Complaints and for all 
diseases of the 


LIVER 


It h*** specific action on this most important 
organ, enabling it to throw off torpidity and 
inaction, stimulating the health7 secretion of 
tho Elle, and by keeping tho bowels in free 
condition, ejecting its regular discharge. 

If you oro bilious, dyspeptic, constipated, or 
suffering from malaria, Kidney-Wort is the 
remedy you need. 

FAIL NOT TO TRY IT. 

PRICE $1. 80LD BY DRUCCISTS. 


Cold Medal, Paris, 1878. 

The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 332, 
331, 170, and his other styles. 

8old throughout the World, 
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As follow 


Beattv’s Parlor C_ 

w 


ACTION IN A 


CASE. 

5 OCTAVES, 22 STOPS, 6 SETS HEEDS, 


3 Sets of 21-2 OctaTea each, r 


_, rgMlfcn __ 

tone Sub-Bass. 1 Set of French ilorn. 11 


»werfnl 16 ft 

----t of Voix Ce¬ 
leste. 1 Set Piccolo. These are all of the celebrated 
GOLDEN TONGUE HEEDS, whoso pure limpid 
tono Is producing such a revolution among Cabinet 
Organs. 

STOP SPECIFICATIOXS. 

(1) Diapason Forte. (2) SUB-BASS, (8) Princi¬ 
pal Forte, (4) Dulcet, (5)Diapason, (6) Orches¬ 
tral Forte, (7) Vox Humana, (8) Piccolo, (9) 
Violina, (10) Vox Jubilante. (11) Vox Argen¬ 
tina, (lii)iEolian, (13) Echo, (14) Dulciana, (15) 
Clarionet. (1C) Vox Celeste, (17} Coupler Hor- 
monique, (18) Flute Forte, (19) Grand Organ 
Stop, (20) French Horn Solo, (81) Right 
Knee Stop,(22 (Grand Organ Knee Swell 
tfTBuy only Organ* that contain Octave 
Coupler and Sub- Bos*. they double the power 
of the Instrument. It lias one manual, two 
knee Btops, carved, turned and polished 
handles, two (2) lamp stands of unique de¬ 
sign, curved and veneered music pocket, 
artistic fret-work music rack, ornamental 
front Blip, paneled sliding fall with lock. 
Solid It Inch- Wnlntit Case, carved In most 
ornate style; beautiful large top ns shown In 
cut; upright rubber cloth bellows, steel 
springs, metal foot plates, roller* for mov¬ 
ing, etc. Height, 72 In.; Depth. 24 ln.| 
Length, 4<i In.: Weight, boxed, 400 lbs., 
NEW STYLE, No. 18,000. 

tjTThls Organ Is entirely New and 
Novel, and produces charming orchestral 
effect* with great beauty of tone and variety. 
The Vox Jubilante. Vox Argentina, Pic¬ 
colo. French Horn mid other Molo effect* 
are grand and effective and cannot be dupli¬ 
cated nt anywhere near the money asked by 
rmy other manufacturer. The case Is an ex¬ 
tremely popular style and is solid and rich 
and very stylish. 

J ly Price to intro¬ 
duce with STOOI, 

JHOOK A MUSIC, ___ 

Warranted 6 Years, Gent on Te?t Trial, satis¬ 
faction Guaranteed, Money Refunded if un¬ 
satisfactory. Thousands now in use. Order 
Now. Nothing saved by Correspondence. 
REMIT by Money Order, Express Prepaid, 
Bank Draft, or Registered Letteis, Visitor* 
are Always Welcome. Free Coach with 
polite attendance meets all trains. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE. 

A « r u“ P «nDANIEL F. BEATTY,Washington, New Jersey. 
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IMPORTED KID GLOVES AND LACE TIES. 




IMMENSE REDUCTION IN PRICES. 

We have Juat purchased one thousand dozen ladles’ sad 
misses' kid glovoe at lea* than one half the coat of Importa¬ 
tion. Out stock embraces a hill line of alios from to 8, 
also a complete assortment of colors and shades. Including 
white and black, cream and light shad a, usually styled 
opera. Our lady friends should not fall to avail themselve* 
of this rare opportunity to secure line Imported gloves at 
about ona-bal f the usual retail prices. - In ordering state tins 
d-sired, whether light or dark. Prlco per pair, 
60 cents,or S') throe-cent postage stamps; 3 pair for $ | .50; 
6 pair, $2.75; 1 dosen pair, assorted sites and colors, If 
desired, $5.00 by mill,postpaid. Dealers can rtadily re¬ 
tail these gloves at from 75 cent* to $1.00 par pair. 

NOTTINGHAM LACE TIES. 

Wshsve Just secured (ata great sacrifice to the manu¬ 
facturers) an entire consignment, consisting of two thousand 
dozen ladles' and misses' cream lace ties, which are now offer 
nt astonishingly low prioes. Our Illustration Is s photo-engrav¬ 
ing of oneofthetlos, and Is therefore an 
Lion of theee baaetlfui Imported goods. They are very 
fashionable for spring and summer wear, and we know of nothing else In 
apparel so attractive and pretty at such a trifling eoet. Length of ladies' ties 44 
inches. Length &t misses’ ties 39 inches, width 4 laches. Price of ladle*' tbs, 24 
eOctate: 1 dosen,$2.00- Miassa’ties, 12Stor 30 errata; 1 dozen,$ | .00 bymail, 
postpaid. Postage stamp* accepted the earns a# cash. Foe 10 cento extra, ws will send goods 
by registered mail. Address all orders to 

ElBEUA TRICK AND NOVELTY CO., 

87 Warren Street, New York. 
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GREEK ORNAMENTAL EMBROIDERIES. 
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THREE SWEDISH GIRLS 


[file* “ Six Week* in Scandinavia.”] 
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BEADED BOSE. CHILDREN'S FASHIONS FOB MAY. 
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HOUSE-DRESS. WALKING DBB9B. 
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NEW STYLES FOB WALKING-PRESSES. 
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NEW STYLES FOR WALKING-DRESSES. 
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DESIGN FOR TIDY ON JAVA CANVAS: ONE-QUARTER. A SIMPLER DESIGN. 
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THE FARMER AND THE PIGEONS. 


As Published by SEP. WINNER & 80N, 1007 Spring Garden St,, Philadelphia. 


Vivo gr azio80. 


W. TAT7BEET. 
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PETERSON’S MAGAZINE 


Vol. LXXXI. PHILADELPHIA, MAY, 1882. No. 6. 


SIX WEEKS IN 

BT THB AUTHOR OF ‘‘A WEEK I] 



fTlHE summer after my tour in the Orient, I 
-*• found myself in London, on my way home, 
but with six weeks to spare before the Parthia 
sailed for Boston. 11 Why not take a run,” I said 
to myself, “.through Scandinavia?” In other 
words, through Denmark, Norway, and Sweden. 

For I knew that the Scandinavians, of all the 
various branches of the great Teutonio family, 
had been, from time immemorial, the freest as a 
people, the most independent individually, and 
altogether the most adventurous. With them 
originated the town organisation, or township: 
that political unit which is the corner-stone 
of republican institutions. They furnished 
those bold Varangians, who, for so many gen¬ 
erations, upheld the decaying empire of Byzan¬ 
tium. They sent forth the Euricks, who founded 
the throne, of the Czars. They gave birth to the 
far-famed Vikings. They created, so to speak, 
through Rollo and his followers, the Norman 
race: one of the few of the really great master 
races of the world. Finally, they colonized Ice¬ 
land ; pushed westward to Greenland; and dis¬ 
covered Vinland or Narragansett Bay, centuries 
before Columbus was bora. 

I arrived at Copenhagen, the capital of Den¬ 
mark, at midnight, in a drizzling rain, wet, tired, 
thoroughly out of spirits. I awoke, the next 
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morning, to find all this changed. The skies 
were as blue as those of Italy. The atmosphere 
was exhilarating. The streets were alive with 
gay and bustling throngs, imparting something 
of their own animation to me. The very great 
resemblance which the Danes, as a race, bear to 
Americans, struck me particularly; and this 
impression was deepened, the further I pene¬ 
trated into Scandinavia. The truth is, there is 
more Norse blood in us Yankees than is gen¬ 
erally supposed. 

A short walk from my hotel took me to the 
town hall, with its celebrated dragon steeple, so 
called because it looks as if made of the tails of 
gigantic dragons, twisted together in the air. 
The Rosenberg palace, which I next visited, 
built by Inigo Jones, is quite original in its 
treatment: pre-eminently Norse—as much Norse 
as the Parthenon is Greek. It is a standing 
proof that even the genius of that great architect 
had to yield to the influence of this strange land 
and people. Next, my steps were bent to the 
Museum of Antiquities, because I had been told 
it was particularly rich in remains of the bronze 
and stone ages: the Pagan days of Scandinavia. 
Nor was I disappointed. I realized, in this 
museum, that the land of the Norsemen, in the 
time of Odin, was, in point of civilization, what 
Greece had been in the age of Homer. Thor, I 
saw, was only another Achilles: Odin but another 
Jo^e. 

From a child I had been interested in Thor- 
waldsen. This was not only because he was one 
of the greatest of modern sculptors, but also be¬ 
cause he was of American descent. This may 
surprise my readers. But Thorwaldsen’s remote 
ancestor—Snorro—had been bora not twenty 
miles from where I myself had first seen the 
light. The father of Snorro had been that Thor- 
finn, who, according to the Icelandic annals, had 
set sail, A. D. 1007, from Greenland, with three 
ships and one hundred and twenty men, to re- 
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visit Vinland, which, a few years before, had \ Thorwaldsen is the most Christian, and has 
been discovered by Lief and Thorstein, earlier suffered least from those sensuous Pagan infiu- 
Norse adventurers. The mother of Snorro had \ ences, which seem, at first sight, inseparable 
been Gudrida, the widow of Thorstein, whom < from his art. Indeed, he never appears fully 
Thorfinn had married ji\st before he undertook > inspired, until he begins to handle Christian 
this voyage. Snorro himself had been born in \ themes. His wonderful frieze of Alexander, even 
Vinland, probably near what is now called Taun- < his Day and Night, are weak as compared with 
ton, in Massachusetts, and had reached the age < the statues in this hall of Christ. And yet, par* 
of three years before his parents returned finally \ adoxical as it may sound, he is only the more 
to Greenland. He lived, as the Saga says, to a • characteristically Norse in all this; for even in 
good old age, and became the progenitor of a long their heathen days, the Scandinavians, unlike all 



line of eminent descendants: bishops in Iceland ,) others of Pagan belief, were eminently chaste. 

_* In the elder Edda, which is older than the in- 

^ troduction of Christianity, there is not a single 

nude myth. No people ever held their mothers, 

{« wives, sisters, or daughters in higher honor than 
the old Norsemen. Woman was their friend, 
companion, and counsellor: never their mere 
plaything, or slave. The contrast between the 
Scandinavians and the ancient Greek and Latin 
to say nothing of the Oriental ones, is, in 
this respect, noteworthy. 

The vicinity of Copenhagen luxuriates in noble 

_ beech woods; and through 

i these I drove, one fine 
to visit Roes- 


races. 


morning, 
kilde, where the kings of 
Denmark lie buried. This 
is a palace and mauso¬ 
leum in one, like the Es- 
curial; and like that, is 
melancholy to the last de¬ 
gree. It stands on the 
shore of a fiord, that 
stretches fkr away, in 
shadowy obscurity, till 
lost in the dim distance. 
Another day, I went to 
Elsinore, full of reminis¬ 
cences of Hamlet. Near 
the castle, they pretend 
to pb^w the brook where 
Ophelia was drowned. 
The castle itself is a gray, 
old-world edifice, rugged 
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artists and men of letters in Scandinavia proper, and storm-beaten, that rises on a low promon- 
Thorwaldsen being one. All this made me the tory, and keeps watch and ward over a narrow 
more anxious to see the best works of this famous sound, whidh here divides Denmark from Sweden 
sculptor; for I had been told that his best works and Norway, the other component parts of Scan- 
were here in Copenhagen : and in this museum, dinavia. 

Nor had I been misinformed. There is one room From Denmark I went, first, to Norway. Here 
—the great hall of Christ, as it is called—that is I spent a few days at Christiana, the modern 
filled with colossal figures of the apostles; and capital: then I visited Thordjeim, the ancient 
that has, as its central point of interest, a most one'; and afterwards went to Bergen, one of the 
sublime one of Christ himself. j principal ports of trade. I traveled, more or 

I had never before realized the power of sculp- j less, also, through the country. Generally, I used 
ture as an adjunct of religion. Of all sculptors, > the little one-horse vehicles, of which so much 
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turies later, charged with Cromwell at Marston 
Moor. Primogeniture does not exist in Norway. 
Hence, no great families can grow up, to monop¬ 
olize the soil, and so overshadow the liberties of 
the people. There are, as another consequence, 
few rich, and hardly any very poor. In fact, 
Norway is a republic, in all things except in 
name. Serfdom never existed there, even in the 
darkest period of the Middle Ages. Nor did, nor 
does, nobility. Nowhere, on the globe, do you 
feel, as you feel in Norway, that “ a man’s a man 
for a’ that.” Yet, while pride of rank is absent, 
pride of birth is quite general. Do not be sur¬ 
prised at this. The two things are quite dissim¬ 
ilar. Many a bonde, the name for a Norwegian 
farmer proprietor, still ploughs the acres that his 
ancestors ploughed in the days of Harold Har- 
fanger. There are dwelling-houses, yet in use, 
that were occupied by the progenitors of their 
present possessors, nearly a thousand years ago. 
“ Talk of antiquity of blood,” said a member of 
the Storthing to me. “Why, no English earl, 
who boasts of his long descent, can rival, in that, 
scores of our plain farmers ; the Normans them¬ 
selves were descended from cadets of Norse fami¬ 
lies : the original stock was here: we are the 
elder branch.” 

The journey from Christiana to Stockholm is 
But these haYe been so often described, that I : made by rail, in a comparatively few hours. The 
will not tire my readers with a “ thrice-told J Swedes have been called the French of Northern 
tile.” It is impossible, nevertheless, to exag- j Europe. If by this is meant that they are excep- 
gerate their solemn grandeur. j tionally polite, and that they are also vivacious 

A characteristic feature of Norwegian land- j and gay, the comparison is not out of place. They 
scapes—one of the few for which they are not in- \ are a very handsome race: the men generally 
debted to nature—is the curious old wooden j tall, with blonde hair, clear-cut features, and a 
churches, many of them 
dating back for centuries, 
of which that of Hitterdale 
is, perhaps, the most typi¬ 
cal. But the thoughtful 
traveler is more interested 
in the rural population. 

The land in Norway, as in 
Sveden, is principally held 
in small freeholds. Of the 
one hundred and forty 
thousand farms in Norway, 
one hundred and thirty 
thousand are cultivated by 
their owners. These men 
are substantially the same 
in character and position 
as those who were once the 
strength and pride of Eng¬ 
land: the men who won 
Cressy, Poictiers, and Agin- 
court; and who, three cen- 
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free and stately carriage; the women—many of 
them, at least—rarely beautiful, and all with a 
certain noble and frank mien that recalls the god¬ 
dess Freya herself. The young girls of the prov¬ 
ince of Bleking are especially celebrated for their 


good looks ; as much so, indeed, as those of Arles, 
in the south of France. Even the formers’ daugh¬ 
ters, who stop to glance up at you as you drive 
by, have, with all their shyness, a certain air of 
dignity, the result of a fine natural combination 



ELSINORE AND CASTLE, DENMARK. 


of moral and intellectual qualities, that elevates 
all womanhood in your eyes. 

The centre of the outdoor life at Stockholm is 
in front of the royal palace, at the bridge where 
Lake Malar joins the Baltic. Here one sees 
everybody. The stir and movement is such that 
a traveler is reminded of the boulevards of Paris. 
Situated as Stockholm is, on numerous islands, 
the water-ways between them traversed inces¬ 
santly by swift-going little steamers, it deserves 
to be called, much more than Amsterdam, the 
Venice of the North. No other city in Europe, 


7 



CUURCli or H1TTKRDALK, NORWAY. 


after the " bride of the Adriatic,” is so pictur¬ 
esque. The royal palace is one of the handsomest 
on the continent. There are some curious old 
private houses, also; a few going back to the 
Middle Ages: several patrician ones especially,, 
both stately and quaint; and among them that 
called the “ Peterson Palace”—from the family 
that built it: and the elder branch of which still 
occupies it—is the most remarkable. 

There are public buildings, likewise, of much 
architectural pretensions, most of them belonging- 
to the school of the Renaissance. Some of the 
churches are quite imposing. That of the Rid- 
darholmen, facing one of the public squares, 
is interesting as the burial place of Gustavus; 
Adolphus, the hero of the Thirty Years’ War. 
He was called “ the lion of Protestantism,” and 
was one of the really great souls of the ages. His • 
premature death, on the field of Lutzen, seemed, 
for a time, to threaten the liberties of the world. 
But, fortunately, both for freedom and for civili- 
\ zation, his«chancellor, Oxenstiern, survived him, 

• to carry out his plans, and bring about the tri- 
' umph of religious toleration, sixteen years later, 
i at the peace of Westphalia. 

My guide to this church was a gentleman who 
had been one of the Commissioners to the Cen¬ 
tennial Exhibition, at Philadelphia. I had 
brought a letter of introduction to him, and he 
welcomed me with a cordiality that was as sin¬ 
cere as it was high-bred. «• We Swedes,” he 
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said, 44 feel as if we owe every American a debt ; 
of gratitude.’* j 

41 What for?” I answered. j 

44 For the excessive kindness with which, at 
your Centennial, we were all treated. You j 
know,” he continued, 44 that one of the darling] 


projects of Gustavus Adolphus was to found a 
Christian colony in America. He did not live to 
carry out his scheme; but Oxenstiern did ; and 
the result was the Swedish settlement on the 
Delaware.” 

44 Yes,” was my answer. 44 The colony goes 
back to A. D. 1639, nearly fifty 
years before Penn.” 

44 It was the first colony,” con¬ 
tinued my host, 44 established by 
any European monarch, that had 
not, for its primary object, the 
purely selfish one of greed and gain. 

In its conception, and even execu¬ 
tion, it was based on the loftiest 
Christian principles; and the im¬ 
migrants, as a consequence, were a 
superior class: energetic, educated, • 
God-fearing. I have read in his¬ 
tory, that, till the English came, 
there was not a lock or a lawyer 
in the colony.” i 

44 Rather hard on the lawyers,” 

I answered, laughing, 44 consider¬ 
ing that I am one. Still, that was 
the fact, I believe. Nor was there 
ever any trouble with the Indians. 

All the old Swedish titles to land 

Vol. LXXXI.—24. 


arc based on deeds signed by the red men. Penn 
was, by no means, the first to deal justly with 
the aborigines.” 

44 Well,” said my host, 44 we commissioners 
found many of the descendants of those early 
Swedes still in Philadelphia: the Stilles, Peter¬ 
sons, Sinnicksons, and others; and received the 
warmest welcome from them, supplemented by 
the most generous hospitality. You are a Bos¬ 
tonian, you tell me; but you are an American, 
also: and we all feel, I repeat, that we cannot do 
too much for an American.” 


PETERSON PALACE, STOCKHOLM. 


Digitized by 


Google 











366 


SIX WEEKS IN SCANDINAVIA. 



pines; the oastle looking, in the distance, with 
its dreamy Saracenic cupolas, quite like a bit out 
of the Arabian Nights. 

The gentleman to whom I had brought a letter 
of introduction said, among other things: “ You 


If the royal palace in Stockholm is the Ver¬ 
sailles of the North, that at Gripsholm may be 
called its Windsor. A little steamer carries you 
down Lake Malar to it, through hushed reaches 
of still waters, and by forests of ever melancholy 


GHTTBOH or KTODABHOUnDV, STOCKHOLM. 



must not omit to see Upsala. It is there that our 
great university is located. In heathen times, 
if tradition is to be believed, the home of Odin 
was near by; and that spot—Old Upsala, as it is 
called—is to the Norse religion what Jerusalem 
is to the Jews.” 

We took the train, accordingly, to New Upsala, 
and from thence drove to Old Upsala, a few miles j 
distant. New Upsala, however, notwithstanding J 


its name, is more than five hundred years old. 
But the origin of Old Upsala is lost in the mists 
of antiquity. What is left of the ancient town 
stands in the midst of a desolate plain, which is 
covered with countless barrows, or huge graves, 
prominent among which are three of unusually 
gigantic proportions, called the Graves of the 
Gods. It is here, according to legend, that Odin, 
Thor, and Frey a, are buried. The heathen temple, 
erected to them, has long since disappeared; but 
the memory of its site has been preserved; and 
that site is now occupied by a Christian church. 
Near by is a belfry, detached, like the campaniles 
of Northern Italy, but built of wood, and painted 
red, in a fashion peculiar to Scandinavia. The 
church is hardly larger than an ordinary chapel; 
but its architecture is characteristic; and it is 
certainly centuries old. 

What most impressed me, however, was the 
Graves of the Gods. 

“ Do you know,” I said, “ that this affects me 
precisely as Psestum and Salisbury Plain ? All 
three are the sepulchres of extinct religions; and 
all alike seem as desolate as if cursed of God.'’ 
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The principal edifice in New Upsala is the j 
university, the four hundredth anniversary of! 
which had been celebrated, a few years before \ 
my visit. Here is kept the translation of the j 
Bible, which was made by Ulfilas, into the now \ 
extinct Gothic tongue, in the fifth century. It \ 
was the earliest of any of the translations into j 
the languages of Western Europe. It is of course f 
in manuscript, and is beautifully written, on ; 
parchment, in letters of silver. \ 

In the cathedral is the tomb of Gustavus Vasa. I 
14 He was our hero-king,” said my friend. “ He \ 
founded modern Sweden; modern, 1 mean, as 1 
distinguished from mediaeval. He put himself ■ 
at the head of the party of the 4 new learning,’ as 
Erasmus called it. In this movement, his right- j 
hand men were two brothers, Olaf and Lawrence \ 
Peterson, names still held dear by every lover of \ 
freedom in Sweden. They had studied under < 
Luther, in Germany, and came home full of zeal > 
for progress, civil, as well as religious. It was 
they who translated the Bible into the Swedish 
tongue; and their version is the one in use to- \ 
day. Olaf became chancellor of the realm; 
Lawrence the first Protestant archbishop. Gus¬ 
tavus Vasa found Sweden torn by dissensions : he 
left it united. He found it weak: he left it 
strong. He made us what we are.” 

I had seen, while in Norway, an old Viking 
galley, which had just been disinterred from a 
mound, where it had lain entombed for nearly a 
thousand years. It was about seventy feet long, 
by fourteen wide; was undecked; was clinker- 
built; had been provided with both sails and 
oars; and was evidently alike swift and sea¬ 
worthy. 


44 We now know,” said my friend, when I men¬ 
tioned this, 44 what was the exact kind of ship 
in which Thorfinn, with Gudrida, his wife, went 
to Vinland. We had only guessed at it, before. 
Those old Vikings were really great men,” he con¬ 
tinued, 44 We must not call them buccaneers. That 
would be to try them by this century, not by 
their own. In reality, they were like new wine 
to Europe. Our best races, now, came from the 
infusion of their blood. The Swedish colonists,” 
he added, enthusiastically, 44 who went forth to 
settle the Delaware, were Vikings still, though 
Christian ones; for they dared seas even more 
tempestuous, and lands still more distant and 
savage. They went, however, not to pillage and 
slay, but to preach 4 good will to all menand 
what they preached, they acted out in their 
lives: they have hardly had their due from 
history.” 

“There is more Scandinavian blood,” I an¬ 
swered, following up his thought, 44 in England 
and America, than is generally supposed. The 
lowlands of Scotland, and the northeastern coun¬ 
ties of England, especially, are largely descended 
from Norsemen. Even the Angles and Jutes, 
who first conquered Britain, were more nearly 
allied to the Scandinavians than to the High Ger¬ 
mans : their language was low Dutch, so to speak. 
Now the original settlers of New England were 
principally of Lincolnshire; where the Angles, and 
afterwards the Danes, made up almost the entire 
population. The restless energy, the go-aheadi- 
tiveness, if I may use such a phrase, which has 
always distinguished the Yankee, is his inheri¬ 
tance from his far-off Scandinavian ancestors: it 
is the ferment of his Viking blood.” 
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BY GATHAB 

I had been abroad for Beveral years, and had 
exhausted Europe, when I bethought myself that 
1 had never seen Algiers. So I took the next 
train to Marseilles ; and after a pleasant voyage, 
landed at the picturesque old Moorish town. 
My first business, after reaching the Hotel de 
France, was to inquire if my friend Hastings, 
who was travelling, as I knew, in Africa, was in 
Algiers. The answer was “ no.” Then I went to 
my room; took a bath; and at six o'clock de¬ 
scended to the table d'hote. 

The long table was crowded. All nations were 
represented. The Babel of tongues that arose was 
overpowering. The major domo came forward, 
magnificent with his silver chain about his neck; 
and bowing, conducted me to a seat. As I un¬ 
folded my napkin, my eyes wandered aimlessly 
down the long row of faces; until, just opposite, 
I saw the most beautiful woman 1 had ever beheld. 
She was pale—so pale that she looked like an ex¬ 
quisite piece of alabaster, with great dark eyes, 
half concealed by heavy, drooping lids, and with 
masses of tawny hair rippling over a broad brow, 
low and beautiftil as Clytie’s. Yet, in spite of 
its beauty, the face was not a pleasing one. There 
was something hard, almost repellant, in it; and 
this Was heightened by a little triangular scar, 
which stood out distinctly among the blue veins 
on her forehead. She was dressed with artistic 
simplicity — I knew her, from that, to be a 
Frenchwoman—in some black, gauzy material; 
which veiled, without concealing, the exquisite 
outlines of her throat and shoulders. She wore 
no jewel, nor ornament of any kind. 

This costume was all the more striking, in 
contrast with the splendor of her companion, who 
literally blazed with diamonds. This companion 
was a faded, washed-out little woman, with blonde 
hair and light eyes: the whole face, with its pa¬ 
thetic, appealing expression, the dqjected pose of 
her figure, all expressing the total absence of 
character. It was evident that the brilliant 
creature at her side was, the staff on which she 
leaned; for she was even unable to make her 
selection from the menu , but turned to the other 
for assistance. 

Somehow, I had a vague idea that I had seen 
the little blonde before. But where? With the 
appearance of the dessert, the two women arose; 
and the little blonde, stooping, picked up from 
(368) 
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her skirts a diminutive, much-beribboned Skye 
terrier; and then swept out of the room. 

I followed this strange pair with my eyes, 
wondering who they were, when I caught some 
remarks at my side. The speakers were two 
angular, ill-dressed creatures: “ Englishwomen,” 

I immediately concluded. 

“One would hardly imagine Mademoiselle 
Estelle to be the companion, would one?” said 
the one next to me, with a disagreeable laugh. 

“ Hardly,” returned the other. “ More readily 
a princess of the blood royal. Poor Mrs. Hough¬ 
ton ! She doesn’t dare to call her soul her own. 
Where did she pick her up? Do you know?” 

“ Paris, I believe. One finds such people 
floating around there.” With a contemptuous - 
shrug of the shoulders. 

I riBe, indignant. “ Why will ugly women,” I 
say, “always abuse pretty ones?” I lounge into the 
smoking-room; look through “ Le Journal;” turn 
over the leaves of a Murray listlessly; and then 
station myself at the window, and stare into the 
dusky night. Out in the square, lights begin to 
twinkle here and there,' making strange shadows, 
which run fitfully along the whitewashed walls. 
Tall, turbaned figures appear suddenly in the 
darkness, and vanish as they came, through some 
unseen portal. A strange perfume comes toward 
me, on the soft night air. Low strains of music, 
floating out of the windows of the brilliantly- 
lighted caf4 opposite, break the profound silence. 
With an effort, I arouse myself, finally; seize my 
hat, and stroll out on to the piazza. 

Ab I stand on the broad steps, vaguely looking 
around me, I suddenly hear a low moan, which 
seems to come from above; and raise my eyes, just 
in time to see a small, woolly bunch, struggling 
wildly, roll from the top of the verandah, and foil 
to the ground beyond. I spring forward, and find 
the object to be the decorated Sky© of an hour ago. 

I pick up the miserable little creature, and try 
to console it. But in vain; it refuses to be com¬ 
forted. I was standing, the picture of dismay, 
when I heard a light step behind me. It was 
my beauty of the table d'hote. 

“ Ah,” she says, hurriedly taking the dog from 
my arms, “you have found Fifire. Mrs. Hough¬ 
ton is so frightened;” and then, bending over 
the little brute, she addresses the rest of her re¬ 
marks to it. 
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I stand stiffly, hat in hand, nntil she shall J his widow, announcing his death. This must be 
deign to recollect my presence; which at length she. 

she does, and says, coldly: \ “ Can it be,” I say, quickly, “ that you are 

“ Mrs. Houghton will be extremely grateful to < Tom Houghton’s widow?” 
you,” and turns to go. I try vainly to explain “Ah,” she cries, joyfully, “you know me, at 
that there were no especial grounds for gratitude; \ last. 1 knew you would. Estelle said you’d 
but she is gone. I think it such a bore, and didn’t want me to let 

My first evening in Algiers! What recollee-! yt>u know. But I would. You know, I always 
tiods those words bring up. 1 still smell the ? have my own way,” and she gives a happy, low 
perfume of the orange-flowers; hear the splash \ laugh. 

of tiny fountains in their marble basins; and see l “ Indeed,” I think, grimly. I feel that I am 
the dark eyes glancing timidly from beneath the | not going to like Mademoiselle Estelle, in spite 
snowy veils. I wander around, feeling that I < of her beouty. 

am no longer plain John Rivers; but Haroun | I express to Mrs. Houghton the proper amount 
Alraschid, incognito, and In search of adventure. > of pleasure at our meeting, and our acquaintance 
I go to bed, in a glamour of strange sensations; > proceeds marvellously. The little woman, over- 
and dream Ml night of that strange soar of Mad-1 joyed at meeting someone whom she can regard 
emoi8elle Estelle’s. J almost in the light of an old friend, unburdens 

In the morning, as soon as the decencies of i her soul to me. She tells me of poor Tom’s 
life permit, I send up my card to Mrs. Houghton, ( death, and how America became unendurable to 
with a tender inquiry as to the health of Fifire.) her after it; so that she resolved to come abroad. 
To my delight, tfcd waiter returns with. “ Madame % Then her lungs became affected, and the doctors 
Houghton would be pleased to see monsieur in ■ sent her to Algiers. 

her salon, upstairs.” | “In fact,” she concluded, “I have only two 

I follow him, and am ushered into a prettily- > interests to keep me alive—Estelle and my col- 
fuftaished room, on the second floor, where Mrs. \ lection-.” 

Houghton awaits me, looking more faded than | '“Collection?” I repeat, vaguely. It seems 
ever. She comes immediately forward, and ) inpossible that this foolish little woman should 
offers a limp little hand for my acceptance; and i have any purpose or aim in life, 
says, ifcrfiing up into my ffeee: l “ Yes,” she repeats, animatedly, a strange ex- 

“I hope you are not very much shocked at j pression coming into her faded eye#^“my dia- 
being sent for so peremptorily. I recognized you l monds. How I love them. They are like flesh 
from your photograph, you know; and,I wanted \ and blood, to me.” 

to see you, and thank you for myself.” | She seems transformed. I can’t realize that 

Utterly bewildered, I utter something about \ it is the same person. Her eyes glisten; her 
“only too glad to be of the slightest service,” j mouth works nervously; a bright color comes 
and craftily await ftitther developments. She \ into her cheeks. 

still holds toy hand in hers, and looks appeal- \ “ But,” I say, “what a care they must be to 

ingly into my fece. 1 can’t, fbr the Hfe of me, j you. How dangerous to keep them with you, 
remember anything about her; yet I think, still, \ while travelling.” 

I have seen her face Somewhere. The position | “No,” she says, lightly. “I really have nothing 

begins to wax embarrassing. ' j to do with them. Estelle sees to all that. I don’t 

“ Ah,” says Mrs. Houghton, in her pretty, silly j even look at them, sometimes, for a week.” 
voice, “you don’t reoognize me. How shabby of j At that moment, I become conscious of some- 
you! And here I have your photograph.” And \ owe behind me; and instinctively turn my head, 
seizing an album, she hastily turns the leaves, j Mademoiselle Estelle is standing there. How 
and (hen points to an unmistakable * * John j she eamfe in, I don’t know; but she is standing 
Rivera,” who stares at me, • lugubriously. | there msMonlesS, her great black eyes fixed on 
“ After poor Tom’s death,” she resumes, with \ me. Without acknowledging my bow or saluta- 
a half sob, “ of course I kept Ml his photographs.” \ tion, In any manner/ sfag sa^s, abruptly: 

Then there is a silence. Then light dawns upon \ “ Mr. Rivers is doubtless horrified at your 

me. I remember that my old chum, Tom Hough- \ trusting your valuables to a companion.” 
ton, married a woman some years older than him- \ Her manner 4a so strange, so disagreeable, so 
self, reported to have the wealth of Croesus. He \ aggressive, that at flrsil am speechless with as¬ 
sent me her photograph, with the wedding cards, j tonishment. Then I say, very quietly, “ Excuse 
I being in France at the time. j me, hut Mr. Rivers presumes to have no opinion 

Only a year afterwards, I received a letter from \ whatever on the subject.” 

Vol. LXXXI.—26. 
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She bows slightly and haughtily, and moves 
slowly across the room. She certainly repels me, 
in some subtle way; but how lovely she is, in 
her black draperies, her hands filled with crimson 
roses. 

Little Mrs. Houghton talks on rapidly, appeal¬ 
ing to her, every now and then. The girl an¬ 
swers briefly, in a dear, musical voice; never 
glancing in my direction, however. I really 
begin to feel uncomfortable. There must be 
something wrong about her. What her motive 
can be in making herself so disagreeable to me, 
I can’t fathom. Evidently, she has tried to pre¬ 
vent the meeting of Mrs. Houghton and myself. 

I rise to go. But Mrs* Houghton, however, 
urges me to remain, and lunoh with them; drive 
with them; anything and everything, in fact. 
I finally get away, on condition of acoompanying 
her to the Slipper Baser, that evening. I make 
a bow in the direetion of Mademoiselle Estelle, 
who vouchsafes me a frigid nod; and so I take 
my departure. 

I wander out into the blazing sunshine, and 
make my way through crowds of picturesque 
Arabs and turbaned Modems, to the “ Place des 
Bazars.” A stone colonnade surrounds the square. 
In its cool shade sit cross-legged Turks, with huge 
trays, laden down with bangles. Quaint silver 
ornaments and amber charms are spread out 
before them. Behind, on the massive stone 
columns, hang s embroideries, glistening in gold 
and silver, making a brilliant background for the 
dark, impassive faces. The scene is fascinating, 
with its Oriental blaze of color; and I am leaning 
against a pillar, idly eiyoying it, when I feel a 
hearty slap on my shoulder. Turning, I see an 
old Paris acquaintance—Harry Stone-—who has 
but one occupation in life: which is, to turn up in 
unexpected places. 

We shake hands, cordially. 

“I’ve been locking for you everywhere, 
Bivera,” he says, hastily. “Your old friend 
Hastings is ill at Djastonk, just beyond here, 
and can’t join you here for some days yet. He 
has heard of your arrival, and wants you to come 
to him. Poor old fellow !” 

I inquire into all the porilflalass. “ Yes, I 
will go,” I say. “ All alone? Ho’B dia of the 
blues.. I will start at once.” Aon 1 remember 
my engagement with Mrs, Hough tom I confide 
my dilemma to Stone. He maintains a profbund 
silence. I then make a few diplomatic remarks 
as to theblaek eyes of Mademoiselle EstpUe* when 
he immediately becomes ptofase in offers of as¬ 
sistance, gleefully insisting on becoming my sub¬ 
stitute. Together we return to the hotel, where I 
hurriedly make my preparations for departure; 


provide Stone with a, letter of introduction; 
send up a farewell card to Mrs. Houghton; 
and at three that afternoon, shake the dust of 
Algiers off my feet. 

On reaching Djastonk, I find Hastings down 
with malaria—the most depressed and depressing 
individual one can conceive of; and it is a week 
beford he can travel. At last, however, the happy 
hour of deliverance came; and we mounted our 
males for Algiers. 

As we jogged slowly along, I suddenly thought 
of Mademoiselle Estelle and Mrs. Houghton; and 
began to speak of my suspicions of the former. 

“ Describe her to met” he said, when I had 
finished; “.and as minutely as you oan.” 

Something in his tone struck me as peculiar, 
and I looked, quickly at him. He was staring 
straight ahead, his cigar held tightly between his 
teeth; and it seemed to me that a strange pallor 
had come over his face. 

I obeyed him; and said, in conclusion; “Then, 
on her forehead, she has th# meet singular sear— 
a perfect triangle.” j . 

As I said this, he gave a perceptible start, and 
turned his head quickly aside* 

“ Decidedly,” thought I, “ there is something 
queer here. Hastings knows her.” 

We rode on, in silence, for awhile* Then 
Hastings spoke. 

“ Mrs. Houghton did not tell you. where she 
met her ?” said he. 

“No,” I reply* 

At that moment, the road tarns sharply; and 
Algiers lies before us. The last rays of the 
setting sun linger still on the gilded roofs of the 
mosques, and cast a pmrple light on the marble 
walls of the old Moorish palaces. Everything 
seems strangely silent, as we wend ear way 
through the narrow streets, in the fastrdeepeaing 
twilight. At length, we reaoh our hotel. 

Hastings seems strangely tired, as I help him 
down from his mule, and up the steep stairs to 
his room. He decades that a good night’s rest is 
the best restorative; and bundles me off, with a 
“ Find that crazy Stone, old follow, and get all 
the news. Come in for your last smoke.” 

I gp to the dining-room,- which I find almost 
deserted. Presently, Stone saunters in. I ask 
him for news. 

“News?” he repeats, dismally. “There is 
none in this beastly hole.. Qh 1 yes. But of 
course you’ve heard. Yon know about Made¬ 
moiselle Estelle?” 

“ How should I?” I reply, curtly. “ I’ve just 
got back.” 

“Well,” he says, “a long-legged Englishman 
has appeared upon the scene. He looks like a 
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choioe combination of a jockey and a black-leg. 
They’re inseparable, he and Mademoiselle Es¬ 
telle. He goes by the sweet name of Albert 
Oonyngham. Probably his real name is Snooks.” 
And he gives a contemptuous sniff. 

44 How does Mrs. Houghton like the position of 
affairs?” I ask, curiously. 

44 Poor little woman,” answers Stone, pitifully. 
44 It’s a confounded shame for her to be thrown 
with such a lot: she’s a perfect child. I don’t 
believe in your Mademoiselle Estelle. As for 
the Englishman, I wouldn’t trnst him with my 
spoons.” 

41 A fine state of things,” I think, to myself ; 
and Tom Houghton’s manly face rises up before 
me; and I make up my mind to look out for his 
foolish little wife, if she will only let me. 

So I propose to Stone that we pay oilr respects 
to Mrs. Houghton, that evening; and after our 
cigars, we stroll upstairs to her little parlor. As 
we near the door, Stone says, with a laugh: 
44 Upon thy vreW, I believe you’ve an eye on the 
little widow’s diamonds; they’re worth your 
while. Conygham sdys—of course he’s a 
judge—that her collection It the finest outside of 
the peerage.” r : 

A voice says, 44 Come in,” aftff We enter. At 
one of the windows, half hidden behind the cur¬ 
tain, sits Mademoiselle Estelle, looking more 
beantifhl than ever, as she leans gracefully back 
in a crimson-satin chair, her white dress felling 
in graceful folds around her. Half behind her, 
and leaning over her shoulder, stands a man, 
with a fece I instantly dislike. It is not a vulgar 
face, as I expected from Slone’s description. On 
the contrary, there is a certain refinement in its 
clear-cut features; and the blonde moustache is 
conventionally correct—at least, in its cut. 

Mrs. Houghton is nowhere to be seen. Made¬ 
moiselle comes forward to meet ns; but she greets 
me with the most formal bow, while to Stone her 
manner is almost cordial. Stone bows distantly to 
her companion, and as mademoiselle shows no in¬ 
tention of presenting me to him, he does. The 
man moves towards me, and w*e shake hands, as it 
were under protest. As he comes under the light, 
I realize the truth of Stone's description ; for he 
is attired with such gorgeousness, in some kind of 
checked material of the most remarkable pattern, 
that I say he is a 44 cad” at once. Jewelry, too, 
and of every kind, Is scattered prodigally over his 
spacious person. Our eyes meet, feirly, for the 
first time. • In his, I read concealed dislike. I re¬ 
turn it, with interest. Finally he turns away. 
My uneasy feelings grow stronger. Without the 
slightest cause for suspicion, I have a conviction 
that something wrong is on foot, and that we are 


on- the eve of a catastrophe. Absurd, you think. 
Because a pretty girl has a scar on her forehead, 
and doesn’t happen to like you; and because the 
pattern of her lover’s trousers is too large. But 
never mind. 

I ask Mademoiselle Estelle if Mrs. Houghton 
will see us. She replies, coldly, that she will 
ascertain, and moves slowly towards a portifere, 
which separates Mrs. Houghton’s bedroom from 
the salon. We hear ejaculations of delight, a 
rustle of drapery, and Mrs. Houghton appears. 
As she catches sight of me, she utters little 
ejaculations of pleasure, and seems so delighted 
to see me, that I feel ashamed of my lukewarm 
feelings towards her. 

She instals us comfbrtably near an open win¬ 
dow, and proceeds 'to question me about my 
journey. There is little to tell about that, so the 
subject is quickly exhausted. Then we talk 
about people and places. While speaking of 
Paris, Mrs. Houghton says, inadvertently: 

44 It was there, you know, that I met Estelle.” 

44 No?” I reply, carelessly. “Was it? I 
thought you were very old friends.” 

44 Oh, dear, no,” she answered, cautiously, 
glaneifcg timidly over to the other window. 44 1 
met her at the Grand Hotel, poor child. She 
was so friendless; and I, too, was alone in the 
world. Yon don’t know what it is to be alone.” 

Her voice trembled, and great tears stood in 
her eyes. 

The whole thing seems plain as day. This 
simple, warm-hearted little woman, wandering 
around the world by herself, meets, in Paris— 
that rendezvous of adventurers—one who works 
upon her sympathies with a pitifiil story, and 
this is the result. Horrible forebodings come 
over me. 

I put out my hands, impulsively, with 44 Don’t 
say alone, now that you've met Tom’s oldest 
friend.” 

She puts both of her hands into mine, and 
answers, gratefully, 44 How good you are to me.” 

Stone looks up, quizzically. 

44 1 believe the fellow really thinks I am going 
in for her diamonds,” I think, with horror. 

In my conftiBion, as I look down on the pretty 
hand, still in mine, I say the first thing that 
comes into iny head: 

44 What a beautiftib diamond that is, Mrs. 
Houghton—this larger one, I mean !” 

44 Yes,” she said, ‘simply. 44 1 have another 
just like it; but I want a third for a pendant.” 

44 Well,” interrupted Stone, 44 1 am snre that 
yon can get it here. There is a most wonderful 
place, kept by an old Turk, celebrated all about 
the world.” 
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44 Really,” she exclaims, delightedly, 44 I’ll go, 
to-morrow.” 

44 No,” said Stone, 44 1 wouldn’t do that. See 
if he won’t come to you. It isn’t a place ladies 
go to.” 

44 Oh,” she sighs, 44 what a shame.” Then an 
idea strikes her. 

44 But why can’t you and Mr. Rivers be gallant, 
and do it for me ? I will give you the one I have 
unset. You can match it, and let me know the 
price.” 

Without waiting for a reply from us, she calls 
out, 44 Estelle, child, will you get me my stone like 
this ? No! get me all.” 

Estelle rises. As I look at her, I see that she 
is deadly white. She moves, reluctantly, towards 
the door; then she pauses. * 

44 Are you sure, Mrs. Houghton,” she says, in 
a peculiar voice, 44 that it is safe, so late at night? 
There may be thieves about. Someone may be 
looking.” 

Mrs. Houghton laughs. 44 Nonsense,’ ’ she says. 

44 We’re honest, and we’ll draw the curtains.” 

Without further protest, Estelle goes; and in a 
few moments, reappears, bearing a large steel 
casket, whtch she places on the table, and hands 
the key to Mrs. Houghton. 

She unlocks it, and throws hack the lid. 

A blaze of light greets us, as we look down on 
a mass of diamonds, sparkling and twinkling in 
the light. 

Stone and myself stand bewildered at bo much 
wealth. Then the danger this fragile little wo¬ 
man runs, travelling with such jewels, wearing 
them so recklessly, comes over me; and I say: 

44 My dear Mrs. Houghton, you don’t realize 
what a fearful risk you run, in a hotel, with such 
diamonds as these. Why not send them to your 
bankers? It really is frightfully dangerous to 
keep them in your room.” 

My earnestness affects her; for she looks at 
me for an instant, and then says, 44 1 don’t 
know but what you are right. I think I will, 
to-morrow. So, to-night,”—with a laugh— 44 1 
will say good-bye to my darlings. Here, Estelle, 
let me put them on you. You are the right kind 
of woman for diamonds, not poor, insignificant 
me.” And leaning over her, she kissed her. 

A hard look came into the girl's eyes.- She 
stood rigidly quiet, making no response to Mrs. 
Houghton’s caress. Mrs. Houghton then took a j 
necklace of gems, clear as dewdrops, and clasped j 
it around the slender throat; next, she placed a \ 
shining coronet on the haughty head ;■ rings on j 
the slender fingers; earrings in the little pink X 
ears: and then, standing off, she turned to Stone J 
and myself. j 


j 44 There,” she exclaimed, 44 isn’t she a queen?” 

It was a strange picture. Estelle stood quietly, 

| as if carved in marble, her hands clasped tightly 
| in front of her, diamonds sparkling and twinkling 
all over her. 

44 A queen,” I thought, with a shudder: “but 
a queen who would order all her subjects to 
execution.” 

The scene was disagreeable to me, and I turned 
| to Stone. 

| 44 1 must leave you, Stone, I’m afraid,” I said. 

| 44 If you will take Mrs. Houghton’s diamond, I 
will go and look after Hastings.” 

I was looking at him, os I spoke; but as I 
| uttered the name of Hastings, I heard a half 
j gasp, half sob, from Mademoiselle Estelle. 

| I turned, quickly. She was grasping the arm 
i of a chair; and out of her white face her great 
| ayes stared, at me, with a wild, hunted look. 
Mrs. Houghton, in an instant, was at her side. 

44 Are you ill?” she asks, affectionately. 

44 It is nothing,” Estelle replies, with an effort; 
44 only a momentary faintness. I Am perfectly 
well.'” , And indpe^Ahfi seemed to be so, for she 
walked figmly over to the window, and stood 
there looking out into the darkness. 

Mr. ConynghODtr who had not opened his lips 
all this time., followed her immediately ; and they 
talked in low whispers. 

I made my appointment with Stone for the 
following morning; said good-night to Mrs. 
Houghton; and then went to Hastings’ room. 
Cautiously looking in, I saw he was asleep. So 
I hod to smoke & solitary cigar. My last thought, 
that night, was, 44 I’d give a good deal, if Mrs. 
Houghton were safe on the other side of the broad 
Atlantic.” . . 

The following morning, I meet Stone in the 
breakfast-room; and we start off to execute Mrs. 
Houghton’s commission: first, however, I send 
up word to Hastings that he had better not put in 
an appearance until my return. 

We go through all kinds of queer alley-ways, 
crooked lanes, and tumble-down archways; and 
finally we bring up before an old Moorish build¬ 
ing. The door is protected with a huge iron 
grating. On one side is a bell, which Stone 
rings. A turb&ned head immediately appears. 

44 Is the master within?” Stone asks. The 
reply is 44 yes.” The grating swings back, and 
we walk into an open courtyard, paved in marble. 
A large fountain is playing in the centre. Orange 
trees, in full blossom, load the air with their 
fragrance. Fluted columns, at the four corners, 
support carved balconies, which are filled with 
bright-hued flowers. 

Our guide walks quickly, in his slippered 
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feet; and we have but an instant to look around 
us. We pass through the courtyard, and then 
through a long stone passage-way. Then our 
guide pauses in front of a door, at which he gives 
a respectful tap. 

“ Entra” comes in French. We go in. 

It is a small room, with a low ceiling, carved 
with the most wonderful skill. The walltf are 
hung in silks of brilliant hues. Low divans, 
covered with-rich embroidery, Burround three 
sides of the room. On the fourth side is what 
seems to be a huge safe, with massive locks of! 
curious workmanship. In the middle of the 
room is a table, on which stand glasses, sweet¬ 
meats, wine, and coffee. 

Coming in out of the bright sunshine, it is 
hard to see anything, at first, in this dim light. 
Finally, I observe that there is a man on the 
further divan; and then 1 distinguish I}is face 
and form. He is dressed in Turkish costume; 
and is seated cross-legged, smoking his noonday 
chibouk. A wizened, dried-up little face he has; 
eyes brimming over with duriosity and intelli¬ 
gence. Stone explains iqur errand. I, somewhat 
astonished #t this novelfcind of a shopkeeper, 
stand modestly in the background. 

The old Turk graciously motions for us to seat 
ourselves, and then offers us refreshments. All 
these preliminaries over, Stone produces the 
diamond. 

“A lady/* he says, “wishes to match this, if 
possible.” 

The Turk takes the stone in his slender, brown ; 
fingers, and tarns it over and over. 

“ She would like to know,” conlinues Stone, 

“ what you would demand for a stone of this size i 
and brilliancy.” *. 

The little diamond merchant peers up at him, i 
from beneath his bushy eyebrows, and says, an ! 
amused gleam in his eyes.: | 

“ But monsieur knows, of course, that this is j 
not a genuine stone ?” i 

“ Nonsense,” says Stone, “ none of that. My | 
friend bought it in London, and paid four thou- j 
sand dollars for it.” ] 

“ Your friend,” answered the merchant, hand- ' 
ing.baok the stone, “ sold me the original and I 
had this made for her. It is, of course* an exact 
copy; but it is net a diamond.” 

The man was evidently telling the truth. There 
was no doubt qf it. Stone and I stare at each 
other, in stupefaction; then I have an idea. 

“ Describe her,” I say, excitedly: “ 4he friend.’ 1 

“ Byes like stars, hair like the night, teeth of 
pearls, ami a wound here,” he adds, tapping his 
forehead. 

“Come, quickly,” I say, to Stone. “We 


haven’t an instant to lose. It’s robbery, cer¬ 
tainly, if not worse. To the hotel.” 

We dash through the narrow streets, in frantic 
haste. Inwardly, I am convinced that it will bo 
of no use; for of course suspicion has been 
aroused. A walk of twenty minutes is still 
before us, when we see, coming down upon us, 
one of the native carts; the driver shouting and 
whipping his mules furiously. 

On the back seat sits Mademoiselle Estelle. By 
her side is the Englishman. The street is so 
narrow that Stone and myself have to flatten 
ourselves against a house, t-o let the cart go by. 

* Where are they going?” asks Stone, blankly, 
as the cart rattles out of sight. 

The whistle of a departing steamer answers 
him. We go on t-o the hotel. I ring for Mrs. 
Houghton’s maid. 

“ Where is your mistress?” I say. 

“ Asleep,” she answers, promptly. “ Madame 
gave orders not to be disturbed until she rang.” 

“Call me, when she awakes,” I say, sternly. 
Frightened out of her wits at my voice, she goes 
upstairs. 

I turn to find Hastings. I knock at his door. 
There is no answer. I knock again. Then, 
alarmed, I open the door. I see Hastings seated 
at a table, his face buried in his hands. As I 
enter, he looks up. I see his face. 

“ Heavens!” I cry. “ My dear fellow, you 
are ill. What has happened ?” 

“ Only this, John,” he replies, quietly: “she 
is gone. I warned her. 1 loved her, years ago; 
and I could not see her detected and imprisoned.” 

“Her?” I gasp. “Mademoiselle Estelle, do 
you mean? Who is she? What is she?” 

“An adventuress,” he replies, with a groan, 
“ and a thief. I knew her in Paris, years ago— 
how I loved her I I would have given her my 
heart’s blood. Well, she took all I had—but that 
—and left me. First, however,”—he laughed, 
bitterly—“ she tried to kill me. You remember 
the scar on her forehead ? I gave her that, tiying 
to defend myself. When I .found out, this morn¬ 
ing, that it was she, I wrote her a line, warning 
her to escape while she could; and by this time, 
she must be on the steamer, and out of reach.” 
His head fell down into his hands again; and 
as he finished, his whole frame shook with 
emotion. 

At that moment, th$ sound of many feet came 
along the corridor. “Murder! Murder!” was 
the cry, in a shrill woman’s voice. Mrs. Hough¬ 
ton’s maid bursts into the room, followed by a 
quantity of servants. 

“ My poor mistress,” she sobs, wringing her 
hands. “ They’ve killed her.” 
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Hostings and myself jump to our feet; and 
dragging her with us, rush to Mrs. Houghton’s 
room. What a sight greets us! 

Extended on the bed lies Mrs. Houghton, the 
blood streaming from a ghastly out in her throat. 
At her side is her empty jewel-casket, her dead 
fingers clasping it tightly. On the other side lies 
Fifire, motionless: dead, like her mistress. There 
is no sign of a struggle. The room is in perfect 
order. There is nothing to be done. She has 
been dead for hours. Her maid cannot realise 
that there is no hope, and kneels by the bedside, 
imploring her mistress to speak. 

The scene is terrible. The room, filled with 
its foolish knick-nacks, and feminine trinkets; 
while waiters and natives are staring, with hard, 


pitiless ouriosity, on that kind, weak face, now so 
stern in the nuyeety of death. What a fate- 
murdered in a strange land 1 

The following day, with Hastings, Stone and 
myself as sole mourners, Mrs. Houghton was 
buried. There was no inquest. There is none 
in those countries. 

As we turned away from the newly-made 
mound in the Stranger’s Cemetery, “ the pity 
of it” came over us all; and we sobbed like 
children. 

That afternoon, we left Algiers; and I never 
intend to see the place again. 

There was no pursuit of her murderers. No 
ocean cable, at that time, united Algiers to 
France. Pursuit would have been useless. 


FROM THE PAST. 


IT C1BEII 7. L. VHlItIB. 


This old box, that holds the treasures 
Of my girlhood’s long-ago, 

I hare fonnd, where once 1 hid it, 

In the garnet*" quaint and low. 

Then my eyes were brighter, clearer. 

Not a furrow ?n no' brow; 

On my hair the sunshine glittered, 

Where the snows have f&Heu now. 

Well, I’ll lift the lid, recalling 
Dreams, how foolish, yet how fair I 

Ah Others lies my Ting—the token 
Of loves’* glory and despair. 

Like a tide, flours back upon me 
All the pain of that sad day. 

When I hid its golden glimmer, 

With my love and trust away. 

How could Jealous pride and anger 
Close my heart against Its own? 

Shut from out my life the sunshine, 
Leaving me to walk alone ? 

Where is he, to-day—my sweetheart? 

Ah I I have toot wept for years. 

Now the ring brings bank the heart-break. 
With a rush of tender tears. 

Tee, the ghosts ef dead, white torn 
Hustle in this paper’s fold; 

Once agjtiuhlue eyes, and boahy, 

Smile upon me as of old— 

Whilo he gathers creamy rosee, 

In a cluster sweet for me, 

Saying, “You will not,forget m& 

When I sail the purple sea?” 

Dust and asbee are the roses, 

Dead Sea apples, hope and lore; 

Naught but death to he ba tt e r ed in— 

None to trust byt God above. 

Long ago the sweet light vanished 
From the blue eyes far from me. 

No! poor hoy, I’ll not forget you. 

Sleeping ’nsath the purple sea. 


From this folded silver paper 
Falls a trees of sunny brown; 

1 behold myself a maiden, 

Blushing, shy, with eyes cast down. 

While my dark-eyed, boyfch lover. 
Vows to live for me alone; 

Briugs—as tokens of affection— 

Apples green, and pears half-grown. 

Twas our flnt romance; we parted— 
Bitter were the tearn we shed; ; 

Long and dreary seemed the waking. 
For the time that we might wed. 

Welly he Uttsk wife and children; 

Stout bo’s grown, and fond of wind; 

Bald the head whereon this ringlet, 
With its fellows, used to shine. 

Here are letters that I cherished, 

; . ? from the friendsffethferdays: 

Some are gone—I know not whither— 
Down life’s dim and changing ways; 

Scattered like the leaves in autumn, 
Drifting, drifting, far apart; 

Some are dust beneath the daMm, 
Some grown proud and cold of heart. 

Shall I farther lack? No, never I 
Peace of years has been In.vain. 

UsmorUp, like ghosts, upstarting, 

r Walk and wring their hands in pain. 

Gentle eyes gase out upon me— 

Tearful as I saw them last 

Voices call, and white hands ttachan, 
from the shadows of the past 

Why should wild regrets and passions, 
Of my girlhood’s folded page, 

Gome to thrill me with their whhpers, 
In my lonely, and old age? 

I am groping through life’s twilight, 
Tow*rd the bright “land of the leaL" 

Bitter earth has not a sorrow 
That sweat heaven cannot heaL 
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I knew, by the very sound df her step on the 
Btairs, that she Was in a bad humor. One often 
hears it said of a person that one had only to see 
his back to know hfc was angry ; but it was not 
even necessary to do so much in my aunt Bel¬ 
mont’s case. She had a peculiar step, when 
mentally ruffled; add she was that Very fre¬ 
quently. ' •* 

Upstairs she came, along the hall; and in 
another fhoment I heard my name called: 

“ Helen Stuart 1 Helen Stuart 1” 

Before I could rise dr reply, the door opened, 
and my aunt appealed npon the threshold; tall, 
upright, and grim, i «hoU{0F’tbe majesty of her 
demeanor was somewhat Impaired by the fact 
that her haste; 6r an unguarded movement of her 
hands, had glvOn tier cap a tkist, so that it'ttrt^ 
tered over her fcft ear, instead of resting' decor¬ 
ously upon facer apet. 

• 4 4 Are you deaf V ’ asked aunt Belmont, pausing, 
with her hand oh the door-knob. 

I shook my head. An unseemly doMreto laugh, 
caused more by nfervuhsifefes ‘ tlttm amusement, 
made me afraid to trust speak. 

44 And I Suppose ydtt srcPhot dumb, either,'* 
pursued myarint, stiH breathless from the speed 
with which she had mounted the stairs; 44 so I 
Bhould think jrou might as well answer, as to sit 
nodding at me, ms if I was something strung on 
wires.” ‘ “ 

41 What did yott want, asked, blinding 

over the tkble, and pretending to arrange my 
papers, to conceal my disposition to laugh. 

44 Want f” repeated she, with tragic emphasis, 
and dhut the doored suddenly and so hard that I 
fairly jumped. 'She cro ss ed the foom; sat down 
in an easy-dhatr opposite my table; and after 
glaring at me in silence for a few seconds, asked, 
in a tone of solemnity Which might hate befitted 
a judge, questioning a prisoner as to his guftt or 
innocence, “ Hate yon lost your senses, Helen 
Stuart—completely fret them?*’ As I stfll re¬ 
mained silent, she dropped her Judicial fbr 
one of witherfrfg scorn; and opntinued, volubly, 
44 Not that they were much to boast df at their 
best, but better ‘nifre; and unless yeU ex¬ 
pect to shut yoursdlfln an asylUm, and*be taken 
care of, it mightbe brisflr tc keep them about you.” 

Somehow, the contempt quelled the miserable 
nervousness which had all the afternoon beset me; 


and a composure that was too cold to be quite 
natural-^-though I did not know that—took its 
place. 

44 1 believe I had lost my senses fbr a time, 
aunt,” 1 said; 44 but I hate got them back, and I 
mean to keep possession.” 

44 Such as they are,” sneered she. 

44 Exactly,” said I. Then I realized that I was 
exasperating heT, though unintentionally; and I 
added, earnestly enough: 44 Indeed, indeed, hunt, 
I am not acting upon impulse. I have thought 
and thought, day and night, fbr weeks. I could 
not do it—I could not. I would rather die.” 

Here I was forced to stop, "because my voice 
broker and for an instant, I was tery near 
weeping. 

44 1 do beg that you won't talk HkC a young 
woman in a novel,” exelahned she; and the taunt 
spurred me upto renewed self-control. 

44 1 have said all there is to say,” I replied. 
44 There is nothing tc be-gained by talking the 
matter bver, and T woWd ratber not do it.” 

44 Do you mean to tell fne to mind my own 
business?” asked my aunt, wrathfully. 

“No,* I said; “but this is a case where I 
Must decide entirely for myself: it concerns my 
whole fbture ; nobody can judge for me. Nobody 
can assist me, either. My own feelings—my con¬ 
science, must guide fiate.” 

41 And a nice conscknod you must have,” cried 
‘she. 44 For five months you have kept a man 
‘Relieving that you meant to marry him—” 

<# T spoke clearly, at the first,” I interrupted. 

44 A man whose affection was mn honor, 4 ' pur¬ 
sued she, unheeding; 44 yes,hiMi6irtii^ that you 
didn’t merit—that you have Neither the intelli¬ 
gence nor the heart to hppreeiate; hnd new, for 
some -ridiculous whim, you throw him over. I 
never heard of such insane, wickSd conduct. It 
is only equaled by your ingratitude to me, your 
only living relative; to me, wto have been a 
mother to you. But thy is no matter. I ex¬ 
pected ingratitude. I have never had anything 
else. Still, 1 did not think you would show 
youTself a heartless coquette—a—” 

44 Stop,” 1 broke in. 44 1 will not listen to 
these accusations—they are undeserved.” 

44 To choose the opportunity, when I was ab¬ 
sent, tc inflict this blow on Mr. Chester; and 
then not to tell me, when I came back. Oh, I 
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never heard of anything so atrocious, so appalling, 
as your conduct, from first to last.” 

“ Mr. Chester came to me for my decision, 
during your absence,” I said. “ I gave it. You 
only returned home this morning. 1 should have 
told you this evening—■” 

“You say so, now that I have found out,” she 
interrupted. 

My temper was hasty, but somehow, at this 
juncture, I could not call it to my aid. I felt too 
dispirited and miserable, though, there oould be 
no reason for such feeling, as' I had told myself 
twenty times during the day, at least beyond my 
sympathy for Mr. Chester, and my regret at hav¬ 
ing to give him pain., 

“ You have been underhanded and deceitful, 
from first to last,”' pursued my aunt, with in¬ 
creased energy. Now I knew her so well, that I 
was quite aware, if I allowed he* to browbeat me 
in the beginniflgi.Bhe would torment and .perse- 
, cute me for an (indefinite time, without mercy ; 
and I did not propose to be so tvnpoented. My 
relative was violent and tyrannical, exceedingly 
worldly, and somewhat,unscrupulous. 1 saw her 
t&ults more plainly than was perhaps commend* 
able at my age; but I will do myself the justice 
to add, that I gave equal recognition to her vir¬ 
tues. She had many agreeable qualities; was 
very kind aud charitable $ affectionate, (tap, in a 
demonstrative, dramatic fashion, which gave her 
the reputation of being a warmer-hearted person 
than she really woe. Though, aftepr all, ,1. am 
doing her iinjustice, aqd stating the thing.wrqngly. 
She had a warm heart, bpt she was despotie, and 
always certain that she knew better wha^ those 
she loved ought to do, than.'they knew themselves. 

She was my father’^ .half-sister, and 1 went to 
her bouse to live, al the time of my widowed 
mother's death, which happened when I was ten 
years old. That was twelve years before, the 
period., of whi$h*J am writing. I am certain, 
that, in Igpr Wfg^ahe was really attached to me; 
but as a.cl^ty she oftyn rendered me very, very 
unhappy; and tlii^gh l grew up without much 
respect for her character, my affection for her 
was.deep and sincere. She believed herself a 
just woman; but she did. not even know the 
meaning of the word; and thought herself frank 
and hopest, because, when angry, she would, 
without hesitation, tell the most unpleasant and 
uncalled-for home-truths to any and everybody, 
though very early l discovered that she was not 
so truthful on ordinary occasions, 4a a rule, 
even after I grew up, I gave way to her; partly 
because I was fon<hpf her, partly because I de¬ 
tested scenes: in which, at times, she delighted. 
But 1 hod learned, that, beyond a certain point, 


I must not allow her to encroach, unless I meant 
to become a slave: and when she found that it 
was not safe to tyrannize too far, I fancy she re¬ 
spected me piore, though I frankly own that I do 
not think the effect of ^iich companionship was 
particularly good for my character. 

Luckily I was independent, pecuniarily. I 
had a competency, which, brought in an income 
of two thousand dollar*. A goodly share of this 
had always gone to her, though I know she 
r rather gave the impression, where she could, that 
I hod been reared at her expense.. Still, I did 
not mind that. 

My aunt’s hoqse was in the outskirts of a 
flourishing town, in one of the Middle States. 
There was plenty, of agreeable, cultivated society, 
and as she liked to receive, our home was rather 
the centre of all.social doings. My life h^d been 
uneventful enough, *tm,{ had managed- to have 
my little romance; ayery,. very poor one. I have 
j reached an age wjpqp I can smile at my youth¬ 
ful follies, (compepsiopately, though^-not with 
| contempt,) and need not hesitate to set down that 
qpsode. When I was mn^pqp, a young man, 

I named,Henry Clennam, came tc^orapt^ and spent 
several months with a relative.. j^e was hand¬ 
some and interesting epopgh for one of my year? 
to idealize into a hero ; v and I did so. I was 
called the prettiest girl in the neighborhood, and 
he devoted himself to m** I,know o now, that at 
first he thought I w*f a gjcppjt J^eireas, and really 
meant to win me fpi^ejpMMiey^ sake, When he 
\ learned the. truth, be continued his attentions 
| merely to pass the time. He did not, in words, 

> make love to me; but he gave eveiy reason 
\ to suppose that h^ did, mod when the 

period for his departure arrived, he indulged in 
• a pathetic outburst;, mysteriously about 

ll^e iron hand of fiate, which held him fast; and 
then went his ^ray. I suffered; but I did not 
make an idiot of, ipyself. i Nobody dreamed that 
I had Received -pay hurt,;„and f 0 ®" 

fort in that. 4 J***w4»^ I lost neither 

my, health npyqpirits, though atfirat, if I had not 
struggled hard, I oould easily have impaired 
; both v I emerged from myeonfliot, with the idea 
that I had exhausted my powemof living; and as, 
unfortunately,.! did not £ben know the truth in 
regard to Clennam, I believed.that some untoward 
, destiny had separated us 4 and so I was deprived 
of the help which the ^pntemjpt he deserved* 
would b^ve been to me. ^ 

Sjif /months after that period, Arthur Chester 
cam® heme from Europe, and settled himself at 
his fine old country place, a few miles from us. 
He was rich, handsome, and young still-—only 
thirty. We speedily grew firm friends. Before 


Digitized by 


Google 




“DOMIN' THRO THK EYE, 


377 


> f 


I mw him, my aunt had recounted, in a vague, 
sketchy way, some tragedy connected with his 
youth, which had ended in his pronouncing a 
vow not to marry. So, from the outset, I bad 
been quite at ease frith him, convinced that he 
would never ask for anything beyond friendship, 
fie was « great deal at the house, and always a 
delightful companion* Unconsciously I grew to 
depend more- and more upon his society. I do 
not; know whether! Was most startled, or grieved, 
therefore, When, one day, just three months 
previous to this stormy interview with aunt Bel¬ 
mont, he ashed me to become his wife* and 
showed me that he was offering his heart as well 
as his hand. He frankly told me the particulars 
of what ray rebdive had termed a tragedy, arid 
they dwindled down to a very commonplace mat¬ 
ter* While quite young, he had entered into a 
frmlg engagement i 'soon learned that«frhe lady 
>Wfe as differenti a* possible from the ideal he had 
formed of her; and felt profoundly grateful, when 
shamstopfrhod, her friends* and outraged the pro¬ 
prieties, 'byr making a runaway match with a 
young, Him) jflEoar> after a few weeks' aoquaint- 
m* . u ' ;! . 

He and,aBfftaanWbetween them, persuaded me 
to take .tbe tbrwe^mkths for my decision,, with 
the fUlifUnd ssntonrti ag that I was to be perfectly 
free at th* pod*, tifejast fortnight, both had 
I nin ■ Input; and during that season of solitude, 

I decided that to accept,Mr* Chester’s hand would 
bnan udpstote to ^m; and when he came back, 
somewhat wneypoetodly, I gave bias my response. 
He wm very bfe?C» vary ltind ; he cttd his best to 
hide what he suffered; hugged that We should be 
friends still; and fefesedto announce my decision 
to my a u nty tn hert netum. He hoped to spare 
me, but he had noMono sol Aunt Bsimon^had 
washed bw»t4bmmiWmg»aftd it Was Still early 
in the aftemoofiu ; Witl# bta mmk promptitude, 
Hr, Chester bo4 Might an to tmsfrW as soon as 
he heard thld sfrutwaa back* flfeo**he had 
notbsfft#m:h«U^^;ftaJbem when she ap¬ 
peared inggirwnH wifetb*intention of at lea* 
oTflcw fr a freing i mtimUk her wftefc eudiseom, if 
she oould not by argument or pewnasion induce 
mo prescind my .w ee i f fe 

X could hgratbnpmaa u p Hii n e s n s r p i ih er^Uirtg 
me tmtentbfrk ^•nfcfrhsn^in the tt^ eutset, 
•be forgot herefef ss f frr entodesmX^edld only 
toUfrmrthfe oue ao nFO Bsatiem wee at^nfertl I 
bad mesmMo Sfefcdn sfeesiy whfe jnyfo eU <B" 
and motives were; but that**!*** de g #fdd : 
her »f any abadooraf right to^sefilsnstlsn bn fray 
pari. Then aunt wefdJMfffew Mbssm 

to the other; forsook rage for petipa r ahd wept 
most bitterly. But in ten minutes she was re¬ 


proaching me again; and at the end of a stormy 
hour, we were as far from a satisfactory under¬ 
standing as ever. 

“ I shall never speak another word about it,” 
cried aunt Belmont; “nor about anything else 
that concerns you. I beg you will never ask my 
advice on any subject whatever. Act as you 
please. Go where you please. Say what you 
please. Never, never, will 1 so much as express 
an opinion.” 

M she would only have persisted in that reso¬ 
lution, we might have done very well. But the 
next day, and the next, each time we were alone, 
she harked bach to the forbidden topic. She 
treated me to se many .quotations, as applicable 
to my case, that I really fancy she muBt have 
daily refreshed her memory by a peep into some 
book of poetical extracts. The serpent’s tooth 
and*he ungrateful child fgured .largely therein; 
and 1 think sometimes their absurdity must have 
struck hero for she had a keenctaough sense of 
humor; but if it did, the consciousness merely 
caused her to grow more angry. 

I bore this fehsomewhat over a week; then a 
timely invitation'from a dear friend to pay her a 
Visit, gave me an excuse for escape; end I made 
my preparations for departure, with the intention 
of Temefaing* absent at least a couple of months. 

'i had seen Mr. Chester twice during the inter¬ 
val; and owing to* his greet good sense, his ex¬ 
quisite tact, and weedsfdul self-control, the meet- > 
ings'proved much lets embarrassing than I could 
have ventured td hope. I received my friend's 
fetter on aTueedayvnad decided do start the next 
merpiag. I seppoab my aunt must have sent 
•Mr, Chester word; though wifrat she thought 
-would be gained by so doing, IWfcdfrbet imagine. 
flow eve r ,/that evening; he came upon me, as I 
was isteUling about I in the grounds; and said, 
uiludti feunedfetely s j * .* * ’ 

“ Miss Helen, I want to say something; please 
don't think me impertinent or—” 

. Ah*,” I interrupted; “ you premised we were 
to be friends—reek friends.. If we are, you 
mustn't:use suChawoecL” 

“ It was only this,” he continued, thanking me 
fry a grave stoile: “ I—I feared that, perhaps, dur¬ 
ing these past days, I had annoyed you in some 
Manner—that my coming here—or—’' He broke 
off; but before I could speak, he added; “I 
fchould*foel so ashamed, «o guilty, if I am driving 
pfei OWay: Indfed*. indeed, I believe that you 
habanQ fewer friend than I.” 
p liWXAabriiefevilj” I replied; “and I want you 
Mbstinrsitkat I (appreciate, and am grateful for 
yopif friendship. I don’t think any other man 
in the world Would behave so admirably as you. 
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I am going partly because I want a change, partly 
because my aunt teases me unmercifully, though 
I don’t suppose she means to. You have nothing 
whatever to do with it. Pleaee don’t think so.” 

I said it all very rapidly, incoherently even. 
I was embarrassed and troubled; but he was per¬ 
fectly calm. He smiled again—he had such a 
beautiful smile; held out his hand; shook mine 
warmly; and rejoined: 

“ I thank you. My mind is now quite at rest 
I can always trust your frankness and horaisty 
implicitly. Eiyoy yourself, and eome bask to 
os as soon as you can. 1 think I may promise 
that your aunt will not tease you any more en 
my account 1 shall convince her that I am 
quite satisfied.” 

He talked a little about my journey, and bade 
me good-bye. It was very unreasonable,' and 
very absurd; yiet I believe that somehow bis 
calmness was a shock to me. Heaven knows, I 
did not want him to suffer on my account; yet 
this ability so speedily to put by his thwarted 
hopes completely, and go book to his eld r6U of 
friendship, gave fine an odd feeling, as if I had 
lost some precious treasure. Hewas a man whose 
love would have honored any woman. It seemed 
to me that I rather pitied myself for not being 
able to accept it. Then I felt indignant enough 
with my own inconsistency and absurdity \ End 
by way of penance, endured a lecture from aunt 
Belmout, which began by her declaring that she 
had one word to sty—-merely one—then talking 
me almost deaf and blind. Occasionally, she 
would break off, to inform me that she had fin¬ 
ished ; and then eontiane 4ns strain of hrfty ad- 
monition, intenepersed with pathetic allusions to 
the ease with Which ingratitude breaks a suscep¬ 
tible heart, and brings. gray hain to an untimely 
grave—her own tresses being as abundant sad 
black as if she hod been twenty, instead ofsim- 
and-fifty. 

My absence prolonged itself to three months, 
and very pleasant ones they were; though, to¬ 
wards the lost, I. began to yearn for heme, 
absence having had i&iimual effect of lessening 
any and all of the disagreeables there, and cast¬ 
ing a halo over its pleasures. It had, lot a g«4 
while, been evident, from her letters, that aunt 
Belmont had reconciled herself to my decision In 
regard to Mr. Chester* and I felt confident that 
I had to thank him therefor. 

I heard many times clap tnm Mr. Chester 
himself. He wrote admirable letton, and I 
found myself receiving and,replying to them with 
extreme satisfaction. Not long befbre my return, 
another friend wrote me, among bit* of toeabgosr 
sip, that Mr. Chester was reported to be greatly 


attracted by a charming widow, who had been 
visiting for some weeks in Dorset. 

“ We used to think you were his Polar star,” 
wrote Mrs. Lawler, “but men are odd creatures, 
and are apt to think every new fees the real 
guiding planet.” 

There was mention of the ;widow in my aunt’s 
letters, too—a little bitterness apparent, now end 
then, after the suspicion which dirt. Lawler bad 
imbibed entered her mind iflso. D Would only 
say with my friend that men were odd creatures; 
still, 1 should certainly be glad to hear that 
Arthur Chester’s life was likely to be brightened 
and widened. I felt that the woman upon whom 
he had fixed his choice would be fortunate if she 
were able to appreciate ‘hie affection and return 
-it; and again there same over me that inexpli¬ 
cable regret at having missed a priceless treasure, 
wbcn ufitbin my reaeh; adhering been forced to 
relinquish a boon whose worth I was capable of 
comprehending. 

My return home proved vetypleosant. Aunt 
Belmont was delighted to hhve me 1 beck, and all 
our friends received me wftha wam lhihat was 
as agreeable to my heart, as their compliments 
upon my looks were to my vanity. No one 
greeted me more cordially than Mr. Chester, and 
our meeting was entirely fees from embarrassment 
on t either side. The lady Of whemmy aunt and 
Mm* Lawler wrote me, had'left the neighborhood, 
shortly before my arrival, somewhat to my r egr et, 
as I had a certain cariosity to woe her. Mr. 
Chester visited at our boose, in his dd, friendly 
fashion, and my wont had apparently resigned 
herself to her disappointment; fer she left me 
fete toieqjey his society, without other *Bus§e&s 
to the past than were held in occasional rather 
sharp satires upon the widow. Mr. Chester sel¬ 
dom spoke of the lady ;but rumor Informed me 
■that they corresponded, and once during the 
autumn, and again in the winter, he made a visit 
to the city In which she lived. On both these 
occasions my aunt did display a tittle irritation ; 
but I passed it by in silence, and hUrilMmmov 
vented itself in general remarks* upon the idiocy 
of human natu re i 

“ Women, as a rule, are* such dunces, that they 
doa’tknrir what'they want, and men ore so rest¬ 
less, thty if they oan’t hove what theywant, they 
wiN take what they can get/’ said want Belmont, 
tnistofthsupiesUy ;-but as 1 offered no rejoinder 
whaMet^ehe bk her lips; tossed her head, and 
dropped ftm subject. 

Indeed, aha was in «E ways eonsiderate and 
eaaMfcd, after a lashion I should hardly have be¬ 
lieved her capable of; not only allowing me to 
E hold opinions in peace, but now and then aot- 
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ually deferring to them; and our domestio life, 
in eonaequenoe, was very tranquil,and sonny. 

Towards spring, I was rendered restless by 
hearing that I was likely to meet Henry GWnnam 
again. He had returned from some South Amer¬ 
ican place, where he held a consulate, and pro¬ 
posed to visit hit relatives in Dorset. I shrank 
terribly from seeing him, afraid that doing so 
would convince me that 1 was not so thoroughly 
cured ef my folly ss I had hoped. I would haye 
been glad to go away; but I could invent no rea¬ 
sonable enouse for doing so; and I had a mortal 
horror of aunt Belmont, or anybody else, sus¬ 
pecting my motive. 

I made myself miserable enough, during a fort¬ 
night; and at last Henry Gennam arrived—ar¬ 
rived without my knowing it, and I met him that 
very evening, at a little musical party, given by 
Hate Lawler. The* first I saw of him, as I en¬ 
tered the rooms, he was standing 'talking with 
Mr. Chester. I can’t tell how it was; bat after 
one glance, I discovered that I had bean tonMt 
ingmyseif uselessiyi-4ibe ogbfcaf Qednam caused 
me no sensation whatever. I saw him exactly as 
he was: :a handsome, vain, frivolous fop, with his 
manners marred by an excessive affectation. I 
wondered how I could ever have beta silly enough 
to fenoy that I cared for him,.and was ashamed 
of having so lowered my womanly , dignity. 

1 dare say I am adding somewhat to my feel¬ 
ings of the moment; but, at least, I thought all 
these things before the evening was over, 
had condescended to renew our acquaintance, 
and bestow a great deal* of attention upon me. 

He did that during the whole time of his stay, 
which lasted a week; and on several occasions he 
strove to get back to his old style of conversation, 
which had formerly posse s se d su4h a fascination 
for me. L found it bored ne, new. Perhaps my 
manner piqued him sufficiently to make him 
wish to lure me into showing that the past still 
kept a hold upon me. At all events, tie tried, 
openly, on the night before his depasture. 

It was at my unnt’^ boose. We bad a little 
musioal party, and he bad, after much persua¬ 
sion, been Induced to display his voioe, which 
was a very fine one, and well cultivated. When 
he had finished his song, fojoiacd me, as I was 
standing at the entrance to the, Conservatory, and, 
without warning, began to talk in an exceedingly 
sentimental strain. - 

“ This is ngr last evening here,” he said. “ R 
was hard to gp thp other time; itisstill harder 
now.” 

“How can that bet” I asked. “ Wehatfe a 
new railway, which shortens the Journey to Hew 
York by three hours.” 


“ Ah,” he sighed, “you know what I mean— 
you must know.” 

“ I don’t think I do,” said I, looking down, 
and playing with my fan. 

“ Fate has been cruel to me,” he went oh, in a 
low, tremulous voioe. “I was wrong to come 
back here—I have ©*ly given myself new suffer¬ 
ing. Ah, Helen*—you used to let me call you 
so, may I not still? If destiny had been 
kinder—” 

“ What would she have dene t” I inquired. 

“ Put me in a position where I oould have 
obeyed the dictates ef my heart—have come to 
you with a question from my soul to yours. Ah, 
you know whpt prise I should long since have 
asked for; had fate permitted.” 

I looked him fall in the faoe, and said, laugh- 
ingty: 

“ Neither fate, nor any other power, oould have 
changed the relations between us, Mr. Clennam. 
Try and understand that for onoe and all. We are 
aid friends, so forgive my giving you a word of 
advice. You ought to stop talking to every girl 
you meet, in that romantic fashion—young ladies 
are given to comparing notes; and men, who do 
such things, get laughed at.” 

He Was well taken aback, far onee in hie life; 
and.fttrionsiy angry, too. 1 must confess that I 
was petty enough to heartily enjoy my little ven- 
geanae, at the moment; and though, afterwards, 
I tried to be ashamed, I am afraid I succeeded 
but poorly. - 

The months went on to spring. It is difficult 
to make you underetandf how precious Mr. 
Chester's friendship had g r o wn to me, without 
giving the impression that I had learned to love 
him; but I was perfectly secure that such was 
not the case. I must admit that any mention or 
thought of the widow disturbed me; but I be¬ 
lieved that was beoause the idea of his marrying 
reminded me that such a step must change our 
relations, and in a great measure deprive me of 
the companionship which was not only so pleas¬ 
ant, but which elevated and strengthened my 
whole character. 

It was‘almost a year from the time when Mr. 
Chester had asked me to be his wife, that I again 
left home. My friend, Annie Mason, at whose 
house I had spent the three months of my pre¬ 
vious absence, was taken suddenly and alarmingly 
ill, and I Went to her as soon as 1 the news reached 
me.* I passed an antlousfortnight in nursing 
her;ibkt after that, she began rapidly to mend, 
aoff <byr4he end of the month was able to get 
about *|am. 

I was sitting with her, one pleasant afternoon, 
and we were talking of her returning home with 
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me, by way of haying a little change of scene to break her engagement; and 1 knew, too, that, 
and air, when the post brought me a letter from if not rich, she possessed a fair competency, 
aunt Belmont. She wrote delightful epistles, Three days later, I received an answer. 8uch 
and I opened this at once, meaning to amuse a beautiful letter: so brave, so manly. But there 
Annie by reading it aloud; but I had scarcely was one paragraph of more importance to me 
glanced at the first page, when 1 ssW some news, than all the rest. I shall copy it here: 
which turned me so sick and cold, that the sheet “ I was never more surprised in my life, than 
dropped from my hand. I must have grown at your allusion to the possibility of my marriage, 
very pale; .for Annie called out in terror. The I gave up such dreams a year ago. 1 am thank- 
fear of doing her harm brought my senses back; fyl, now, my dear Helen, that yon were not able 
but I was so completely unnerved, that I had to to give me anything beyond the friendship which 
ask her to read the letter aloud. I prise so highly — which, believe me, is the_ 

Mr. Chester had been ruined by the failure of greatest comfort I possess, in the clouds and 
some stock company, in which his fortune was difficulties which beset me. I wonder at yon a 
invested; had already sold his possessions in j little—let me say so? How could you judge so 
Dorset, and was preparing to start for California, poorly of me, as to suppose that I could ever think 
where he was to take the position of clerk in a j of another woman, after having ventured to raise 
mercantile house. { my eyes to you T Well, well, no matter. As 

“I am bitterly grieved for him,” wrote aunt \ regards Mrs. Manners, let me add that we are 
Belmont, “ but oh, my dear, whata mercy that you 1 old friends* and never (breamed of being anything 
did not marry our unfortunate friend. I thought j tod as for the congratulations you speak 

you dreadfully obstinate at the time; but it seems j of, they —it beofensd to a fortunate relative of 
now as if you had really been prevented by that mine^ to wham jfcs in to be married early next 
higher Power who rules oiu>— ” j month. V 

“ Oh, stop!” I broke in. 44 1 can’t bear that— | When I was calm eneugiv^though I must con¬ 
it sounds so utterly heartless—worse, so wicked.” < fess that it required some hours to make me so— 
I was seated on a footstool, at An Ida’s foet j I read the remainder of the letter. - I discovered 
As I cried out, she leaned ov$r ms, <tnd drew my \ that Mr. Chester would only beubout three weeks 
head towards her. s longer in Dorset: he was to start for California 

“ Helen,” she whispered, “you do love him, j the moment he oould settle his affairs* He hoped 
after all.” \ to have the pleasure of seeing me before he left 

It was true. I knew it in that moment. I |~He knew I had intended to remain still another 
loved him I. month with my friend; buti if I oould return a 

Before I went to bed that night, I was calm little earlier, bfrshould be so gkd. To hear geod 
enough to write to himi~write the friendly, sym- wishes spoken by my lips would seem a happy 
pathixing letter whifh was all I oould send now, j omen for his journey and his errand; and several 
I had, in my blindness, lost my chance of happi- \ years might elapse before he should be able to 
ness; lost the blessed privilege of begging to j pay a visit to the Atlantis States, 
share his troubles: that was another woman's j 1 think you can imagine what I did. 1 packed 
right now. When, in my obstinacy, my silly ray trunks 4hat evening, and Annie's teo; sod 
clinging to a weak, girlish dream, I refused the the next morning I started for home, acoompan- 
affection he offered, he had turned to one less ied.by toy friend. I would not allow her to 
weak and blind; ; from me, he only needed what travel at.night,>ee it was late in the afternoon of 
I had so persistently declared was all I could ever the second day before we reached Dorset. I had 
give—esteem, sympathy, friendship. warned my aunt by telegraph ; and she met us 

I was tolerably well satisfied with my letter, at the station, in high spirits, for Annie Masom 
when I read it over the next morning. 1 had not was a great favorite others* 
betrayed my secret—the secret which I had My aunt was so Ml of care of Annie, and so 
learned too late to be of any importance to him; excited about the Coming marriage of a pet 
too late to be more than a bitter and Ufo-kmg re- nephew, that I - was spared much conversation 
gret to myself. I managed delicately to mention in regard to Mr. Chester, whom she told me I 
the widow; to hint that it was pleasant to think would soon see. Sie had Informed him that she 
there was a quarter to which he could %o for expected us, and he had said he should call early 
comfort. Though the writing this a in the evening. 

sharp pang, I could say it honestly; because, When sunset drew dear, I got out of the bouse, 
from what I had learned of Mrs. Manners' char- j I knew the path he would take through the fields, 
aeter, I felt convinced that she was not a woman and—I went to meet him. A light wind rustled 


Digitized by 


Google 



“WHEN THE LILACS BLOSSOM. 


381 


; > 


the rye, and stirred the wild flowers scattered 
through it. The sky was fall of the golden sun¬ 
set. Everything was gay and exhilarating. 1 
chared the joy of nature. I expected, to meet 
Mr. Chester in a little wood beyond, not sup¬ 
posing he would hare had time to come 'so far; 
but suddenly I heard the sound of footsteps; 
looked up, and saw him approaching. He was 
worn, and thin, and pale; but oh, so changed, so 
hopeful, so determined. 

He saw me; gave a cry of joy, and hurried 
forward. A sudden trembling seized me; I could 
hardly stand. His delight speedily changed to 
alarm and anxiety. 

“ Are you ill ?” hd asked, eagerly. 

I shook my head; I was almost choked; but 
find voice to speak I would, and did. 

“I am well, ,, I said, in gasps; “ only, seeing 
you—knowing—” 

Then I broke down. 

“ Ah,” he answered, “ I understand. But you 
must not be so grieved for me. I 'have merely j 
lost money. I am strong—able to work—only 
thirty-one. I am not an object of pity.” 

“ No, no,” I cried, desperately. “ It isn’t that. 

I am proud of you. I—but oh, you are going 
away.” 

“ Yes. It is hard to leave my friends—such a 
friend as you, especially ; but—” 

Here his voice broke, as mine had done; then 
I heard myself saying, almost in a whisper: 

“ But I don’t want to be left.” 

He stared at me as if unable to believe his own 
ears. 

“Heleif!” he cried, while a great joy lighted 
up his face; then it faded quickly, leaving him 
very pale, but quite calm. “You are a brave, 
noble woman,” he said, softly. “ I can’t tell 
you how grateful I am for your sympathy. In 
your excitement, you do not think what a hope 
your words might give; but don’t fear—I shan’t 
misunderstand—” 

“ You do/’ I Interrupted. 


“ Helen I Do you mean that—that, sometime, 
when I have redeemed my fortunes, I may hope 
that—that—” 

“ I don’t want to be left,” I interrupted again; 

“ haven’t I said so ?” 

Then I bupt into tears; for the strain on me 
had been too great. In another moment, his 
arms were around me. 

“Now I can go, courageously enough,” he 
said, suddenly. “ Oh, Helen, fate will be kind. 

It will not be long before I shall be able to come 
back and claim you.” 

I cried and laughed both together. 

” I’ve money enough for myself,” I cried. “ I 
shouldn’t be any drag on you. Oh, do you 
mean to make me coax you to be allowed to marry 
you ?” 

I shan’t tell you what he said, in answer. I 
remember every word ; but it is all too sacred to 
repeat. 

It was late before we got home. There was 
| no necessity for telling Annie Mason anything; 
but aunt Belmont had to be informed; and when 
she was, she turned into stone, with neatness 
and despatch. 

“ I have seen crazy people, and I have seen 
idiots,” was her first remark, as soon as she 
could find voice, “ but none to equal you. 
Arthur Chester, you would be the maddest 
creature alive, if Helen Stuart wasn’t madder.” 

I think most people thought the same; but I 
had my way. We were married a fortnight 
later, and started for our new home. All these 
things happened fifteen years ago, and nobody 
remembers, now, that they considered us mad ; 
for we have been so prosperous, in a worldly / 
way, that my husband has retired from business, 
and we are established in his beautiful old house 
near Dorset. But we are something better than 
prosperous. We are happy, and I have never had 
the grace to be ashamed of insisting on Arthur’s 
marrying me, that day, when he met me, as he 
says, “ CoMiJt’ Thro’ Thb Ryb.” 


“WHEN THE LILACS BLOSSOM.” 


BY *11 IT A A. HILL. 


Ham tkrnitomvmimlm** 

Do yon know ft, where you lie? 
’Mid the pine-treee, wailing .oefie, 
Sfcfchdfag blhck against the 4kj' 
Doee the myrtle, on you* btiiom, 
Bloom m faith fhly and true, 

Ab the lilacs, that, in bloeeom. 
Seem to bloom alone for you? 


Wjhea the Blocs bloasom, dearie, 
How their fregranpe Alls the air I 
And the sun it shines So cheery; 

' Ami there’s beauty everywhere. 
But Mrltoer i§ the weather, 

Where you walk, to-day, ray dean 
And the lilacs, that yon gather, 

Oh! we’ve no such lilacs here. 
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CHAPTER I. 

It was a lovely June morning, and the thin 
muslin curtains were floating, lazily, in the de¬ 
licious summer breeze, in Mrs. Rodney’s sitting- 
room. And what a quaint, comfortable, home¬ 
like room it was I One’s home, especially one’s 
living room, must necessarily be impressed with 
the individuality of its inmates; and Mrs. Rod¬ 
ney’s room was no exception to the rule; it was 
very quiet, a little formal, but truly refined. 

Of course, it was not “correct,” from an 
Aesthetic point of view ; in fact, very incorrect; 
for bits of Jacobean, and Queen Anne, and Geor¬ 
gian furniture, were mixed together; comfort¬ 
able modern wicker-chairs elbowed stately claw- 
foot ones; a Chippendale desk was confronted 
by a small chest of marquetry drawers; two 
corner cupboards, of shell-patterned mahogany, 
were filled with precious bits of Wedge wood, 
Crown Derby, and old Worcester and Dresden 
china, “ worth a Jew’s eye.” In onej recess, was 
a small linen press, a real old-fashioned “ press,” 
such as our grandmothers delighted in, exqui¬ 
sitely inlaid; and the drawers opening with 
brass handles, that were works of art, and that 
surrounded placques of W’edgewood, as fine as 
the most delicate cameo. In this press, Mrs. 
Rodney kept her finest napery, perfumed with 
lavender blossoms; and in one compartment, the 
screw still remained, and was still used. Bits 
of priceless “ old blue,” in the shape of bowls 
and hawthorn jars, stood in comfortable confu¬ 
sion, on tables and drawers; and a pair of blue 
and gold Nankin vases decorated the mantel; 
while above this mantel was a large old mirror, 
with beveled edges, set in a curiously-carved ma¬ 
hogany and gilt frame. 

These treasures had not been purchased at 
auction, as are so many that we see now, in 
houses where old fashions are affected; but were 
things that had been lit every-day nse, in the 
Rodney and Lesly families, for generations. The 
aromatic scent of fresh India matting, was com¬ 
bined with that of great cabbage roses, which 
filled one huge Nankin bowl, and of the jacquemi¬ 
nots, that fell in lovely confhsion out of a large 
glass vase. Besides this, there was the “bow 
pot,” that almost covered the hearth; this was 
a great brown vase, which held huge bunches of 
wild honeysuckle, and of pink kalmia, with its 


IK B1MIITOX. 

pointed, spotted blooms. In another place, an 
armful of the common white daisies was crowded 
into a blue jar. There were flowers everywhere; 
flowers and books; for the family tried to keep 
pace with all that was good in the literature of 
the day. 

As one looked at the three occupants of the 
room, on this sweet qummer morning, one felt 
how admirably they fitted into the place. A 
girl of about nineteen years was standing with an 
open letter in her hand ; and a half coaxing, half 
mutinous expression was on her bright, dark 
face. She was rather tall and slender. Her 
beautifully-shaped head rose above a throat as 
round and straight as a marble column. This 
head was always carried a little high and back, 
giving a touch of haughtiness to her appearance, 
somewhat contradicted by the eager light in her 
large dark eyes, and by the constantly varying 
expression of her mobile lips. Her mouth, per¬ 
haps, was a trifle too large; but her teeth were 
small, and exquisite in shape. The chin was 
square and firm, with a slight cleft in it. The 
brown hair was combed carelessly back from the 
low brow; but rebellious little curls and rings 
were always making a soft fringe on the forehead. 
When she moved, it was with the elasticity that 
came from a high-arched instep, and yi&t gave 
her the springing tread of a young Diana. 

“ Barbara, dear,” said Mr. Rodney, or, as he 
was called generally, Friend Rodney, taking off 
his glasses slowly, and calmly looking at his 
somewhat excited daughter, “ it appears to me 
that thee has been very unsettled, since thee came 
back from Europe. I thought to give thee a 
pleasure, child; but I doubt jf it was really for 
thy good; thee wishes now to accept this invi¬ 
tation to Newport, I suppose; thee seems to wish 
to be *on the go/ as John calls it, all the time.” 

For Barbara had but recently returned from 
Europe, where she had been for a year, with her 
brother Jack and his wife. 

“Bui, fether, what harm can there be, in 
going to Europe ? Or even in wishing to accept 
Kitty Graham’s tevtiaftkm to Newport, this sum¬ 
mer?” 

Mr. Rodney did not answer this directly, but 
said, after a moment: 

“Why not go with thy sister Ellen, to the 
White Mountains and Saratoga?” 
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“Fb willing to stay at home, if thee says so; 
bat I will not go with Ellen, anywhere,” was the 
decided response, fbr between Ellen and Bar¬ 
bara, though there was no open aversion, there 
was, as even the father knew, an entire want of 
sympathy. 

Mr. Rodney looked attentively at the outside 
of the book he had been reading, for some 
moments. Barbara, after a pause, went on: 

“ Oh, dear,” she said. 44 I suppose it is be¬ 
cause I am youngs and want to eiyoy life, like 
the birds and flowers out there.” And, as she 
spoke, she looked wistfully into ike garden, and 
up to a tree, where a small bird seemed to be 
singing his little heart out* 

Mr. Rodney’8 face grew tender, as he looked 
at his child. Mrs. Rodney went on with her 
sewing, as if Barbara’s outbreak was a matter of 
course. The wise mother always held back, till 
the right time came for speaking. 

Directly, she said: “Richard, dear, suppose 
we take Kitty’s letter into consideration. Bar¬ 
bara and she have been friends, ev4r since their 
early school days. Kitty Prescott was light¬ 
hearted, and thee used to think too merry ; but 
she always had good principles; and now that 
she is married, she will probably settle down. 
Moreover, Barbara will really bo under Margaret 
Prescott’s care, as Kitty’s summer home is with 
her parents. Thee sees there is a very kind let¬ 
ter from Margaret herself in addition to that 
from her daughter.” 

Barbara turned a grateful glance on her mother, 
the mother who understood her so well, and who 
felt, with larger needs than her husband, that 
perhaps some of the coloring had gone out of her 
own life, through overmuch repression. 

The Rodneys were looked upon, by the stricter 
members of the “ Society of Friends,” as nmoh 
too lax in the discipline of their children. But 
Richard Rodney was an easy-going, sweet- 
tempered man, who loved his ease, his books, 
and*hia family; and his wife was known to have 
decided opinion* cf her own, with regard to the 
liberty to be ghren to young people; and her 
children’s dress and amusements were thus often 
an offence to the “ Society.” It was becoming 
harder for them, every day, to stem the strong 
current of the time. There had been more than 
one visit to the Rodney mansion, by 14 Friends,” 
with regard to the little wedges that the world 
seemed to be driving in, here and there, in the 
pleasant little family. A a to the children them¬ 
selves, it must be confessed, they wanted the lib¬ 
erty and the gayety; but they were greatly afraid 
of the “committee from the monthly meeting;” 
for this, to their youthfal minds, was mere awful 


than even the oversight of the terrible Council of 
Ten had been, in old Venice. 

“ Well, well, have your own way, you women¬ 
folks; you always do, in the end,” said Mr. 
Rodney, wanting sadly to get back to the article 
in the Edinburgh Review, which he was reading, 
and keeping his finger between the leaves. 

“ Barbara is getting very worldly. Eh, Barbara? 

I suppose I must give thee d large checque, to 
help thee on in thy oourse.” 

Barbara made a rush at her father, at these * 
words, crushing the pretty bunch of buttercups 
that she wore at her waist against his head, as 
she encircled his neck with her arms, and kissed 
him, saying, “ Thee’s the very best, darlingest 
father a girl ever had.” 

“ How would it have been, pussy,” he retorted, 
smiling, “ if I bad not consented ? Or given thee 
no money for furbleows ?” 

“Ob, I should have been sure that thee was 
not in thy right mind,” she laughingly answered. 

The girl began, that very day, her prepara¬ 
tions for her visit. In this she was aided and 
abetted by her brother John’s wife; who, not 
being a member of the Society of Friends, saw 
no barm in giving her favorite sister-in-law as 
many advantages in the way of dress as possible. 
With Jack’s fall knowledge and consent, she had 
often furnished many little pleasures in the way 
of amasemgnts; and now she went in heartily 
for this visit to Newport. She had even, 
long before this, entered into a conspiracy, by 
which Barbara had been taught to dance, while 
in Europe with them. For, as Nannie sagely 
said, “I’m not a Quaker, and Jack has been 
4 turned ont of meeting’ for marrying me, and 
there is no reason why Barbara si. ildn’t dance a 
little, and even go to the opera: we cannot leave 
her at the hotel, all by herself.” And so Bar¬ 
bara, during that European trip, had not only 
learned to danee, but seen a good deal of the gay 
world. 

Barbara arrived at Newport, just as the day 
was dawning, one July morning. She and Jack 
left the steamer at once, and drove through the 
quaint, sleeping town, up to the fashionable 
avenne. As they went past closed villas and 
cottages, with their green, flower-studded lawns, 
the sun roes in the East; and the glorious red 
and gold of the sky, and the sea in the near dis¬ 
tance, just touched by shafts of golden light, made 
a picture that our heroine never fbrgot. 

“ Here we are, what a stunning house 4 ” said 
her brother Jack, as the carriage drew up before 
the hall door of a stately villa. “ I will not go 
ip, for I most return by the earliest train. So, 
good-bye. Be a wise little woman, Barbara, and 
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don’t fall in love with any of the good-looking j her mother opening a letter that had jnst been 
scamps that come in thy way.” received from Barbara. Mollie was standing 

“ As if I were one of the kind that fall in love, j before a little old-ihshionedfnirror, trying on a 
Jack.” replied his sister, scornfully ; and the next j new bonnet. 

moment Jock was gone; the door was flung “ Now, Ellen,” she exclaimed, “ thee's just in 
wide; and Kitty Graham appeared in the hall to i time to see a triumph of mind over matter. Look 
welcome her former schoolmate. at this poke. It is nothing but a straw, trimmed' 

- \ with white satin ribbon; but the ribbon is of the 

CHAPTER II. j very richest, I assure thee, Ellen. The style is as 

Barbara Rodney, from the very first, was pro- \ old as George Fox himself, and plain enough for 
nounced a success at Newport. Mr. and Mrs. \ the plainest Friend; but yet it is in the very 
Prescott had always been fond of her; and Kitty height of the fashion, as it happens, just now.” 
loved and petted her as if a favorite sister. As for Ellen saw that the bonnet was pretty and 
Tom Graham—Kitty’s husband—he told his wife, “ proper,” but said nothing; she always snubbed 
in the fashionable slang of the day, that “ the girl Mollie, on principle; so she did not condescend 
was no end of fun, with her rather unworldly to answer. 

ways, and her downrightness.” So, as Barbara “ Let me hear Barbara’s letter, please, mother,” 
never interfered with other girls’ admirers; and j she said, turning to Mrs. Rodney, 
rode well; and played lawn-tennis; and dressed j Mollie threw down her bonnet; knelt on the 
with taste, she soon found herself floating pleas- seat of the chair; hunched up her shoulders to 
antly on the top wave of Newport society. ; her eftrs, as she leaned her elbows on the table 

Many and long were the letters sent home to before her comfortably placed her chin in the 
Lanehurst that summer, full of the new kind of ^ palms of her hands; and prepared to listen, 
life she was leading. They were full, too, of keen \ Mrs. Rodney had been reading the letter, 
sketches of character: for Barbara was an acute quietly, while Mollie was descanting on the 

observer, and witty withal. She described polo : merits of her bonnet; and now went on, with- 

and lawn-tennis ; yachting and garden parties: ] out going book. 

all the pastimes that came in her way ; all the j “ Yesterday, I took a drive on a four-in-hand 

, pleasure that she was getting from her visit. ? coach,” wrote Barbara. “ This is quite the thing 
. She wrote with utter fearlessness, aad graphic » to do. So I was much delighted, when Mr. Ran- 
force. But sometimes she depreoatingly said, * dolph invited me, and asked me to occupy Jhe 
“ I fear you will think me getting utterly j seat beside him, which is considered the seat of 
worldly.” honor, thee must know. Well, mother, dear, it 

Her messages to her sister Ellen, married now is like many other things in this world: p little 
to Mr. Hartly, often had a harmless malice \ disappointing. Of course, it should not have 
veiled under their pleasantness. Ellen, as we j been. I might have known that driving, at the 
have already intimated, was os totally unlike \ speed of eight miles an hour, with sleek horses, 
Barbara as it was possible for a sister to be. over the level Newport roads, was not like 
She was a formalist, through and through: a rattling down the precipitate hills in the White 
slave to the world and its opinions, at heart; but Mountains, behind six horses that were horses 
yet all the time strictly adhering to all the out- for work, and not for show; with the spicy 
ward observances of her sect. She took her mountain air in my face, and occasionally with 
pleasures in a prim, cheerless fashion. She al- a mup^on of danger in the descent that made it 
ways wore the most exquisitely-fitting costumes, oil the more exhilarating. <1 wonder if I shall 
But the costumes were invariably plain in color: over forget the summer that* we t staged ’ through 
always of a delicate gray or silver, or soft fawn the mountains with that wonderftil Jehu? He 
tints; never anything brighter than a heliotrope, managed his horses as well as Apollo did those 
She was one of those persons, who are always of the chariot of the sun. Well, as I said before, 
sure they are doing their duty to their neighbor this is quite different. Here, we don our most 
and themselves. becoming bravery; and six or eight men and 

Mollie, the youngest child, was even more an- women sit on the top of the coach; and the 

tagonistic to her eldest sister than Barbara. She grooms, in top boots and with huge bouquets 

was an uncompromising little rebel, but devoted in their buttonholes, with calm, impassive faces 
to Barbara; and in Barbara’s letters Mollie took and folded arms, like old Egyptian gods, sit 

the greatest delight. She longed for just a taste behind- Every now and then, one of these 

of all the glories which her sister described. superb creatures takes up a long horn, and 
One day, Ellen drove to Lanehurst, and found blows a few notes upon it; this, if not * most 
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musical,’ is 4 most melancholy: * for they do ? but did not show any more of my ankles than 
usually -make such ridiculous work of it. It \ was neoessory, under the circumstanoes.” 
is supposed that the horn sounds to * clear the \ This sentenoe had the foil effect on Ellen that 
king’s highway ’ of anything that may interfere j mischievous Barbara had intended it should; for 
with the majestic approach of the ooaeh; and 14 she knew Mrs. Hartly would hear the letter 
have noticed, in passing these four-in-hands, that j read. 

the worse a groom toots, the oftener he does it : l “ Showed her ankles 1 Mother, what has 
and a poor unoffending equestrian, or nervous S Barbara oome tot” exclaimed her Bister. “ She 
woman driving a stupid home, who may be quite j is forgetting -aifc decorum. I would not have 
out of the way, and on the proper side of the j believed that, even of Barbara.” 
road, is often half frightened, and immediately \ Mm. Rodney took it all quietly enough. She 
rushes to the wrong place. Of course, there * knew her second daughter sufficiently well, to be 
must be some advantage to be derived from a > rare that she had done nothing unseemly. But 
coach-and-four; and I have discovered that it is \ she knew, also, that the girl dearly loved to tease, 
to make all one’s friends jealous. Now, yester- > and that Ellen, who Was utterly without a sense 
day, I was happy with the consciousness that all j of humor, never had the slightest perception of 
the girls whom I passed in my triumphal prog- ? her sister’s fun. 

ress would have given a great deal to be in my l “I think we need not worry about Barbara 
place; and I looked down from my high perch, j doing /any thing wrong,” said the mother, there¬ 
on the dowager’s landaus, or the more jaunty \ fore, looking up at her eldest child. 

Victorias, or the bumping village carts, that con- > But Ellen responded, sharply, “ I never showed 
tained all our dearest friends, with a most j my ankles in my life,” which, to do her only jus- 
patronizing smile; though, to be sure, to-morrow j tice, was true; and they were pretty ankles, too; 
I shall most probably have exchanged places j and she knew it, which, at least, was to her 
with one of them. Still, the momentary tri- j credit. 

umph was pleasant.” < Meantime, Barbara continued to eqjoy herself, 

“ Oh, the naughty child,” ejaculated Mr. \ at Newport; and one bright morning, when Kitty 
Rodney ; but with a smile, notwithstanding. j had gone upon one of her numerous expeditions, 
“ How frivolous she is,” said Ellen. > to see what ooald be gotten up in the way of 

“ And tell Ellen,” went on the letter, “ that 1 j pleasure dr fon, Barbara was lounging in the 
wore my white camel’s-hair dress, and a coarse j hammock, that hung in the vine-wr ea thed piazza, 
black straw poke, with loU of pink feathirt; it j A book, which she was reading, was in her hand; 
was stunning.” j and Kitty’s gray parrot was perched upon her 

44 Pink feathers!” It fell in a whisper of hor- j shoulder. Her white dress floated softly in the 
ror from the elder sister’s lips. 44 She is utterly j breeze, as she gently moved to and fro; and the 
given over to vanity.” \ toe of one tiny slipper just peeped from beneath 

44 1 don’t see that it’s any wickeder to be a j the skirt. The parrot, 'who was a wise bird, and 
pink bird, than a white or blaek one,” exclaimed l had been taught, by Tom, many unnecessary 
Mollie, bravely standing up for her pet sister. 5 things for a parrot to know, ohattered away, 
44 And why shouldn’t- she wear his feathers V 9 Soliciting no notice from the reader, exoept an 
44 If thee was a little better acquainted with \ occasional absent-minded stroke of its feathers, 
ornithology,” replied Ellen, severely, 44 thee \ with her disengaged hand. Presently it nipped 
would know that the feathers don’t prow pink ; < Barbara’s Anger, then called In its rasping voice, 
they are dyed; the natural color of the ostrich. I 44 Barbara, here’s a lover—bring him on, Tom, 
foather is a mixed grayish brown.” > bring him on.” 

“ Thee has not bettered thy case at all,” argued > Tom’s explosion of laughter caused Barbara to 
Mollie, who always tried to have the last word, \ look up. Then, in her haste and confosion, she 
especially with Ellen. 44 Black or white ostrich \ nearly tumbled out of the hammock; for she 
feathers are dyed, too, then; and I am sure that < saw, not only Mr. Graham, but a total stranger 
pink, in that case, is no more sinfol than any j also, who was entering with him, and who re- 
other color.” s g&rded her with amused eyes. 

“There, there, Mollie, thee forgets thyself; 5 “ This is not a lover, Barbara, (as yet)—” Tom 

that will do,” said her mother, and she oontinued j mentally added—“ but Sir Philip Carew.” 
her reading. \ So, Sir Philip was introduced, with all due 

“And I wore low shoes and pink stockings,” j form, 
the writer went on to say, “and arranged my j “And where may Mistress Kitty be?” now 
drees so that justice shonld be done to them; \ asked that lady’s husband. 
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“ Astounding Newport with her spirited new 
ponies, and getting up a German, under some 
frivolous pretenoe,” was the laughing reply. 

“ A German,” croaked the parrot. 

The stranger looked at the bird: then at Bar¬ 
bara, inquiringly. 

“ Oh, not a man,* bat a cotillion,* 4 said the 
girl, in answer to the look. 41 1 think, in! 
Europe, you always call such dances cotillions.*’ j 

_ I 

CHAPTER III. j 

Thi long forenoon was whiled away on the• 
piazza, in desultory talk, till Kitty’s return. 
Kitty came in like a sntalh whirlwind, full of ex¬ 
citement, announcing her sttooess for her “ small 
and early ” affair. She secured ail of Sir Philip’s • 
time, at once, for all kinds of things. “ I’ll make | 
sure of him,” she said to herself, “before any- j 
one else can engage him.” She had known him 
before, during other gay Newport summers, and 
in London, during the whirl of the fashionable 
season. He wasi a great favorite with both Kitty 
and her husband,*and in fact wherever he was 
known. Sir Philip was tall and slender, about 
twenty-seven years old, with quiet manners, 
somewhat spoiled by a wearied, indifferent air; 
bu( this was contradicted sometimes by such an 
earnest look in the gray eyes, that it gave an en¬ 
tirely new expression to his character. Kitty 
frequentlyffeomplained of his indifference to 
woman’s Charms; but as she said, “he was too 
much accustomed to have women*like him.” He 
thod a pleasant way of talking, never above the 
'heads of his listeners, however much knowledge 
might be behind the careless words ; and he also 
possessed that invaluable quality for suooess in 
: society—tact. 

So the days passed, and moet of them found 
'Carew at Cliffcote, at some hour or another during 
t the day. 

The evening of Kitty’s German arrived. Bar- 
' barm was in her best looks and best spirits; but 
: a little shy about joining in the German, as she 
feared to make some mistake in the figures. Sir 
1 Philip otfly joined in it, as some lady “ took him 
• out,” as a favCr, net oaring as much for dancing 
.*as he should have done, some thought. 

Towards the olote ef the entertainment, Bar¬ 
bara was sitting by the door, watching the figures, 
when Sir Philip came up. 

“Shall we try this false, Miss Rodney?” he 
asked, lazily. 

Barbara’s little feet were already (Unoing by 
themselves, under her skirts; but she answered, 
"demurely: 

“ You.Jtnow. that I am a Quakeress,” glancing 


f up at him, “ and have never waltzed. So I fear 
I might be awkward.** * 

| “Ohl never awkward.” 

44 Well, I think I would like to try. Don’t be 
soared, however; 1 1 know the steps,’ as the chil¬ 
dren say, and will manage, I hope, not to disgrace 
you utterly.'’ And the rose from her seat, as she 
spoke. 

Sir Philip took her hand, placed his arm about 
her, and they circled around two or three times. 
Then Barbara suddenly stopped, and exclaimed: 

44 Oh, I can’t.” 

41 But that wae all right,” answered her part¬ 
ner, 44 New,” and he started again. 

“ l tell you, I can’t,” said Barbara, stopping 
onee more. 

44 But I say. Miss Rodney, your step is per¬ 
fect,” exclaimed the puzzled man j. 44 it’s all 
right—” 

44 1 can’t—it isn’t all right,” retorted Barbara, 
with a little stamp of her foot; and she released 
herself from his encircling arm, and walked out 
on the piasta. 

Poor Carew was left staging in the middle of 
the room, utterly dazed,.with mouth half open, 
and looking as awkward as only an Englishman 
can, who has received what he thinks a most un¬ 
necessary rebuff. 

What did it all mean? He went over to the 
window, which opened on to the piazza, and as 
he stood in the shadow of the deep bay, he tried 
to study out the causes of his treatment, and the 
wonderful nature of young ladies. At last, he 
eame to the conclusion that it was only American 
manners; though, to do American women justice, 
it was the first specimen of it he had seen. 

Just then he heard, on the piazza, outside, a 
bubbling laugh, the soft swish of floating drapery, 
and the rhythmical time of light feet; and 
Barbara and Linda Prescott, Kitty’s school-girl 
sister, circled past him like two graceful swans. 
Standing, as he did, inside, in the shadow of 
the window, they were not aware of his con¬ 
tiguity. 

“ Oh, this is delicious,” said Barbara, as she 
glided by where Carew stood, 44 after that—” 

The rest of the sentence was lost in the dis¬ 
tance, as the two girls softly waltzed away. 
Presently they passed the window again, on their 
return; and Linda was saying, 44 Oh, it is ever so 
much nicer, dancing with a gentleman, for—” 

Then again they swept past, and he loet the 
rest. 

After that, the music ceased, and the two girls 
came down the piazza once more. Barbara was 
saying 4 

44 But Linda, how can you bear that any man, 
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who chooses to dance with you, should put his | 
arm around you T It's just horrid!” 

“ Oh/* answered the more worldly, if younger, 
girl, 11 you’ll soon get used to that, aM Kke it.” 

“Like it?” exclaimed Barbara, aghast. 

“ Never, without I was engaged to him—or mar¬ 
ried to him.” 

“Pooh! I don’t mean ‘like it* in that way,” ; 
said Linda, laughing. * “ I only mean that a; 
man’8 arm supports you so w*ell, and you dance 
so much easier; why, it’s as much a matter of: 
course as shaking hands is.” 

“ Oh,” was all Barbara said. 

She was a little crestfallen, for fear she had: 
“ made a goose of herself,” as she termed it. 
Then she added, “ Well, I don’t want to be a 
prude; but if that oaf of an Englishman would \ 
only have understood and stopped, without all 
that ado.” 

“You mean Sir Philip? But how codld he 
understand, if he had no suspicion of Vhat you 
meant ? I suppose he has waltzed with hundreds 
of girls—been waltzing ever since he was in short 
clothes,” answered Linda. 

“ That’s true,” admitted Barbara, laughing. 

Sir Philip had listened unintentionally, and at 
last with amazement. So these were Miss Rod- 
ncy’s reasons for not waltzing with him, he said 
to himself. What a funny little prude t 

Just then, the two girls entered the room, and ; 
Barbara was instantly besieged by a crowd of 
gentlemen, each asking for a dance. Among 
them was a Mr. Fairlawn, a young millionaire 
from Boston, who had made himself conspicuous, 
all the season, by his attentions to Barbara. 
“The conceited prig,” muttered Sir Philip. 
Perhaps, if -Carew had Jtnown his own heart a { 
little better, he would have been aware that it j 
was jealousy which made him say this so often, ! 
It was, therefore with a feeling almost of anger, 
that Sir Philip now saw Barbara accept the Bos¬ 
tonian’s arm: and accept it, too, as if with the j 
greatest pleasure. Directly, the couple passed < 
near to where he stood, and he could not help $ 
overhearing Barbara say, “ No, thank you; for to 
dance on these summer nights is quite out of! 
place and time, don’t you think?” She said it l 
so graciously, fhat her manner took away what- \ 
ever mortification, otherwise, might have come < 
from thp denial. 

“So,” said Sir Philip to himself, savagely, 

“ there are some fellows she can refuse a dance, 
with courtesy, at least; while others she snubs \ 
unmercifully—calls them * oafs,* and all that’’ 
And he stood twirling his moustache, and watch¬ 
ing her with more interest than he had ever done j 
before, even if with a little irritation. [ 


He was in no mood, however, to approach her. 
Sometimes, he almost thought he would never do 
it again: he would leave Newport, the next day: 
after all, why was he idling his time away here, 
when he ought to be at home? He fumed to 
himself, for awhile; and then, with sudden de¬ 
termination, went up and made his adieus to 
Mrs. Graham: much to her astonishment, it 
must be confessed; for she saw he was out of 
humor, and could not divine the cause. 

His carriage was waiting for him at the door; 
but he declined to use it, and set off to walk to 
the Ocean House, on foot. The Prescott villa 
was well down the avenue, so that he had a 
long walk before hinr; and before he had gone 
half the distance, he began to wonder if he 
had not made a fool of himself. He had lit 
a cigar, which, perhaps, helped to soothe him. 
“Why shouldn’t she like the follow, if she 
chooses?” he said. “She has a perfect right 
to do so. I, at least, have no right to complain. 
She’s not a girl to be affected by a handle to 
one’8 name. And after all, perhaps”—for a 
new thought now struck him—“Miss Rodney 
didn’t intend to snub me. She probably does 
hate dancing, on a warm night, and especially 
hates waltzing.” 

By this time, the second cigar was lit, and his 
mood had become even more charitable. 

“The pretty little Puritan,” he said, and he, 
laughed, as he said it, rather tenderly. Then 
he thought of all the women he had ever known; 
then he wondered if any of them had such scru¬ 
ple*. Various scenes in London drawing-rooms, 
and in English country-houses, came back to 
him; and as he recalled the free manners he 
had so often seen, he laughed again, but this 
time cynically. He flung the cigar, which he 
had just lit, impatiently away. 

But directly, with another revulsion, his 
thoughts came back to Barbara. 

“The pretty little Puritan,” he said, again; 
and he walked slower and slower. 

There was a softening smile on his foce now. 
He was going over all he knew of Barbara. He 
recalled her sparkling wit; her unconventional 
frankness; her unsophisticated ways; her sym¬ 
pathetic manner; her rare, fresh beauty. He 
began to wonder how it was, that never before 
had he realized her wiqsomeness. 

“She’s like some sweet, quaint, last century 
picture, set in a modern frame,” he said. “She 
called herself a Quaker, when she refused to 
waltz. I wonder if that, after all, wasn’t the 
reason, and not anything personal to me? 
By Jove, I’ll go, to-morrow, and ask her.” 

[to be concluded.] 
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Thh door-bell rang so violently, that Doctor 
Alexander Ryle answered it himself. 

“Come, quick, docthor,” cried a female ser¬ 
vant, bonnetless and out of breath, “the young 
misthress is pizened intirely.” 

Now, as Doctor Alexander Ryle was just begin¬ 
ning practice, he would have been ready enough 
to go, even without this eager adjuration. So, 
putting on his hat, he followed Bridget, at once. 

She hurried him to Portland Place, the most 
fashionable locality in the town, and ushered him 
up a handsome staircase, at the top of which 
were a dozen other female servants, all in a state 
of intense excitement. A door opened, and a 
cultivated voice—a lady’s voice—said, “This way, 
doctor.” 

His quick eyes took in at a glance, the perfect 
appointments of the room he entered: the lovely 
peacock blues, and pale pinks, and dull gold, 
that mAde such exquisite combinations ; but he 
looked in vain for his patient. Another bevy of 
women were there: a stately grandmother, in 
black silk and point lace, with the inevitable 
silvery puffs; her matronly daughter, in a great 
state of agitation; and several friends, also in a 
highly neryous condition. 

Beside ooe of the broad windows, sat a most 
refreshing vision, of youth and loveliness, attired 
in a robe <U chambre of soft white cashmere, that 
was trimmed with peacock blue. A mass of 
gold-colored hair was carelessly coiled on the top 
of her head; and her downcast eyes were reso¬ 
lutely fixed on the book in her hand, with a 
superb indifference to the tumult around her. 
She was like a calm, still-life picture, surrounded 
by battle scenes. “Could this,” the doctor 
thought, “be his patient?” 

The color deepened on her cheek ; but she did 
not look up, when her mother said, anxiously : 

“We fear, doctor, that my daughter is pois¬ 
oned. What do you think of her?” At the 
same time laying her hand caressingly on the 
graceful shoulder. 

The girl slowly lifted a pair of dark-blue eyes, 
with a mischievous, dancing light in them, to 
the doctor’s face, dropping them again immedi¬ 
ately. The young physician was quite embar¬ 
rassed. What sort of a patient was this ? 

He rallied, however, and said, composedly: 

“ What has your daughter taken ?” 

( 388 ) 
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“Saltpetre,” said the anxious mother, in a 
tone as though prepared for the worst. 

“ In what quantity?” 

“ I think,” was the reply, “ that she may have 
taken half a teaspoonful. It was given her in 
mistake for another powder, which she occasion¬ 
ally uses for a bad headache. But tell me at 
once, doctor,”—tragically—“ is she in danger?” 

“ Not that I am aware of,” was the calm 
reply. “ You feel no ill effects from it, do you, 
Miss—” 

“ Hallerton,” supplied the young lady, rest¬ 
ing those bewildering orbs fall upon him. 
Then she added, coolly: “ 1 have reiterated to 
mamma, and grandmamma, and aunties, and 
the household generally, that I am not pois¬ 
oned, and that my headache is cured; but they 
will not believe me. All that I desire now is to 
be lpt alone.” 

An* amused smile was discernible on the doc¬ 
tor’s face. This seemed such a very broad hint 
to her medical adviser. And a rosy blush, as 
she noticed his look, spread itself over Miss Hal¬ 
lerton's fair face. 

“ My dear child,” remonstrated her grand¬ 
mother, “remember your great-great-great-aunt.” 

“ I’d rather not,” was the undutiful reply. 
“ She’s a perfect nuisance. Because an ancestor 
of ours was poisoned,” she continued, turning to 
the doctor, “ the whole family cherish the notion, 
when anything goes wrong with me, that I am 
following in her footsteps. You must think us a 
set of madwomen, to summon you on such a pre¬ 
text as this; but I can assure you that I had 
nothing to do with it.” 

“I am quite convinced of that,” he replied, 
with a bow and a smile. “ If you had taken twice 
as much saltpetre, it would not have harmed 
you. But it is not usually prescribed for head¬ 
aches. I will bid you good-morning, Miss Hal¬ 
lerton, with the hope that you will never stand 
in any more need of my services than you do at 
present.” 

The young lady gracefaUy inclined her head, 
and tried to interest herself again in the story 
she was reading; but Doctor Ryle’s manly face 
and figure were constantly obtruding themselves 
in place of the hero of the book. 

Mrs. Hallerton, following the doctor into thej 
hall, led the way into a reception room. 
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Here, with a beckoning whisper, she thrust a 
handsome fee upon him, English fashion, saying: 

“ Rose has quite taken to you,” (‘ an odd way 
of showing it,' parenthesized her auditor to him- ! some, dashing fellow he was! A ' cousin,” two 
self,) “and you are the first physician who has j or three times removed, too, as Mrs. Hallerton 
entered the house, since the death of our old fav- « had told him; such a convenient relationship, 
orite, Doctor Clay. I really hope you will take j As for the young lady, she looked perfectly 
his place; for we all feel confidence in you, at \ radiant, and the deepest, damask roses bloomed 
once. My daughter is very delicate. Every week ; in her cheeks. She carried herself magnifi- 
she has these terrible headaches, which make us < cently in the saddle, too. But like a vision, 
afraid that she will accidentally take something ! she was gone. She had not even seen him. 
dangerous, to relieve them. The headaches are ! Again and again was Doctor Ryle summoned to 
hereditary, and the greatrgreat-greet-aunt, of •the Hallertons. But for a long while he got no 
whom mother spoke (her own great-aunt), pois- j glimpse of his patient. One excuse after another 
soned herself, while temporarily deranged from < was given. Sometimes, she was out; sometimes, 
one.” . / '< she was “ quite well.” At last, Mrs. Hallerton 

The doctor bowed, and said he would do his ] admitted, confidentially, that “ Rose was terribly 
best, and went home, thinking, more than a doc- ; afraid of doctors.” The reply was naturally sug- 
tor should, of that golden hair. “ What a gested, that, under the circumstances, a physi- 
beautiful Rose it is,” he could not help saying to \ eian’B visits were somewhat superfluous. But Doc¬ 


looking up, caught a hasty glimpse of Miss Hal¬ 
lerton and her escort. How the latter’s eyes 
were fastened on her face! And what a hand- 


himself, “ Will I ever see her again?” ; tor Ryle was so piteously entreated not to forego 

Some time elapsed, in fact, before the doctor ‘ them, that, aided by certain growing inclinations 
was summoned again to Portland Place, and he of his own, he consented to keep up what began 
began to think he had been forgotten. At last, \ to look very much like a medical farce, 
a note came from Mrs. Hallerton. “ Rose,” she j But a day came, when Miss Rose was pros- 
wrote, “ has one of her violent headaches, evep J trated by a severe attack of pneumonia, and could 
worse than commen. Will Dr. Byle please come \ not possibly make her escape. * As Doctor Ryle 


immediately?” 5 

The note had been left while he was out. But j 
he hurried off, aa soon as he came home, his ; 
heart palpitating a little—a curious thing for a ! 
doctor, and especially for (his one. j 

The grandmother met him, with a still greater j 
amount, if ^possible, of silvery puffs, black silk, 
and point lace, and ejaculated, with clasped 
hands: “ You are too late, doctor. She is 

gone 1” j 


entered the room where she lay, looking far more 
like a lily than a rose, she held out a beautiful 
little hand to him, apd asked to be forgiven, like 
a penitent child. 

“There is nothing to forgive,” replied the 
doctor, as he took the little hand for a moment 
in his; “ we will not talk of your running away 
now, but of your getting well. You must not 
talk at all, for the present.” 

“Then you, will really take care of me?” she 


For a moment, the young man’s heart almost j asked, disobeying him with the most charming 
stopped beating; but Mrs. Hallerton’s cheerful promptness. 

tones hastened to reassure him. j “ 1 will,” he answered, solemnly as though 


“ Oh ! it’s nothing serious.” she said. “ You i responding in the marriage service; “ but I am 
must forgive Rose. I told you that she was wil- j very tyrannical, Miss ttallerton. I cannot prom- 
fill. Half an hour ago, she insisted on going off j ise to cure you, without implicit obedience.” 
with her cousin, Philip Conrad, on a horseback A sunset glow of crimson suffused the patient’s 
ride, because he told her it would cure her head- cheeks, os she remembered her escapades. But 
ache. Phil is a handsome, reckless fellow, who j on the whole, she rather epjoyed being under 


is always leading her into mischief.” 

A feeling of hatred for the said Philip instantly 
arose in the heart of the hearer. But he remem¬ 
bered he was a doctor, and replied: 

“ A ride in this bracing air may prove the best 
remedy.” Nevertheless, it was with a defrauded 
sort of feeling, that he retraced his steps to the 
office. 

Later in the afternoon, as he was returning 
firom a visit to a patient, in the outskirts of the 
city, he heard the clatter of horses’ hoofs, and 


authority: it was such a novel sensation. She 
was a somewhat spoiled child, as well as a wilful 
one, if the truth must be told; and she found it 
exciting, as long as she was able, to puzzle and 
thwart the doctor in every possible way. 

But pretty Rose Hallerton was soon beyond 
this ; and Doctor Ryle saw that his patient was 
likely to have only he* youth in her favor. For 
some days, she fairly hung suspended between 
life and death ; and mother, nurse, and doctor, 
\ watched each labored breath with a sickening 
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sense that it might be the last. For two or three 
nights, the doctor remained until morning with 
the stricken mother. 

“Oh,” exclaimed Mrs. Hallerton, when, at 
last, she saw her daughter in a fair way to re¬ 
cover, “ what would we have done without Doc¬ 
tor Ryle ?. He could not have been more tender 
with Rose, had he been her brother.” 

All the household echoed the words; and the 
sick girl soon learned to read the earnest gaze of 
those deep-set eyes. It had really seemed to 
hold her back from the grave, as she lay half 
unconscious; and later, its tender watchfulness 
gave her comfort and strength. 

“ Mother,” she asked, one day, “didn’t Doc¬ 
tor Ryle watch with me all night, while I was so 
very ill?” 

“ Yes, my darling,” was the reply ; “ ho spent 
several nights here—and I feel that we owe your 
preoious life to him. I really love him for his 
goodness to you, and I shall miss his visits dread¬ 
fully. He said, this morning, that it would 
scarcely be necessary for him to come more than 
once or twice more.” 

Rose was silent. But she wondered if she, 
too, would not miss his visits dreadfully. 

“ I am proud of my patient,” said Doctor Ryle, 
merrily, the next time he came, after feasting 
his eyes on the lovely vision propped up on the 
lounge. “ How do you feel, to-day, Miss Rose?” 

“Almost well enough to run away again,” wa& 
the laughing reply. “I shall probably be off, 
the next time you come. I am beginning to 
remember that I am terribly afraid of doctors, 
and I am quite pining for a sight of old faces. 
Mamma says that I may see Phil, in a day or 
two, if you have no objection, The poor boy 
has been nearly crazy.” 

A very queer, cold sort of expression came 
over the doctor’s face; and Rose looked up in 
surprise at the stiff tone in which he said : 

“ I do not think there will be any * next time,* 
Miss Hallerton. You are quite able now to 
dispense with my services, and I have several 
other patients who really need them.” 

“ You are the best judge,” replied the young 
lady, with a sudden chill on her own feelings. 
“ I only wish that I could make some sort of re¬ 
turn for your unwearied care and kindness dur¬ 
ing the last month.” 

This sounded very dignified and proper, she 
thought But the faint, returning color was 
perceptibly heightened; and she was conscious 
of a dull, aching pain at her heart 

“Do not thank me,” said Doctor Ryle, also 
dignified and proper, and equally miserable. “ I 
merely did my duty. I should feel sadly con¬ 


science-stricken to lose a patient through neglect 
or carelessness. I am rejoiced to see you so 
much improved, Miss Hallerton; and as I ean 
be of no farther use, I will say good-morning', 
and good-bye.” 

Rose merely bowed in return: she could not 
speak; and when he had fairly gone, she cried 
until she was tired. It was very natural, of course, 
in her weak state, said her devoted bevy of rela¬ 
tives ; but it brought upon her such a shower of 
restoratives that she was fain to stop, in self- 
defence. 

Two or three weeks after tbid, Miss Hallerton, 
apparently restored to health and strength, went 
for a solitary drive hr'her own especial vehicle. 
She was restless and dissatisfied/ and mad for 
excitement of some sort; and the pony phae¬ 
ton offered the most desirable safety-valve. 8he 
drove at a proper orthodox pace through the city; 
but once off the pavement, she gave the pony a 
loose rein, and touched him with the whip. 

Unfortunately, “Knight” was also spoiling 
fot 1 excitement, having been exercised so little 
during his mistress’ illness; besides, he had 
almost forgotten what the whip meant; so, with 
a vicious kick, he broke ftate a frantic run. 

Rose had been accustomed to horses from 
babyhood; but she was still weak from her 
recent illness. She soon found herself unable to 
hold in the excited animal, and had given her¬ 
self up for lost, when assistance came from the 
most unexpected quarter. Before she knew how 
it happened, Doctor Ryle had Seised the bridle, 
and was soothing the trembling animal. 

“Will you allow me to drive you home?” he 
asked, as he saw how pale and foint the girl 
looked. He did not wait for an answer, but 
stepped into the phaeton. 

“ It is a long time since I have seen you,” 
began Rose, feeling the silence, after a moment, 
embarrassing. 

“ And you were running away from me again,” 
said her companion, with a smile. 

“That was Knight’s running, not mine,” she 
replied. **But, Doctor Ryle, t must speak 
seriously about what has proved no jesting mat¬ 
ter, and tell you, whether yon Hke it or not, how 
grateful I am to you for saving my life this 
second time. On your last visit, yon were so 
distant and severe, that you frightened me, and 
I am almost afraid, even now—” 

“ I, too, must speak seriously,” said the doc¬ 
tor, fixing upon her the earnest gaze that Rose 
remembered so well. “ Will you allow me to ask 
you a question, Miss Hallerton?” 

The deepening, varying hues on the face beside 
him were beautifal to see; and the weight on his 
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heart was already partly lifted, as he uttered the ; 
words : “ Are you engaged to your cousin, Mr. 

Philip Conrad?” 

Rose suddenly lifted her face, with 4ihe old mis- ; 
chievous look in her violet eyes, and laughed like 
a happy child. The gaze she met seemed search¬ 
ing her veiy soul; and crimsoning more vividly 
than ever, she said: “ Why do you ask me that ?” ; 

44 Because,” imprisoning both of her hands in 
the one that was not monopolized by the reirn^ 

“ if you are not engaged to him—oh, my darling, 

I fblt 8b sure that you were—you are certhinly 
engaged to tots.” 

There was no sound of denial, hnd he ventured j 
to oontinne: ‘'Rose, my Rosa Muncti, when I \ 


watched beside you, night after night, during your 
illness, I did it because my life was so bound up 
in yours, that I felt it would be death to lose 
yon. It was not true to say that I did no move 
than my duty ; for if I attended to patients gen¬ 
erally in that way, I should soon be unfitted for 
practice. Since your recovery, I have been ill 
myself, from the intense strain on brain and 
heart, and I shall never be quite cured, until you 
prescribe for me.” 

Rose Hallertoh married Doctor Alexander 
Ryle, to the great satisfaction of her fhmily, who 
received him, both literally and figirratively, with 
open arms; but she always declared that he never 
had proposed to her. Did he ? 


MY VIS-A-VIS. 

BY H. CH ALMONDELEY-PBWirBU. 


Tor* atop is His softest that brashes 
Tbs silken-swept flood of Cockayne, 
Your face is the idol they worship 
In Fashion's idolatrous fane. • 

Did fkncy recall for Hie moment 
We pass'd in Hie rtasrllng throng, 

A wave-lighted darkness by Arne, 

And one lonely nightingale's song? 

8ome sweetnesses whispered at parting, 
Some clasping of hands when we met? 

Or have yon forgot to remember 
What I—repoUect to forget? 

A folly! but good while It lasted— 

Perhaps we've grown wiser since then* 
You're team'd to tbs high ways. aa4 byways 
Of the paths of the children of men. 

The blossoms and fruits of Love's garden, 
The star-flow'rs that vanish with morn. 


Are wot for my Eve of the Amo— 

Tee found that the 44 rose bas e thorn.’ 4 
Then was Paradise undiseuchanted, 
Yonng Love a divinity yet. 

Now, you can forget to remember, 
Whilst I nooUSst do forget. 

There are scores only asking permission 
To put their necks under your foot, 
The slaves of your sceptre, my beauty, 
OutnunftMr the Hanes of Amroot 
Tot still as you stand in glitter, 

The pride and the passion of pow'r, 
Sigh once for the glory departed,' 

The love that you loved—for an hour: 
The stars wo saw rise upon Arno 
Shall turn in their courses and se^ 
When you can forget to remember 
What I . . . recollect to forget. 
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SuKVn friends l When birds are calling, 
Trees are waving, roses bloom— 

Leaf, and bud, and blossom, filling 
AH the air with sweet perfume— 

Wakening to the morning's glory, 
Dreaming in the golden noon. 
Welcoming the evening shadows, 
Lingering 'neath the tender moon— , 

Ye are welcome! Gifts of summer: 

Rich, and beautfflil, and sweet, 

Lying ail around, above you, 

Bkmoming beneath your f eet" 

Ye are welcome I But when winter, 
Btorm-cl&d, lifts his finger dread. 


And each tender leaf and blossom 
Lays on earth its beauteous head— 

When the birds JjaVe flown, and tree-tops 
Stand dark-lined against the sky, 

And the streamlet's heart is silent, 

And the storm-cloud gathereth nigh— 

Will ye come, Mid share our winter, 

As ye shared our summer hours? 

When Life’s storms are beating o'er us, 
Will your tears o’erflow with outs? 

Home and love are changeless whether 
Summer sun, or firelight, glow. 

Blest are they, who, faithful ever, 

Come to us, in joy or woe.* 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Mbs. Jansom Forbes had just completed her 
preparations for “ The Sfiturday Night,” to which 
some important invitations had been given out. 
Whatever financial results might have followed 
these festive gatherings, but little display of them 
had been made either in her residence or its sur¬ 
roundings. Whatever her vain desires in this 
respect may have been, her husband, Janson 
Forbes, the editor of a political journal, and, in 
that position, a convenient link, of communication 
between experienced lobbyists and accessible 
Congressmen, was far too prudent for any osten¬ 
tatious exhibition of success in his vocation. 
Indeed, he rather affected the need of parsimony 
in his household. , . 

The apartment, in which she was that evening 
awaiting the presence of her guests, could hardly 
have been considered a drawing-room, but for 
an arch of ornate stucco work that spanned it in 
the middle, giving an ostentatious display of size, 
and two marble mantelpieces, backed by long 
narrow mirrors, divided into compartments, each 
of which reflected a toll brass candlestick, and 
duplicated the lights they held, like soldiers car¬ 
rying flambeaux in a procession. 

To these ornaments was added a gilt chande¬ 
lier, with a circle of long crystals dropping from 
the socket of each candle it bore, which gave to 
the room a dusky atmosphere, into which Mrs. 
Forbes glided, like an actress when the footlights 
are turned low. On the carpet, numerous ara¬ 
besques, medallions, and a blazing entanglement 
of flowers shed their gorgeousness. 

But most of all did Mrs. Forbes exult in a 
portrait of herself, hanging against the opposite 
wall; not as she was then, ih the waning bloom 
of her womanhood, with long curls falling to her 
shoulders, crowned with a wreath of roses, that 
caught the candlelight, as it glinted down the 
azure silk of her dress, and lost itself in the car¬ 
pet. No, this work of high art consisted of a 
little girl, stiff- and upright as an exclamation 
point, standing against a blue background, with 
her feet planted on a patch of vivid green, and 
carrying a basket of wooden-looking flowers in 
her stiff little hand. 

( 392 ) 


On that particular evening, she had thrown a 
wreath of paper roses, of her own making, over 
the frame, and divided her admiration, for some 
time, between that and the long mirror running 
back of the opposite mantelpiece, where she 
seemed to be searching for some of the beauty in 
her owh face, which she fancied to exist in the 
child. A moment ailer, as if the habit of decep¬ 
tion was so strong that she must practice on her¬ 
self, she would push the autumn leaves aside, 
give a new twist to her long curls, draw one far¬ 
ther down to her bosom, toss another back over 
her shoulder, examine her &ce still more olosely 
in the glass, and, with a sigh of contentment, 
take to roving up and down the room again, only 
to grow restless, as she thought of the combina¬ 
tions that were to be formed, the influences used, 
and the great interests that would depend upon 
the coming of such guests as were essential to 
success, in on enterprise that had been left, more 
than had ever happened before, to her own 
capacities for deception and powers of pleasing. 

Mrs. Forbes was not a woman for deep reflec¬ 
tion on this or any other subject. She could 
usually depend on her own spontaneous efforts at 
personal influence. Indeed, all the power she 
possessed depended upon the natural audacity of 
character, which made her very falsehood seem 
like the recklessness of fearless truth; but this 
evening, the magnitude of an object, scarcely yet 
thoroughly understood, made her thoughtful, as 
the moment of action drew on. 

Up to this time, her duties had been to lure, 
flatter, or push her way into society, and thus 
find ready access to persons in power, whom her 
husband might wish to influence. Naturally 
ambitious, and full of that oourage which springs 
from heedlessness of danger, she gloried in the 
excitement of a career carefully laid out for her, 
as much as she desired the profit that might 
accrue from it. 

A few words with her husband that day had 
stimulated her ambition, and opened a vista of 
wealth, that seemed almost fabulous to her. 
Success in this one enterprise, he said, would lift 
them above all necessities of prudence, or fears of 
disaster. She could then boldly take a place in 
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the gay world, toward which she had hitherto 
been compelled to creep and cringe. Then she 
could openly assert all the appliances of wealth, 
and exercise the taste which she felt quite certain 
of possessing. No dark horsehair chairs should 
then dim the gorgeoasness of her carpets. 

The noise of a latch-key at the door, and a step 
in the hall, broke in on her reverie. Directly, 
Janson Forbes came into the room, with a bun¬ 
dle of papers in his hand. 

44 Ah, you are here, and all right. That is 
capital. Get up, and let me see how you look. 
We have difficult cards to .play, and X suppose 
there is something in that, where women are 
oonoerned.” 

“ Yon ought to know. I’m sure I’ve dressed 
often enough for you in times gone by,” said the 
wife, arising, and shaking out the folds of her 
dress, ifith some show of impatience. 44 It’s the 
same old thing, you see. 1 have no chanoe for 
variety.” 

“ Pretty enough, anyway,” said the husband, 
surveying her from head to foot, with far more 
interest than she had observed in him before. 
“ Upon my word, I begin to think there is some 
power in beautiful things.” 

“No one but you ever doubted it,” retorted 
the wife. 44 By and by, you will perhaps find it 
out. I never qould see what use there is in 
seeming poor, except to give other women a 
chance to crow over you.” 

44 That depends,,, my dear. Nothing helps a 
public man now like a good clear reputation for 
poverty.” 

Mrs. Forbes shrugged her plump shoulders. 

44 1 dare say; but for my part, I would just as 
soon be poor as seem so. What’s the good of 
money, anyway, if one cannot cut a splurge with 
it? I tell you what, Janson, I’m tired to death 
of all this talk about prudence. It’s just because 
you dote on hoarding up money.” 

44 Well, well, don’t plunge into that subject 
again just now. Only look your prettiest, and 
do your best in this Stewart matter, and we oan 
afford to snap our fingers at the world.” 

44 But will you ?” 

44 When this Western business is accomplished, 
I can promise you almost anything.” 

44 Certainly v you, can do that, without much 
trouble, at any time; but keeping the promise is 
another thing. I want to be certain about that.” 

Forbes laughed, grimly. He was a tall, loose- 
jointed man, so constituted, both by nature and 
education, that his very pmile was untrustworthy. 

44 Well, well, what do you want?” 

“This,” answered the lady, planting herself 
on the carpet, and counting off the fingers of her ] 


\ 

left hand with the other: 44 & new house, on one 
of the squares.” 

“Well?” 

44 Furnished beautifully.” 

“Like the East room, perhaps,” suggested 
Forbes, with another smile, that had no sweet¬ 
ness, but much mockery in it; 

“No, no,” was the prompt answer, accom¬ 
panied by a lively toss of the head; 44 that old 
Washington stuff won’t answer for me. When I 
do come out, it shall be with a dash.” 

44 Well, what next?” 

44 Dresses—superb, and plenty of them; fur 
cloaks; lace flounces ; silks that will stand alone; 
earners-hair shawls, such as the Sultans give their 
wives; rings down to each knuckle of my hands: 
everything that shines and sparkles, and makes 
one woman hate another, in the way of toilet.” 

“Well, what next?” asked the man, with a 
sneer on his lips, and darkening in his eyes. 
44 What next? I only want to know how moder¬ 
ate a woman can be when she has full swing.” 

“Oh, you can laugh and sneer,” she said; 
44 but I’m in earnest—dead earnest. If this big 
fish come^ into our net, I’m bound to have my 
share of it made certain.” 

44 Well, go on.” 

41 Carriages; horses; a great stout coachman, 
sitting on a hammerqloth cushion, and flipping 
little boys in the face with his whip; two black 
footmen, and a maid.” 

“Is that all?” 

44 Why not? One can think of other things 
afterward—more than I’m likely to get out of 
you; but all this is only to tantalize me. You’d 
better go upstairs; get rid qf that bundle of 
papers, and put on a dress fit for company.” 

Forbes sauntered toward the door, but his 
wife called him back. 

44 One thing more: I don’t mean to be made 
useful in this business till L know all about it.” 

44 Nonsense, my dear. Why should you care 
about the details, so long as the result will bring 
in money enough for all you want.” 

Here Forbes held up the package, that bespoke 
his arduous calling, and left the room. 

Mrs. Forbes remained upon the sofa to which 
she had retreated, and watched him, with a look 
of sly cunning in her eyes, till he disappeared 
up the stairway. Then she leaned back, with a 
low, dissatisfied laugh, that ended in words 
equally scornful. 

44 Oh, yes, I am always to take orders, and never 
know anything—not even where the money goes 
to. This comes of marrying a man of genius: one 
of those fellows who think they know so much that 
their wiyes have nothing to do but watch and wor- 
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ship them, in order to educate themselves. But 
I don't mean to play blind-man's buff, with a 
handkerchief over my eyes, all our lives—” 

Mrs. Forbes started to an upright position on 
the hard sofa, and arranged her dress with care- 
fill precision, for the door-bell had sounded; and 
directly, a gentleman came in. 

“ Ah, Mr. Stewart, how fortunate. 4 We know, 
by the perfume, when a rose is near.' L was just 
thinking of you,” she exclaimed, advancing to 
meet her first visitor with beaming hospitality in 
her face, and that elaboration of manner so com¬ 
mon to women who have fought or wheedled 
their way into society. 41 Sit down, sit down, and 
let us have a little chat before the rest come in.” 

Stewart, who had taken the lady's extended 
hand, forgot to relinquish it; and it was difficult 
to say which led the other to that horsehair sofa, 
or why their hands did not unclasp when they 
were safely ensconced between its curving arms. 

44 Now tell me all about these poor Indians. 
You don’t know how much I am interested in 
them. Janson is so absorbed in his paper that 
he tells me nothing; but you have been among 
them, and can give me some idea of what they 
come here about.” 

44 Oh,” answered Stewart, 44 that should be an 
easy thing, even for a lady, to understand. What 
did an Indian ever come to Washington for, but 
to protest against some swindle, or subject him¬ 
self to one?” 

44 There, there, don't talk politics, or you will 
think me strong-minded. Society ladies, you know, 
feel almost insulted, when public men seem to 
think that they can ever understand such things.” 

A look of sarcastic amusement came over Stew¬ 
art's rather handsome countenance. 

44 But the most fashionable of our ladies do not 
hesitate to admit that they study and discuss 
history,” he said. 

44 History ? Oh, yes, but that is different, you 
know,” rejoined the lady, with breathless eager¬ 
ness, like a child who has suddenly plunged Into 
deep water, and already feels beyond its depth. 

Stewart saw this, and smiled encouragingly. 

44 But where is the difference, except that his¬ 
tory is a record of the past, and politics of the 
present. Who can tell where one merges into the 
other?” 

Mrs. Forbes looked up, archly. 

44 Just here, I should think; so we will not go 
over the line either way. Only about these poor 
Ravages: I want to know all about them. You 
wished me to invite them. I have done it.” 

44 That was very kind.” 

44 Kind? But Janson was anxious about it, 
and said great things might come out of it.” 


44 Great things ? Yes, he was right. It would 
be a great—a noble thin^—if we could rescue 
these poor people from their despoilers.” 

8tewart’s voice changed a little here, and the 
sharp-witted woman whs quick to observe it. She 
laid her hand on his arm, and laughed in his thee. 

44 There, there. You are not practising for the 
ministry. Of course, you and my husband—I 
don’t know how many persons beside—are dying 
to take these savages out of the hands of their 
persecutors—but what then?” 

44 Why, then, we shall protect their rights.” 

Mrs. Forbes looked steadily in the man's face. 

44 And secure your own,” she said. 

44 Well, there can be no harm in that. These 
Indians own lknds that our people want.” 

44 Yes, I know: as they wanted and took those 
on this side of the Mississippi.” 

“Then you do know something of politios?” 
said Stewart, laughing. 

44 No; that is of the past—history—and rery 
disgraceful? history it is; bat go on.” 

44 Well, these lands wHI, in some way, be forced 
into the market, either by treaty or purchase. 
In forming a treaty, great care is necessary; and 
these savages have need of their friends. They 
are not an ungratefbl people; and trust wholly, 
when they trust at all.” 

44 And they trust you? Yes, I see: you will 
draw up the treaty.” 

44 Or failing that, defeat it; and our friends 
will accept, from the gratitude of these savages, 
all that a sharply-watched treaty would enable 
them to divide.” 

44 Then, either way, those friends will benefit?” 

“ Surely.” 

44 But how much ?” 

The woman was eager now, and did not care to 
conceal it; for her soul was in sympathy with 
the man’s evil work. She repeated her words. 

44 How much ? I am not speaking of my hus¬ 
band* s share: that does not oount with me; but 
how much for the woman who will find a way to 
help you.” 

44 More than that of any man engaged in the 
affair.” 

44 You promise this T” 

44 Upon my honor.” 

Mrs. Forbes bent her head, end was thoughftul 
a minute, as if Bhe did not quite accept the se¬ 
curity ; but her face cleared up after a moment. 

“ Tell me how much will there be to divide—at 
a rough estimate, you know.” 

“ One can’t, yet, tell the exact figures. But 
there is marvelous wealth in these lands.” 

44 Marvelous ?” exclaimed the woman, with 
renewed eagerness. 
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She was surprised to see the color mount to 
8tew&rt’s face, as if he had committed an in¬ 
discretion; but the sound of a carnage, and a 
quick ringing at the door-bell, checked further 
speech between them. 

CHAPTER XII. 

That bell summoned Mrs. Janson Forbes to 
the performance of her social duties, which she 
assumed with all her usual exuberant hospitality. 
She really was a charming hostess—not the 
less so because she allowed some' hoydenish ele¬ 
ments, that hod been attractive in her former 
frontier life, to break through the veneering of 
her present position—not always, but with a cer¬ 
tain tact, that recognized kindred tastes in her 
visitors. 

Thus, when General Noel came in, with Con¬ 
stance leaning on bis arm, she came a step for¬ 
ward to receive him, smiling, bland, and low¬ 
voiced, in her recognition. 

Constance had never been in the house before, 
and to the fair girl her manner was caressing 
almost to obsequiousness, and lacked nothing of 
oourtly grace but its sincerity. Constance frit 
this, and it increased her dislike of the woman, 
all the more because she stood near when 
Huestice Young came in, and saw that with him 
her demeanor was more broadly free, as if cordial 
relations existed between them. 

“ I am so glad that you hove oeme early/* said 
the lady, keeping Young by her side, by an ex¬ 
ercise of that elaborate cordiality, which a sen¬ 
sitive man finds it difficult to resist, 44 for I am 
expecting Ellen Camp, and no one will get a 
chance to speak with you, after she comes in.** 

Young looked up, and saw that the eyes of 
Constance Noel were turned upon him, with the 
same expression of scorn that had kindled their 
blue deptha, when she had retreated from that 
window in the marble baleony of the Capitol. 
The look stung him, and he said, with a touch of 
defiance in his voice: 

44 Yes, I knew that she would be here—** 

44 And came accordingly. Thanks for the 
compliment to me, and some other ladies, who 
may have been vain enough to fancy that they 
possessed some attractions.** 

Mrs. Forbes iung a little of her old rough 
breeding Into this speech, which annoyed Young, 
and he turned away angry with himself that he 
had provoked it. One glance toward the spot 
that Constance had occupied, convinced him that 
she was no longer there. Glancing across the 
room, he saw the Indian chief standing by the 
door, with Washanee by his side. 

The old man had taken off his red-lined cloak, 


and thrown it over his arm, where it hung in 
rich waves of color, as an artist might hare 
arranged it. He was surveying the crowd with 
calm scrutiny, apparently waiting for some sig¬ 
nal to advance. 

Washanee stood near him: tall, graceful, and 
ardently observant; her dark eyes, foil of sup¬ 
pressed fire, wandered from face to face, with 
wistfol searching. At last they fell upon Young, 
and all their hidden fire sparkled beneath the 
thick lashes. Wild, impulsive, thrilled with 
delight, she started forward, and would have met 
him .half way, but for a grave whisper from the 
old man, which cheeked her progress, and sent a 
flood of hot color to her face. 

Young’s feoe lighted up. Compared to the 
woman he had just left, this brilliant creature 
from the wilderness was marvelous in her rare 
and vigorous beauty. It was like escaping from 
the sultry heat of a forcing-house into the fresh 
cool breeze of a mountain peak, when his eyes 
fell upon the girl. Still, he did not approach 
her, at first; but stood awhile, watching her. 

She stood there by the Indian chief: erect, in¬ 
dependent, yet with a certain grace of shy mod¬ 
esty about her, that became manifest when her 
eyes met his, and were instantly hid under the 
long black lashes, like stars under a cloud. 

Young was not particularly a vain man; but 
there was something in that shy, swift look, 
that almost atoned for the cold and even scornful 
glances of Constance Noel. 

44 1 say, Stewart; look over yonder. Who can 
it be?** 

‘‘That—ah, I see now. The very person we 
were speaking of—the Cherokee chief.** 

“Chief? Oh, that is the old fellow with the 
red cloak. How oould one notice him, with that 
magnificent creature standing by ? Who is she ? 
And how on earth did the Forbes manage to get 
her here?’* 

14 Who is she?” answered Stewart, hesitating. 

“Then you do not know her? I will inquire 
of someone else,” was the impatient rejoinder. 

44 That is quite unnecessary. Of course I 
know her. She is the old chief’s grand¬ 
daughter.’* 

44 What—the squaw you were telling me 
about?” 

44 No, you gave her the name. I never did.** 

. 14 No matter who gave her the name. He was 
a brute who did it. Why, the creature is beau¬ 
tiful.”* 

44 You are not the first man who has found that 
out.** 

“No, I see. Look at Senator Young: he is 
quite devouring her with his eyes.” 
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“ Still, the truth is there. She is of Indian 
blood, and that old chief is, beyond a doubt, her 
grandfather. So, as I am supposed to represent 
the Commission here, they must be introduced.” 

“ First to the lady of the house, and then to 
me. Had you told me of the girl, I might hare 
thrown more enthusiasm into your affair. Money 
is not everything.” 

“ But 1 did not wish it. Nothing could antag¬ 
onize the old chief more than that. He holds 
'Washanee in the core of his heart.” 

“ And he is rich—independent of the tribes?” 

‘•Yes—very.” 

“ Then she might be made invaluable ?” 

“ Not in the ring.” 

“That depends. It was a wedding-ring I 
thought of.” 

Had anyone in the crowd been looking at 
Stewart just then, the pallor that swept over his 
face might have caused some astonishment. He 
turned and looked at Keene from head to foot, 
till his pallor turned to a sneer, which might 
have worked against his interest with that 
8tout, middle-aged person, had he observed it. 

“The idea seems to have struck you dumb,” 
he said. “ But there have been such marriages 
before this.” 

Here the conversation was checked by Young, 
who turned suddenly, and looked at the two men. 
He had been heedless of the first part of their 
low-toned colloqny; but the last sentences 
reached his ear, and, connecting them with 
Washanee. his first impulse was one of resent¬ 
ment. But this quick movement warned the 
speakers, and there was nothing in their immov¬ 
able features to prove that they were the persons 
he had listened to. Directly, they drifted apart, 
and Stewart moved toward Washanee. 

“Our hostess is expecting you,” he said, 
addressing the chief, with some inward trepida¬ 
tion. “ I will present your granddaughter.” 

“ No,” answered Washaning, with that calm 
air of authority, which gave indescribable gen¬ 
tleness to a will strong as iron. “ I will myself 
introduce Washanee to the lady who has wished 
to see her. Come, my child.” 

“ But, as one of the Commission, it will be ex¬ 
pected of me,” persisted Stewart. 

“ But I will have it otherwise,” was the quiet 
answer; and leaving his place by the door, the 
chief advanced toward the little crowd that still 
surrounded Mrs. Forbes. Washanee came for¬ 
ward also, side by side with the old man. Those 
who had surrounded the hostess drew back and 
watched the advance of this strange pair with 
curiosity. 

You have asked to see a daughter of our peo¬ 


ple, and my grandchild is glad to come,” said 
the old man, bending his head slightly, like one 
long unaccustomed to ceremonials of the kind, 
but all the more dignified for that. 

Mrs. Forbes reached out her hand to Washanee, 
and at once became profuse in expressions of 
delight. She wm indeed highly elated by the 
successful efforts that had drawn so many strange 
lions to her reception, and would have placed 
Washanee by her side, in the first outgush of 
triumph that anything so magnificently pictur¬ 
esque had fallen to her for a first introduction 
into society. 

But Washanee was sensitively alive to all that 
was true and real in the persons she met with, 
and was retreating shyly* from this sudden ex¬ 
hibition of friendship, when her eyes fell on 
Constance NoeL Swift and graceful as the flight 
of a bird, she passed through the little crowd 
that had gathered about her. . 

“ They told me that you would be here, and so 
1 came,” she said. “Among all these voices, 
my heart has listened for yours.” 

Constance smiled, and reached forth her hand. 
There was something so sincere and ardent in the 
expression of gladness that shone in those great 
black eyes, that she could not resist it. 

“ 1 had hoped to see you again before this,” 
she said, with some embarrassment; for many of 
the guests had left their hostess, and were 
curiously listening to every word that dropped 
from the strange girl. 

“But I have seen you, every day: sometimes 
at the window, sometimes in the garden, where 
the flowers were peeping up from the ground to 
look at you.” 

Constance smiled, but colored slightly; for she 
scarcely knew how to answer. 

“ But you never came there,” ahe said. 

“ Because you did not sing for me to come. I 
listened and listened, but you never called; so 
I hid away, like a lone deer in the woods.” 

“ That wag unkind. I should have been glad 
to see you.” 

“ You are glad now. I can see it. Your eyes 
are like robins’ eggs with the sunshine on them.” 

Constance blushed vividly, and strove to hide 
her consciousness of it under a light laugh. 

“ But that night, shadows were in them. I 
thought of it in the night> and was angry with 
myself. But what had I done?” 

“ Nothing that was not bright and charming, 
Washanee. You must not fancy anything else. 
My father has more than once inquired after you. 
He will be glad to meet you again.” 

“ The tall white chief? Is he coming ? Shall 
I see him?” 
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“ But you do not inquire for me,” said Young, 
who had quietly made his way toward the two 
girls. “ I also hare some right to be remem¬ 
bered.” 

At his approach, the smiles died suddenly on 
Constance's lips; and returning Young's grave 
salutation with a cold bow, she turned to the 
person nearest her, and began a conversation 
with him. But the joy Washanee felt flashed 
into her flwse. She half reached out her hand: 
then drew it back again, blushing vividly. 

14 We Indians never forget those who have 
been kind to us,” she said, with drooping eye¬ 
lids and smiling lips. 

Before Young could reply, Mrs. Forbes' came 
up, and put an end to the conversation. 

“ General Noel has just told me that you sing 
like a nightingale,” she said. 44 Everybody here 
will be delighted to hear you.” 

Washanee was startled. Like the mocking¬ 
birds in her own wild woods, she sang from the 
heart, and only when that was brimfril of music. 
This request amazed her. 

“Sing?” she said, appealing to Young, as if 
for protection, 44 and for all these people ? How 
can I do that?” Then turning to Mrs. Forbes, 
she added: 44 Sing like a nightingale ? They do 
not find music in their throats for asking; but 
only because they love one another.” 

44 Then sing for me.” 

Young was scarcely conscious of these words, 
uttered almost in a whisper; but they thrilled 
Washanee from head to foot; and Constance— 
whose heart listened, while her lips conversed 
with another—felt a swift pain pass through her, 
as if left by the flight of an arrow. 

Washanee turned at once, and walked toward 
a piano at the other end of the room. Quite un¬ 
accustomed to the usages of a drawing-room, she 
had not observed that Young was offering his 
arm, nor dreamed that an escort was necessary 
in order to cross a ftew breadths of carpet. Thus 
the Senator was left under some embarrassment; 
still, somewhat amused by this sudden desertion. 

44 May I offer myself as a substitute?” said a 
soft, caressing voice, at his elbow; and turning his 
head, he saw Mrs. Camp. 

There was nothing for Young but acquiescence 
in this arrangement; so he went with the crowd, 
and placed himself by the piano, with the lady 
still leaning on his arm. 

Washanee sat down by the piano, conscious 
of his presence; but, embarrassed by so many 
strange eyes, she could not venture to lift her 
own to greet him. 

Instead of breaking into a wild burst of in¬ 
spiration—such as had astonished somq of those 


around her on the night of her advent at General 
Noel’8—she touched the keys lightly; and with¬ 
out notes or prelude, broke into the very song 
that Constance had sung that evening. 

The persons who tad been present that night 
listened in breathless amazement; for this wild 
girl gave to both the music and the words an 
expression so perfect, yet with a certain degree 
of originality, that it seemed like a miracle. 

How had she learned this music? In what 
way had words, that had only crossed the lips of 
Constance Noel, become familiar to her? 

Washanee was evidently subduing a natural 
habit of improvisation, as she sang; and this 
threw a shade of embarrassment over her. She 
felt the presence of those three persons, who had 
heard the song before, oppressively; and was 
afraid to turn her eyes upon their faces. What 
if she had failed to give the music its true ex¬ 
pression? The thought filled her with self- 
distrust. 

The audience were indeed silent: partly from 
surprise, partly from disappointment; for most 
of them had expected something eccentric. 

Washanee, keenly sensitive by nature, felt the 
atmosphere created by this feeling as a rebuke, 
and her eyes were frill of deprecating anxiety 
when the notes died away under her fingers, and 
she turned them upon Young. But, like a flash 
of lightning, her free changed. The glance, that 
she gave to him, took in the woman, who still 
clung, with an air of tender helplessness, to his 
arm, and the seeming interest with which he met 
the beseeching eyes uplifted to his. 

Washanee started from her seat, amid a storm 
of applause, worthless to her as a rush of wind 
through forest leaves. She cast a wild glance 
around the room, and, seeing her grandfather, 
swept through the crowd, with the graceful force 
of a panther, and, seizing hold of his cloak, said, 
in a passionate whisper: 

44 Take me home, grandfather—take me home.” 

The old man saw that she was pale with some 
strong emotion, and was about to lead her from the 
room, when she broke from him, and went up to 
Constance Noel, who stood somewhat apart from 
the crowd, that had left one end of the room 
almost vacant, while Washanee was singing. 

44 Have I done wrong to steal your words?” 
she said. 44 You are good; you look the truth ; 
tell me if I have done wrong. It is you only that 
I care for—” 

Constance had watched the passionate move¬ 
ment of this wild giri with keen sympathy. She 
had kept aloof firom the crowd near the piano, 
because the presence of Young, with that woman 
clinging to hit arm, like some parasite around a 
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noble oak, bad repelled her. For Washanee, 
Constance bad a degree of jealousy, that may be 
bitter but not absolutely humiliating, because it 
finds some solace to pride in the character of its 
object. This strange Indian girl had so enlisted 
her own admiration, that she could be just—even 
kind—to her, though she had innocently brought 
the first real trouble into her young life. Now 
these two beautiful girls met in such sympathy, 
that they almost comprehended each other. Cer¬ 
tainly, Constance had read, in the wild impulsive 
action which had brought Washanee to her side, 
something of the jealous pain hidden away in 
her own bosom. She understood, also, that this 
pain must be doubly barbed, because of the con¬ 
tempt for an unworthy object, that must extend 
to the man whose honor it impeached. There 
was no coldness of manner in Constance now. 
She took the hand, which Washanee held out, 
between both hers, and led her into the recess of 
a window, where the draperies concealed them. 

“ You have done no wrong,” she said. “ It 
was a compliment to my poor song, that you 
could learn it so completely. I shall be prouder 
than ever of it now.” 

“ I thought that you would like it, and that he 
might think me more like you.” 

“More like me? Oh, that would be little 
enough,” said Constance, shaking her head, and, 
spite of all her efforts, speaking somewhat bit¬ 
terly. “ No one is likely to take me for a stand¬ 
ard.” 

Washanee, who stood with her back to the 
window, cast a wistful glance across the room, 
where Young and his companion stood. 

“Is it her?” she questioned, with a proud 
curve of the lip. “ I could not be like her. We 
have small animals in our woods, that creep and 
fawn like that; but our young braves will not 
even kill them. What is she to him ?” 

“ Nothing, Washanee, nothing. Still, enough 
to destroy all respect for him. The world is full 
of such women.” 

“ Women who fawn so?” 

“ Fawn? Yes, it is an accomplishment,” 

Washanee shook her head in unbelief. 

“ You will find no devices in human beings or 
animals, that artftil women cannot imitate,” said 
Constance, who felt strange relief in this oppor¬ 
tunity to express the contempt that for days had 
been burning in her mind. “I could forgive 
them anything but this subtle degradation of 
men who are naturally great and good.” 

Washanee turned her flashing eyes on the 
woman, who was still whispering her silken 
flattery into the ears of Huestioe Young. 

“ We have poisonous flowers in our woods, and 


vines that grow around the roots, and creep Like 
snakes up the oaks—she is like them.” 

“ And like them, may strangle and kill.” 

“ No, no,” returned Washanee, in a deep, fierce 
whisper, clenching her hands, and wringing them 
apart, with an energy that was almost ferocious. 
“ We who ape strong trample them with our heels 
—tear them up by the root.” 

Constance recoiled a little. This was the first 
exhibition of savage blood that she had yet seen 
in the girl; and while the passionate splendor 
of her faoe fascinated, Us fierceness almost 
frightened her. 

“ Hush 1 They will hear you,” she whispered. 

Washanee looked around, impatiently; then 
turned to Constance. 

“For a little time, I thought myself in the 
woods, where the trees never listen. Now I will 
go away. My grandfether is waiting.” 

Constance reached out her hand. 

“ Borne day, you will sing again, and I shall 
hear you across the garden,” said Washanee, 
holding the little hand in her own firm clasp. 
“I have frightened you. Your lipe tremble, 
and are white. But when I come to your window 
again, you will be glad, and tell me to come in?” 

“ Yes, I shall always be glad to see you.” 

“And the tall chief—he looks at me so 
strangely. Have I made him angry?” 

“ No, my father is a little anxious. Perhaps 
he has seen how much you have been disturbed, 
and is troubled about it. By and by, you will 
learn to suffer and be silent. Your first lesson 
will be to smile and talk lightly when year heart 
is aohing.” 

Constance smiled Badly, as she said this; and 
Washanee saw that her sweet mouth trembled. 
All at once, her eyes filled with tears: & great 
flood of sympathy had quenched that savage 
passion, and this wild creature was gentle as 
a fawn; but ashamed of this, she stole away; 
and joining her grandfather, passed through 
those crowded rooms, and away from the house, 
without dreaming that it was necessary to speak 
with the hostess before she went. 

Young, who had been kept in thraldom by the 
soft voice of his captor, caught a glimpse of the 
old man and Washanee, as they passed through 
the room ; and made an impatient movement, as 
if he would have followed them. Mrs. Camp 
observed this, as she did everything that apper¬ 
tained to her own interests; and broke into a 
new subject. 

“ How strange it is that Miss Noel should have 
taken such a fancy to that Indian girl,” she said; 
“ and what a queer wild thing she is. Ever 
since we have been standing here, they have 
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been hidden away by the window there, talking 
eagerly, like lovers making up a quarrel. The ■ 
Indian looked quite savage for awhile, but toned 
down somehow, and seemed more than half civil¬ 
ised, before she left.” 

11 Then she has left?” said Young, with a rest¬ 
less movement. “ And I have hardly spoken to 
the old chief.” 

Mrs. Camp saw that the charm of her society 
had passed away, foot that time, at least; and 
being an adroit tactician, withdrew from her ' 
place by the piano, and released him by quietly 
dropping into the- corner of a sofa. 

“ Perhaps they have not gone even now,” she 
said. “ I caught a glimpse of the old man’s cloak, 
two or three minutes ago.” 

Young bowed, and went away, thoroughly dis¬ 
satisfied with himself, and with an inexplicable 
sense of thraldom about him ; while the lady he 
had left leaned her arm on the curving aide of 
the sofa, and toned herself, with a sweet sense 
of oontentment. Directly, she found Caleb Stew¬ 
art by her side, looking into her toe with side¬ 
long scrutiny. 

“ Well, are you satisfied with what I have 
done?” 4he said, yawning faintly behind the 
feathers of her to. “ Yon certainly had a fair 
chance with the handsome savage.” 

“ But no opportunity of using it. She was 
under the old chiefs eye all the time, and now 
has gone off like a lapwing.” 

“Fearftilly jealous, too,” said the widow, 
laughing a Httle maliciously. 

“ Jealous of whom ?” 

“ Of whom ? Why, man, have you no eyes ?’* 

11 Not often, for anyone but yourself, Ellen—” 

Mrs. Camp brushed Stewart’s cheek lightly 
with her to. 

“There, there! Our time for all this has 
passed and gone. Now, it is out df harmony.” 

“Well then, Ellen, plainly, what did you 
mean?” 


“ Only that the girl is in love with Huestice 
Young, and at this moment madly jealous of poor 
me.” 

“ In love with Young ? Why, she cannot have 
seen him more than once.” 

“Oh, but with these wild, passionate crea¬ 
tures, love is most likely to come at first sight.” 

“ Impossible; quite impossible. Wasbanee is 
no common Indian. She is, in fact, better edu¬ 
cated than half the ladies in this room. You 
oannet judge her by the women of her tribe.” 

“ Still, as I have said, she is in love; she is 
jealous, and what is more, our stately young 
Senator is fascinated with her—beyond doubt” 
Here the widow turned squarely* and fixed her 
eyes on her companion. “Beside—but what 
makes you so pale, Caleb Stewart? Surely, 
surely—” 

If the man was pale, so also was the woman, 
who fixed her kindling eyes upon him, and sat 
for a moment with her lips apart, and the breath 
ooming through them in faint gasps. The sudden 
change in her face startled him into self-control. 

“Surely,” he said, “the interests, that I told 
you of, are great enough to cause some alarm, 
when a danger of this kind presents itself. In 
order to secure them, we must have control of the 
girl, and it becomes all the more important that 
you should secure every possible influence over 
Young.” 

“ And more difficult, too,” said the widow, re¬ 
gaining such portion of color as emotion could 
disturb, though her searching eyes still dwelt 
suspiciously on her companion, “ but that I do 
not care for, only—” 

“Well?” 

“I must be sure—” 

« Of what?” 

“ Oh, nothing. He is coming this way—you 
must not be found here—in fact, I am scarcely 
acquainted with you.” 

[to bb oohtikubb.] 


SENTINEL OF THE FLOWERS, 


BY JEAN MAXWELL. 


Just outside the garden, 

Tinct with the breathing bowers, 
The tUStte waits 
And guards the gates— 
Sentinel of the flowers: 

Blades of dirk and bayonet 
Gleam through the spreading gloom, 
While on the air— 

The one thing fair— 

Wavea his purple plume. 


Flower lips of beauty 
Speak, in their blushing bloom. 
Dear words of praise 
And thankful lays, 
Voiced in a sweet perfume. 

Faithful ted, oh thistle! 
Guarding the breathing bowery 
And envied fame 
Will crown thy name— 
Sentinel df the flowem. 
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“ Oh, papa, I think I will receive on New 
Year’s day,”^ said little Kitty Clifton, to her 
father, a ftew days before Christmas. “The 
other ladies are going to receive, and I wish to.” 

“ But, Kitty, are you not rathet* young to un¬ 
dertake so formidable a task ?” 

“ Well, papa, I am eighteen *, and some girls 
are married at that age. No, I think I am old 
enough, and youV position will require it.” 

“Ah, ha! That’s it, is H? Judge Clifton’s 
ladies must receive, if other society ladies do. 
Very well, little one. Invite some lady to assist 
you, and order whatever you need, in the way of 
refreshments.” 

“And, papa, shall we dose the blinds, and 
light the rooms ? Some ladies do it.” 

“ Yes, dear, if the sun forgets to shine; not 
otherwise. Seriously, Kitty, I do not like affec¬ 
tation. Have everything as nice as you like; 
but no nonsense.” 

“Very well, papa. Will it be nonsense to 
order flowers ?” 

“ No, dear. I am fond of flowers. You can 
have them from Sioux City, on the ten o’clock 
train, in time to arrange them before the recep¬ 
tion. Now kiss me good-night, pet I shall be 
writing until late.” 

Judge Clifton was a wealthy, middle-aged 
gentleman, and Kitty was his only child. Of 
course, she was petted and indulged, and to an 
extent which would have spoiled a less affec¬ 
tionate and unselfish girl. She had just come, 
with an old' maid cousin of her mother’s, from 
the East, where she had spent the last three 
years, finishing her education.* She was now 
installed as the mistress of his large and beautiful 
house. 

As the judge went out, Kitty flew up the stairs 
to tell her cousin that her father had given his 
consent to the New Year’s reception. 

“ Now, Alice,” she said, “ I am going out to 
invite Mrs. Holoome and Mrs. Gleury, to assist 
me.” 

An hour after, she came back, very much dis¬ 
couraged. 

“ It is too bad,” she said, “ all the ladies are 
promised ; and I suppose papa will not like me 
to receive alone.” 

“ No, dear, I think not.” 

At breakfast, next morning, the judge noticed 

( 400 ) 
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Kitty was unusually quiet, and asked what was 
the matter. 

“ Why, Kitty,” he replied, when Bhe had told 
him, “Alice is not engaged, and I daresay she 
will assist you.” 

“ But,” said Alice, hesitatingly, “you know I 
did not intend to enter society, this winter.” 

The judge looked over to the window, where 
Alice stood; then turning to Kitty, said: 

“ Go, my pet, and prepare your cards. I will 
try, meanwhile, to persuade cousin Alice to assist 
you.” 

The judge, when she had gone, crossed to 
where Alice stood; took her hand; passed an 
arm around her; and whispered in her ear some¬ 
thing, which seemed to surprise her. 

•* But I thought we had arranged that, for next 
summer,” she replied. 

“ True, love. But I am impatient, and Kitty 
needs is mother. Bo, darling Alice, consent.” 
He murmured a few words about arrangements, 
and then came a click of heels on the stairs, as 
Kitty appeared again, at which the judge saluted 
the ladies, and went out. 

“Oh, what a dear, darling old papa it is!’* 
said Kitty. “ And thank you, too, a thousand 
times, dear Alice. But how, what Bhall we wear? 
Shall I have black, or white?” 

“ Black, Kitty ? What an idea! Your first 
reception, too.” 

“Well, I do like black best; but I suppose 
white will be more suitable. White silk, trim¬ 
med with down; I must have down, it is so soft 
and warm. What win you wear, Alice?” 

“ You may choose for me, pet.” 

“ May I ? Oh, I’ll make you lovely, Alice!” 

“ Not too gay, little one. Bemember, I am an 
old maid.” 

“ Pshaw i At any rate, Til make them all fbr- 
get it, for one day at least.” 

It was New Year’s morning. Directly after 
breakfast, the judge said to Alice: “ Please put 

on your wraps, Alice, and come up town with 
me. The sleigh is at the door. I wish you to 
assist me in securing a suitable present for this 
little girl of mine.” 

• Kitty waited to see them drive off, and then 
went to her room, to dress for the reception. 
“ For I must be ready,” she said, “ to help Alioe, 
when she comes home.” Kitty had hardly oom- 
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pleted her toilet, when the sound of bells was 
heard; and she hurried downstairs to see her 
present. Her father was coming up the steps, 
with Alice on his aim ; and as they entered the 
hall, he took Kitty by the hand, and led her up 
to her cousin. 

“ Alice, dear wife, 11 he said, “ let me present to 
you our daughter. Kitty, I bring yoa a' new 
mamma.’ 1 

Kitty looked from one to the other. It took 
her by surprise.’ But, as she began to understand 
the case, she fairly danced with delight, kissing 
Alice, and thanking her father, in a way that 
soon banished from Mrs. Clifton’s mind all ap¬ 
prehensions as to the reception which her new 
daughter would give her. 

Two o’clock arrived, all too slow for our 
impulsive Kitty. But it came, at last. It 
found her mother and herself in the long draw¬ 
ing-room, which was decorated so tastefully 
and profusely with flowers, that one might have 
thought the season was summer, instead of mid¬ 
winter. Soon, the guests began to arrive: the 
Mayor, the Council, the business men, the young 
men—all came; by twos, by fours, in coaches, on 
foot, and on horseback—the whole town seemed 
to be paying calls. 

The news of the judge’s marriage had flown 
like the wind, and all seemed anxious to pay the 
compliments of the season to the new wife. 
Leaving them to dispense the luxuries so gen¬ 
erously provided, we will go back a few hours. 

Doctor Frank Wirton, returning from a pro¬ 
fessional visit, about one o'clock, had stepped 
into a restaurant for lunch. As he was leisurely 
sipping his coffee, a couple of 44 young men about 
town” entered; and sitting down at the next 
table, gave their orders. One of them began 
with: 

“ I say, Jim,.can't we pay New Year’s calls, as 
well as the rest of the fellows ?” 

44 Where, Bill? We don't hardly belong to 
the circle who receive, to-day.” 

44 Well, that’s so. But let me see, I used to 
know little Kitt Clifton. They were our neigh¬ 
bors in 4 old York State.' Many a time I’ve 
drawn her to school on my sled, and taken her 
across the brook in my arms, when we went into 
the old pasture for winter-green berries. She 
receives to-day. Let’s rig up and go. I’ll intro¬ 
duce you.” 

44 Agreed. But I’ll bet cigars you don’t dare 
to speak of her riding on your sled.” 

Frank’s first thought was to interfere; but he 
did not wish Kitty’s name to be mixed up in a 
quarrel. So he quietly ate his dinner, and went 
to his rooms, to prepare fbr making oaHs. He 
Vol. LXXXI.—27. 


did not occupy much time in dressing. As he 
crossed the square by Judge Clifton’s, he saw 
the two rohghs ascending the steps. 

Thinking the guests were all done calling, Mrs. 
Clifton had said, 44 Kitty, darling, if you do not 
object, I think I will go to my room, and lay 
aside this ‘ splendor.’ It’s like a disguise for 
me. Besides, your father will soon be home.” 

44 Yes, mamma,’ ’ said Kitty, kissing her. 44 You 
• have looked lovely, as I wished you to. I shall 
soon follow you.” 

Mrs. Clifton ran upstairs, glad to be at liberty; 
and Kilty threw herself into, a great rocker, to 
rest, she said; but really to watt for one whom 
she had been expecting, but who had not, as yet, 
arrived. Presently, the bell rang. A look of 
perplexity passed over Kitty’s face, as two visi¬ 
tors, unknown to her, came in. One advanced, 
with an outstretched hand. 

44 Allow me to offer the compliments of the day, 
Miss Kitty,” he said; 44 and to present my friend, 
Mr. Stanton. You’ve never forgotten Willie Mor¬ 
ton, have you ?” 

44 Oh, no, I have not forgotten Willie. But 
you are so changed, aAd it was ten yean ago.” 

44 1 say, Kitty,” he went on, 44 you remember 
the little sled, don’t you? Didn't we have fun? 
And the winter-green berries ? And the brook—’ ’ 

44 Please let me give you some coffee, Mr. Mor¬ 
ton,” Kitty interrupted, annoyed. 

41 Now, Kitty, that won’t do. Call me 4 Willie,' 
as you used to. Yes, thank you, a eup of coffee, 
and cake. I always liked your cake, you know, 
Kitty; and you used to sit on my lap, as you ate 
your dinner. ' Now, didn’t you, Kitty?” 

Kitty heard a step, and looked around, to see 
Doctor Wirton, who had just entered the room. 
The mortification was too much for her. Hot, 
indignant tears rolled down her pale cheeks. 

Doctor Wirton stepped to her side. 

44 Mi»8 Clifton,” he said, “let me take you 
into the drawing-room,” and offered her his arm. 
Kitty went without a word. The doctor con¬ 
ducted her to a sofa, bowed, and left her, and 
closed, the door after him. When left alone, 
Kitty gave way to a passionate fit of weeping. 

Doctor Wirton went directly back to the 
dining-room. The two rowdies were eating and 
drinking, gleefully. 

44 Gentlemen,” said he, 44 you will please leave 
this house, at once. You are in no fit condition, 
to-day, for ladies’ company. To-morrow, at ten 
o'clock, you will come here, to apologise to Mias 
Clifton, for the insult you have offered her. I 
shall be here, myself, to sje that you do it.” 
There was a world of meaning in his voice. The 
two bullies cowered before it. 44 John,” calling 
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the waiter. “Show these gentlemen out, and 
shut the door.” 

Then, he sought Kitty, who was still sobbing; 
sobbing as if her heart were broken. He took a 
seat at her Bide. 

“ What will you think of me, Doctor Wirton ?” 
she said, at last, “ 1—4—” 

“ I think you are the best and dearest little 
girl in the world, and the bravest.” 

“ But you don’t know.’* 

“ Yes, Kitty, I know all about iL How one of 
them was your playfellow in childhood, and that 
you have not seen Jbim since. They will come, 
to-morrow, to apologize, and—” 

“ Oh, doctor, I cannot see them again. Willie 
Morton, as a boy, was not at all like the man 1 
saw to-day. And it was my first reception, too.” 

Here, Kitty broke down again. Frank passed 
an arm around her, and drew her to his breast. 
“Your first reception, dearest, and Kitty Clif¬ 
ton’s last, I hope—” 

“Oh, no, I will not give up so.” 

“ I said the last reception of Kitty Clifton. I 
trust Kitty Wirton will receive, next year.” 

The poor girl had been so mortified by the late 
scene, that she had not seemed to notice the doc¬ 
tor’s unusual manner; but now she raised her 
head and looked at him, puzzled, yet earnestly. 

“ What do you mean ?” she began. But, as she 
met his fond gazfe, she dropped her head, in con¬ 
fused silence. Ho pressed his lips to her brow, 
and went on: 

“ I was going to say, I will be here to receive 


them, with you. Do you understand me, 
Kitty ?” 

Kitty disengaged herself, and arose. 

“ I don’t know—I thank you, Mr. Wirton—but 
1 can’t have this talked of, all over town. Papa 
will feel very bad. And oh, dear, what will 
people say—that is—I think papa had best attend 
to this for me.” 

“ My own little girl, I hope people will say 
that we are engaged. I ought to receive the 
apology with you, because I have the right to do 
so, as your future husband.” 

“But when were we engaged, doctor?” said 
Kitty, archly, beginning to recover her spirits. 
“ It is news to me.” 

“Well, darling,” said Frank, with an amused 
smile. “/ am engaged to Kitty Clifton, the 
dearest, little girl in the world; and I hope I 
shall induoe her to engage herself to me, before 
to-morrow. Come, darling, say ‘yes.* Oh, 
Kitty, dear, say it.” 

Kitty remained silent, for a few moments/evi¬ 
dently striving to comprehend the situation. 
Then she sprang up, and danced into the middle 
of the room, laughing. 

“ This is my first reception,” she said, “ and I 
will say, if it is to be my last, it is a great, yes, 
a decided success. For first, I receive a new 
mamma, whom I love dearly; and then I receive 
‘New Year’s callsand then I receive—I 
receive—” 

“ A husband,” said Frank, and prevented a 
refusal, by sealing her lips with kisses. 


CLO VER-BLOOMS. 


BT MAQUIS A. COTNB. 


Deep ’mid the clover-blooms I lie, 

And upward gaze with dreamy eye, 

And softly dreaming, speculate 
On life, and death, and mystic fate, 

That seems to hold with nerveful hand, 
And set, stern brow, the fateful wand 
That points to eyes that cannot seo 
The path marked out by destiny. 

The while the glitt’ring sunbeams slide 
Thro’ whispering leaves, and softly glide, 
Swift followed by cool shadows, where 
The clover-blooms, amid my hair, 

Nestle like snow, and summer’s smile 
And fragrant breath almost beguilo 
Grim treachery’s arrows from the breast, 
That knows no more, nor peaoe, nor rest. 

‘Oh, Thou who driest the mourner’s tears,” 
Omnipotent through thorn-crowned years, 
Must we e’er tread the path that lies 
O’er arid sands, ’neath burning skies, 


And lock the power to seek the glide, 
O’er-arched by trees whose restful shade 
Woos, with the breath of dewy flowers, 

To waters still, and peace-crowned hours? 

Or, lying ’mid the clover-blooms. 

While far the angry tempest glooms. 

With bauds filled with the flowers of fate, 
Must leave them all, and desolate, 

Go forth as Hagar, till the sun 
Shows but our faltering steps alone 
In all the waste and desert sands— 

An outcast from God’s smiling lands? 

So, ns the shadows come and go, 

As light flees darkness—gladness, woe— 
Deep 'mid the clover-blooms I lie. 

And upward gaze, while soft the sky, 
With changeful forms of beauty spread. 
Bends o’er the living as the dead, 

And smiles alike on thoso who wait, 

And those who rest, unseen of fate. 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 


BT IMILT H. MAT. 



The favorite materials for spring wear are the 
soft woolen beiges, either plain or in shot colors ; 
fine checks, in all-wool goods; black and white, 
nary-blue, or brown and white. Next in texture 


blue pin-stripes and checks; and the very fresh 
and charming costumes made of these will be the 
prettiest and most serviceable of summer dresses. 
Now is the time to make up these wash-dresses, 


No. 1. 

for woolen goods are nun’s-veiling, albatross cloth, 
kyber cloth, etc., all of which are light in weight, 
end they come in all the exquisite shades: 
garnet, navy-blue, gray, pale-blue, pink, and 
cream, for more dressy occasions. In wash- 
goods, we have zephyr cloths, in pale-pink and 


No. 2. 

and nearly all the washing frocks are to be made 
m a simple fashion. A skirt, made of three deep 
flounces, edged with white embroidery, to soften 
the tint of the colored goods; or a tunic, looped 
up on one side over a skirt covered with narrow 
ruffles or killings; full bodice fastened in by a 
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waistband, made of a wide sash of the material, 
tied in a large bow at the back. Percales, sateens, 
ginghams, linen lawns, may all be made aftet 
these simple styles. 


bow and ends. This may be of gros-grain, satin, 
or watered ribbon, as the taste may decide. The 
Mother Hubbard cape is adjustable, and is made 
of the pin-stripe, using it lengthwise of the ma¬ 
terial. It is simply a straight length, gathered 
in to fit the neck and shoulders. It should be 
lined with soft Florence silk. Cuffs of the pin¬ 
stripe. Eight yards of plain material, in double¬ 
fold goods, and three yards of striped goods, 
same width, will be required. 

No. 2—Is a toilette of figured and plain sateen. 


No. 3. 

No. 1—Is a model for a walking-costume, made 
of plain and pin-striped woolen goods, summer 
camel’s-hair cloth, cashmere or beige. The short 
round Bkirt has three deep kilted flounces of the 
plain material, each with a narrow knife-plaited 
ruffle of the pin-stripe showing from under the 
edge, about two inches to show. The long cuirass 
bodice buttons close all the way down the front; 
the side seams at the back are left open half-way 
from the waist-line, and a kilted flounce is added 
on the back. Over this is tied a wide sash, with 


No. 4. 


It is very easy to make up, and can be worn for 
morning promenade. The skirt is of the plain 
sateen; and has, first, a flounce six inches deep; 
over this, six puffs, separated by narrow bands of 
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sateen, stitched on. The polonaise is made very the right side, with simulated buttonholes. On 
long, and the edge is trimmed all around by rows the left side, the garment is fastened by buttons 
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and buttonholes corresponding with the other 
side. Cuffs trimmed with rows of braid. Six 
and a half yards of figured sateen, six yards of 
plain, three and a half dozen buttons, will be 
required. 

No. 3—Is a costume of nun’s-veiling or alba¬ 
tross cloth, in niaroon color, combined with 
surah silk to match, or a shade darker. The 
skirt is mounted on a foundation of silesia, which 
forms the lining of the whole suit, which is cut 
in the Princess shape. The trimming for the 


of narrow braid. It is gathered rather high on 
the right side, to show the puffed underskirt. 
The left side is shown in the illustration. The 


skirt is made by a straight piece, with the edge 
turned up four inches. Four or five rows of 
gathers separate the ruffle from the deep puff, 
which is carried up, and sewn fast to the foun¬ 
dation. Over this, the surah silk and the other 
material is arranged in scarf-like folds across the 
front; and in the back, looped in large puffs, 
terminating in a big double bow. The front of 
the waist buttons with tiny garnet buttons. 
Cuffs mode of plaits of the surah silk. Eight 
yards of double-fold goods, and three and a half 
yards of surah silk, will be required. 


front of the waist opens over a puffing of the No. 4—Is a costume of foulard silk, of a deep 
plain sateen; and there is a row of buttons on \ olive tint. It is also* cut in the Princess form. 
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and has three narrow kilted flounces on the 
bottom of the skirt. Over this, a wrinkled 
apron-front is arranged. Then the material is 
taken in lengthwise, and plaited up in front, as 
seen in the illustration, and fastened by a buckle 
of steel or jet. This is arranged in plaits at the 



No. 8. 


sides, and finishes at the back in irregular puffs. 
The front of the waist has an inside simulated 
vest, of narrow knife-plaits; and a straight piece 
of the material is gathered in rows at the shoulders 
and the waist, finishing the trimming of the bod¬ 
ice. The polonaise fastens in front, under the 
plaited vest, which is made on a thin crinoline 
foundation ; and fastens, and is concealed, under 
the gathered trimming on the left side. Sleeves 
are half-long; edged by two narrow knife-plaited 
ruffles, with a gathered piece fastened by smaller 
buckle on the inside of the arm. This would be 
a good model for a black surah silk or foulard, 
for half mourning. Also fqr the foulard sateens, 
in dark-blues, garnets, etc.; either plain, or mixed 
with the figured ones, in solid colors, with polka- 
dots or small figures. Fourteen to fifteen 
yards of sateen, or eighteen yards of surah silk, 
twenty yards of foulard. 


No. 6—Is a new model for a black silk and 
| erfepe, for mourning. The skirt has a deep 
plaiting of silk, and the tablier consists of 
bouillonfes of erfepe, draped with silk at the back. 

; In place of the puffs of crfcpe on the tablier, folds 
of erfepe may be substituted for a plainer cos¬ 
tume. 

No. 6—Is a design for trimming a washing 
skirt. The edge is kilted, and the flounces are 
festooned, and overcast with buttonhole-stitches, 
in working cotton. Red or blue, on batiste or 
pongee, will make a pretty and effective trim¬ 
ming, which any lady can make at odd moments, 
and without much labor. 

No. 7—Is a costume for a little girl of three 
years. It is made of cream, light-blue, pink, or 
crimson flannel, trimmed with embroidered 
flounces. The waist is gathered, and fastened 
with a satin belt and bow. Wide collar, trimmed 
with a narrower ruffle of embroidery, fastened in 
front with a bow to match the belt. Deep cuffs. 

No. 8—Is a suit for a boy of six .years. Beige- 
colored serge, flannel, or butcher-blue linen may 



be used. The blouse is mounted in box-plaits, 
back and front. A belt of the same material, or 
leather, is passed through straps beneath the 
arms. Knickerbockers to the knee. 

No. 9—Is an out-door costume, for a girl of 
four to five years. It is made of a tiny pin-check 
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woolen, in black and white, or dark-blue and 
white. The waist is gathered, to fit the neck, in 
six or eight rows; this'is repeated at the back 
and in front, at the waist. An extra piece is 


No. 10. 

gathered in like manner for the heading for the 
skirt, which is put on in box-plaits, edged by a 
narrow knife-plaiting. A wide, plaited collar of 
the material is adjustable, and ties in front with 
ribbon strings. ’Similar plaiting forms the deep 
cuffs. 

No. 10—Is a pretty little suit, for a boy of 
three or four years. The under part of the dress 


is of white cambric, made with a long blouse 
waist and deep flounce, gathered into a narrow 
band. Over this is an open paletot, made of 
navy-blue or garnet flannel, or cashmere, simply 
bound on the edge with a silk or worsted braid. 
The bottom of the paletot is slashed in two-inch 
squares, and bound. 

No. 11—Is an apron, of percale or nainsook, 
for a girl of four to six years. The waist is made 
of insertion, with tucks between. Cuffs and 
heading of the pockets to match. The belt is 
stitched on in front, and from it, under the arms, 


No. 11. . 

wide strings of the muslin are sewn, which tie • 
at the back. Nothing can be pretties,, or more 
appropriate, than these useful aprons* for little 
girls, either for summer or winter. 


DANTE AND SHAKESPEARE SCREEN. 


BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


We give, in the front of the number, an engrav¬ 
ing of a screen, called the “ Dante and Shakes¬ 
peare Screen; ” because, prominent on it, are 
the heads of those two poets. 

It is, as will be seen, a screen with two folds. 
Each leaf should be about two feet three inches 
by five feet six inches high. The upper panels, 
containing the heads of Shakespeare and Dante, 
are separated from the lower part by cross-bars 
of wood; and as these heads are meant to be 
painted in oil or water-colors, two wooden panels 
should be made to fit into the framework; and 


these can either be painted upon or papered over. 
If the panels were oak, it would look well to • 
leave the wood in the background, simply paint¬ 
ing the faces and drapery m oii-csior Gold 
grounds would have a rich effect,, or those who 
paint tapestry might execute the heads by that 
process. The Chandos portrait of Shakespeare is • 
the one used in the screen. The head of Dante 
is the well-known one copied from the wall- 
painting by Giotto, at Florence. Both have 
been made sa familiar, by engravings, that it 
will be quite easy to get them for copying. 
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BBIDK3MAI D’s TLOWEB BASKET*. 


The lower portions of the soreen &re designed 
to represent appliqud needlework, and are drawn 
in the quaint, somewhat stiff manner, to facilitate 
the designs being carried out in that style of 
work; for unless the design is kept pretty flat 
and simple in treatment, appliqu6 work is not 
successful. The same designs might be executed 
by other means, such as outline embroidery; but 
we think it would be more effective to carry it 
eut as we suggest. The back of this screen can 
be ooveifed with any nice-oolored textile—such 
as cretonne and. tapestry, or some nice wall¬ 
paper. Or imitation-leather paper is effective. 


This screen is rather more difficult than most 
of the Work-Table designs which we give. But 
there must be hundreds, if not thousands, of our 
fair subscribers quite competent to paint the 
portraits, and do the appliqu6 work: and it is 
for them that we give it. Certainly, it \p one of 
the most beautiful affairs we have seen for some 
time. Any carpenter can make the wood-work. 
If a screen of more than two folds is desired, the 
lower portions may be repeated, alternately, and 
additional portraits painted in at the top, viz: 
Homer, Milton, etc., etc. The screen, beautiful 
as it is, is really not very costly. 

I 



It is a very pretty fashion for bridesmaids to l flowers may be in season. Our model is of 
carry baskets, full of flowers; and, after the j wicker-work, which is gilded. Rich satin rib- 
ceremony, to strew the bride's path with the bon is twisted around the handle, and tied in a 
contents; be they forget-me-nots, or whatever ] large bow, with ends. 
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HABIT-BASQUE, 


BT EMILY H. KIT. 



We give, here, an engraving of quite a new < 
thing: a Habit-Basque. Folded in with the 
number is a Supplement, with full-sized pat¬ 
terns for cutting it out. 

The material used is watered silk. A garment 
^-or rather a waist—made after this design, in 
watered, brocaded, or dotted silk, may be worn 
over any black silk skirt. It would also be 
suitable for the striped watered silk and grena¬ 
dines. It consists of seven pieces, as follows: 

I. —Half of Front. 

II. — Half of Back. (And observe that where 
the dotted line is, our pattern turns over, giving 
the entire length of the skirt of the back. The 
dotted lines at the end of the coat-tail show 
where it is to be plaited, and turned up on the 
outside. These coat-taila must be faced on the 
under side with the material.) 

III. — Half of the Side-Back. 

IV. — Little Side-Body. (This joins the front 
and back. The letters and notches show how the 
pieces are joined.) 

V. —Half of the Collar. 

VI. — Entire Sleeve, Upper and Under Side. < 

VII. — Cuff. j 

We give (the better to explain these patterns, } 

there being more of them than usual) a reduoed 
copy of the seven parts, which we here annex. 
















GREEK ORNAMENTAL EMBROIDERIES. 


BT MBS. JANE WIATIK. 


In the front of the number, we give three s 
designs, copied from Greek vases, where they \ 
appear as borders on the garments of Greek \ 
women. They are particularly suitable for cm- \ 
broidering summer dresses, especially white ones, \ 
and are therefore printed in pink, as giving the < 
best color. But any other color may be used, or \ 
several colors may be combined: in fact, the ? 
combination of colors is conventional; but must ' 
be adapted to the color of the material which is l 
to be embroidered. Too vivid shades of scarlet > 
ought to be avoided, and the olive or verd i 
antique tints selected for the greens. The de- \ 
signs can either be worked in silk or in fine crewels, i 


using for single lines the stem or chain-stitch, 
for the filled-in parts tent or crewel-stitch. It 
requires but little experience to arrange for each 
of the three designs a suitable corner ornament. 
We would suggest, that., on a white dress, if 
several colors are preferred, the upper design 
would look well if the large leaves were done in 
blue, as also the line at the bottom; the small 
leaves in red; and the curved lines in yellow. 
In the middle design, do the leaves in green; the 
curved lines in yellow, and the lines above and 
below, in red. The lower design would look very 
well with the curved lines done in yellow, the 
largest of leaves in green, and the Bmaller in red. 


BROOM PENWIPER. 

. BT M B 8. JANE WEAVES. 


The stick is a long penholder, plain or fancy; 
one end of which is dipped in sealing-wax to form 
a knob, and around which the ends of cloth are 
tightly sewed. The wiper is formed of a number 
of narrow strips of cloth, cut twice the length 
required, and doubled in half. Th£ cloth may be 


all black, or of mixed colors, &s the taste may 
dictate. The cloth ends should be rather short, 
and very frill. A band of red cloth or thin 
leather, worked with dots in gold-colored silk, 
to imitate brass-headed nails, is fastened around 
the cloth, and keeps it in shape. 



PASSION FLOWER AND HOLLY DESIGNS. 


BT MRS. JANE WEAVEB. 

In the front of the number, printed in colors, | outline-stitch, or Kensington-stitch; and will 
we give two new and pretty designs in embroid- < be very appropriate for borders of curtains, 
ery. One is a passion-flower, the other a holly- S table-covers, stripes for chairs, or a variety of 
branch, etc. They may be worked in either j purposes. 


BEADED ROSE. 

BT MBS. JANE WEAVEB. 


In the front of the number, we give a pretty j mantilla. For a dress, it looks well outlined 
design for a beaded rose. This rose can be j with gold beads, the foundation being filled in 
copied with either beads or chain-stitch ; and it i with beads o*f different size and color. For man- 
will serve as an ornament for either a dress or a \ ties and black dresses, use jet beads, finely cut. 
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RUCHE OF LACE, ORNAMENTED BY EMBROIDERY 


BY MRS. JANE WEAYEB. 



For this ruche, use a fine torchon lace, and s buds and leaves, in silks. This makes a pretty 
arrange it in box-plaits, as seen in the en- j trimming for a breakfast-sacque; as also for 
graving. Then embroider a small vine of rose-{ trimming pincushions, toilet mats, etc. 


TOILET TIDY. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAYBR. 


This tidy is made of three pieces of colored 
cardboard, of a soft, gray shade; bound with 
crimson ribbon, and ornamented with colored 
** scraps.” 

The back of the tidy is eight inches deep, and 
six inches across, from the two lower points. It 
tapers towards the bottom, which is rather more 
than an inch wide. The two front pieces are 
about five and a half inches deep from the upper 
points; the outer edge being cut to fit the back, 
as shown in the illustration. First, bind each 
piece with the ribbon, making small stitches at 
the back. Fix on the** scraps” neatly. When 
these are well dried, the two fronts are sewn 
together, and then attached in the same manner 
to the back. The fronts are nearly an inch wide 
at the bottom; which causes them to stand for¬ 
ward, thus forming the pocket. A loose paper 
bag is put inside; and can easily be removed, 
when filled with the combing from the hair. A 
small bow with ends is fastened at the bottom of 
the front pieces; and a hanging-string, with bow 
in the centre, fastened neatly to the back, com¬ 
pletes this useful little tidy for the toilette-table. 







EDITOR’S TABLE 



EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. I 

The Increase of Malaria, iu malarial regions, and its 
appearance in localities where hitherto it has been unknown, 
seems to be very generally admitted. This leads to the in* 
quiry, in the first place, as to its cause; and in the second, j 
as to the possibility of its prevention. \ 

On these questions, the Saturday Review—one of the ablest \ 
of the London journals—quotes*the opinion of Professor^ 
Tommasi-Crudeli, an Italian physician, who has studied \ 
malaria in Italy, where malaria is most prevalent. He has ' 
demonstrated, probably beyond a doubt, that malaria is due j 
to a specific microscopic plant, which exists in the soil of 
certain districts, and floats in the atmosphere above it. This > 
plant, when inhaled and absorbed, finds, in the human body, \ 
conditions favorable for its growth and reproduction; and it I 
prospers and multiplies, at the expense of the organism in ? 
which it dwells. The professor insists that it can be easily \ 
eliminated, if proper remedies are applied. The mode of $ 
combating it is twofold: First, to find suitable, and, if possi- j 
ble, inexpensive remedies for it, and prophylactics against j 
it. Second, to prevent, if possible, its generation and multi* \ 
plication in the soil itself. The conditions necessary for its j 
development have been found to be: firstly, a temperature | 
of not less than G0° to 70° Fahrenheit; secondly, a moderate, l 
but not excessive, degree of permanent humidity; and l 
thirdly, a free supply of oxygen. 44 The absence of any > 
one of these three conditions is sufficient to arrest, or render ? 
impossible, the development and multiplication of this organ* \ 
ism,” ho says. 

It is necessary to clear our minds from the old prejudice | 
that malaria exists only, or even chiefly, in marshy soil. ) 
The Campogno, as it happens, is not really marshy. Professor 
Tommasi-Crudeli is of opinion that, speaking roughly, two- I 
thirds of the malaria-stricken districts in Italy are situated 
on heights. 44 Sometimes,” he says, “the surface of these .j 
districts is completely dry during summer; but the produc- j 
tion of molAria in them goes on Just the same, provided they j 
are kept moist below' the surface by special conditions of the j 
subsoil, and the air can reach the moist strata by pores or \ 
crevices in the surface. This is precisely the condition of 
the greater part of the rising grounds in the Campagna of | 
Rome.” Further, the direct action of the oxygen of the air ; 
is so necessary to the development of the plant, that the > 
most pestilential marshes become innocuous, when the soil \ 
is completely covered by water. Pavements, buildings, and > 
the like, may act in the same way; and arrest the develop- ? 
ment of the plant, by cutting off the necessary supply of I 
oxygen. But if, even after the lapse of years or of centuries, f 
communication with the outer air is restored, while the j 
other conditions remaiff the same, the soil recovers its nox- J 
lous properties. < 

Again, a very moderate amount of moisture suffices to ) 
evoke malaria, when other conditions are favorable, as is 
Shown by the fact that malarious districts may be safely j 
inhabited during a very hot and dry summer; but that the \ 
first shower of rain is followed by an outbreak of the disease, j 
Here, in fact, lies the practical knot of the question. If a 
large, instead of only a small, amount of water were requisite 
for the development of theee germs, the problem would bo 
comparatively simple; for any ordinary system of drainage J 
would meet the case. “ Neither hygienists,” says Professor ■ 
Tommasi-Crudeli, “nor engineers, have, as yet, faced the j 
problem from this point of view; for all medical schools are ! 
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still dominated by the paludine prejudice: namely, by the 
idea that malaria is produced exclusively in marshes, or in 
localities analogous to marshes. The natural consequence 
of this prejudice has been the concentration of the attention 
of thoso who have tried to hinder the production of malaria, 
upon marshy localities. They have completely ignored, or 
at most have hardly recognized, the most important port of 
the problem of disinfection: namely, the disinfection of 
malarial districts which are not, and never have been, 
marshy.” 

There can be no doubt that the Eucalypti* tree Is, more or 
less, a protection against malaria. It grows with great 
rapidity, and seems to absorb or inhale the poisonous germs. 
It has been planted in Italy, in districts formerly very ma¬ 
larious ; and bos been found to make those districts com¬ 
paratively healthy again. The long dry summer we had in 
America last year, developed, when the autumn rains came, 
an unusual amount of malaria. Let us hope that the coming 
season will be less malarious; and that, in addition, people 
will understand better how to prevent it. 

There are a Few Golden Rules of housekeeping, which* 
every woman ought to always bear in mind: Be cleanly, be 
regular, and never suffer an inferior article to come into 
your larder: poor ones ore always the dearest in the long 
run. In making coffee, clear it with isinglass, and not with 
eggs; and serve with it, in addition to the ordinary Jug of 
boiled milk, a small pitcher of cream. Do not cover jam, 
except with rounds of tissue-paper, dipped in brandy, and 
pressed close upon the top of each pot: if the preserve has 
been properly made—that is, equal weights of sugar and 
fruit, and boiled sufficiently—it will keep well for twelve 
months, without being what is termed 44 covered down; ” of 
course, we moan provided it be kept in & dry place. Broil 
steak without saltipg, as salt draws the juices; and cook 
over a hot, clear fire, turning frequently with tongs. Beef, 
which has a tendency to be tough, can be made tender by 
stewing very gently, for two hours, with pepper and salt; 
letting out about a pint of liquid when done, and allowing 
the remainder to boil into the meat. After taking up, make 
gravy of the liquid saved. If your cooking-fire is slow, 
throw on a little salt: it will help it very much. In making 
pastry, do not spare butter; and let it be of the very best. 
In icing cakes, dip your knife frequently into cold water. 

^gTTrmc Dressing is, jnet now, quite a rage with some 
ladies. Within proper limits, it Is not objectionable. The 
embroidery of dresses, in Greek patterns, is one ot the direc¬ 
tions it takes; and a very beautiful, as well as allowable, 
one. To assist such of our fair subscribers as desire to bo 
original, and yet in good taste, we give, in the front of the 
number, three different designs for embroidering dresses, in 
one or more colors, as the wearers may approve. In this 
way, ladies can be (esthetic without being absurd. Of course, 
the designs can be used for any other purpose that may be 
desired. 

The Designs’ For Tidies, in. Java canvas, given in the 
front of *he number, are in reply to numerous requests. 
One represents a quarter of a tidy. The other gives a pattern 
that may be extended indefinitely, so as to make a tidy of 
any size or shape. These patterns may be done also in cro¬ 
chet, if preferred. 
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NEW BOOKS. 


SnxxMD Premiums For 1882.—Our premium engraving J Address All Letters, in Fomas, intended for this peri- 
for this year, to be sent to persons for getting up clubs, is j odicaj, to Peterson's Magazine, Philadelphia, instead of to 
entitled, “ Hush! Don't Wake Them,” and is of the sice of • Charles J. Peterson. There are several gentlemen of the 
20 inches by 10. No more beautiful ornament, to be name of Peterson in bosiness in this city, and our letters 
framed, and hang on the parlor wall, could be desired. It j often go to the wrong persons In consequence, causing de¬ 
ls a work of real art, and a copy should be bad by every ‘ lay, and sometimes even loss. There can be no mistako, 
family in the land. It is, on the whole, we find, the most \ however, if all letter* are addressed to Peterson's Magazine, 
popular of our premiums for 1862. Nothing gives such en < for there is but oue Peterson's Magazine. Hereafter, tee 
air of refinement to a room as a handsome engraving. “ One j repeat, direct your letter *, not to Oharlee J. Peterson, but to 
good engraving,” the N. Y. Tribune says, “ is worth a dosen \ Peterson's Magazine, 306 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 

chromos.” 5 , - 

Or, is place of U, we will give, for a premium, either a > It 18 Alwats Darkest, as the old saying goes, just before 
Photogbaph Album, or our Quarto Illustrated Album, ! the dawn - Take heart » troubled and sorrowing soul, for the 
which was so popular last year. The Photograph Album Is sunrise, and the singing of the birds, Is close at hand, 
bound in leatherette, or imitation leather: tho Quarto Album 
is bound in morocco cloth, gilt. 

For many clubs, an extra copy of the magasme will be; REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS, 

sent. For others, and larger Ones, an extra <*>py of the Monsieur U Ministre. By Juice ClareBe. 1 vol, 12mo. 
engraving, or either of tho Albums. The inducements to get j Philadelphia: T . B . Peterson Jt Brother*.— This is more of a 
up clubs were never before so great; and probably will never > roBMUlc<J> than a novel, to speak critically; and on that 
be so great again. « w ju be pecallarly acceptable to a large class of 

“ <** *"•«•* ®p clofc. for 1*82. in. n.T.r too j We an, not aar. but what, on the whoK we ourMlre. 

late to doth [a. Wo out alwajeeupplj back Dumber, to Janu-1 prefer idMl regioM 0 , nmmx to tbo realise oue. of 

ary, Include. Specimen, an nut, grati* If written for, to > tho At an, rate, tho novel ha. boon madoeo Intennl, 

tbow wiping to get up oluba. ' nalktlc, at leant by many recent French writers, that It no 

< longer feed nates us: it Is too much like looking at a picture 
Otm iLLCeTRATSD Abticli, tbb month, claim, tlmt the J ofbo0 na by Teniera, which, though wonderful in it. way, few 
Non. blood enter, men largely than 1. popularly anppoaed, j ^ repent The tran.lation i. good. 


None blood enter, men largely than I. popularly .uppoaed, ( ^ mp^ot The tran.lation I. good, 

into the composition of this mixed race to which we Ameri-> „ „ „ __ _ , , 

.an.belong. DuCbailln, in bi. recent work. “The Land ^^ , ' ' 

Of The Midnight Sun," eiprcmo. the mme opinion. “The ! P. BfcUrwbm, Son * Co.-A book of Ter, unnj- 

Scandinavian.," he .aye, “ have left, to thi. day, an IndeUble J » nd U 'f‘ ou * ht “ U to » 

impreahun of their character on the countries they ov.rmn, tre » u ' * ^ “ d wlth J" d P“*“«; *»r example, of 

and in which they settled; and England is indebted for the I ^imge, Tentilation. and everything else derirakle to know, 

* 9 .-T— W . 1 Ll^L Ale. LaamrlAk A Va rnmmfreMn Alarx am 


freedom she possesses, and the manly qualities of her people ; 
—their roving disposition, their love of the sea, and of con- ; 


and on which the health, and therefore the happiness, of a 
household depends. So much nonsense has been written on 


distant laud*-to this admixture of Scandinavian j the8e • ub J ac *> ^ai u “ refreshing to find a treatise, at 


blood; which, through hereditary transmission, makes her ; ODOe 80 8eD8ib ^ e 10 concise, 
prominent as descended from Anglo-Scandinavians, and not j Ballad* and Sonnet*. By Dante Gabriel Rossetti. 1 voL, 
Anglo-Saxons.” It is but (air to our contributor to add that j crown 8t». .Boston: Robert* Brother*. —Mr, Rossetti, in 
ho was not indebted to DuChailln for his opinions, for his j one sense, belongs to the Swinburne school: indeed, may 
article been in our possession for more two yean, ■ almost be considered its founder. He writes, too often, 
waiting its turn for publication, wbUe DuChailim's book ha« j as a Greek Pagan would have written, if we can imagine a 
only recently appeared. Greek Pagan surviving to the nineteenth century. At other 

- times, however, he is anything but Pagan; witness his 

The Newest Valances for mantel-shelves have a large j ** Sister Helen,” a Vbry powerful poem, in this volume, 
design, worked only in the centre; and U there are small Mr*. Maybum't Twins. By John Hdbberkm. 1 rof., 12t»o. 


Robert* Brother*. —Mr. Rossetti, in 


only recently appeared. 


The Newest Valances for mantel-shelves have a large ** Sister Helen, ’ a Vbry powerful poem, in this volume, 
design, worked only in the centre; and U there are small Mr*. Maybum't Twin*. By John Hdbberkm. 1 rof., 12t»o. 
curtains at each side, a corresponding design is in the oorner j Philadelphia,: T. B. Peterson 4b Brother *.—This is by that pop- 
nearest the fire. A design of large lilies, or rich red peonies, ; ular humorist, the author of M Helen's Babies.” No book of 
or sunflowers, on peacock-blue plush, looks most beautiful, j its kind ever had so great a sale, and the sale is still going 
Folding screens, of brown velvet, velveteen, or plush, with a | on. “Mrs. Mayburn’s Twins” is a worthy successor of 
lattice worked in shades of brown, and the large purple, } “ Helen's Babies,” foil of fan, frolic, and graphic pictures of 
white, or pate-mauve clematis (Jackmauii), and leaves trailing j every-day life. 

ovpr the surfaca ami In and out, la a moat effective design. > Auxl8mM . By Blanche N. Hoioard. 1 rof., 12mo. Ronton : 
Tor thi. atyl. Of work, th»««on abooW b. tWlaavad, «h, j J<ma R d author of u,,. nOTe , ls alrMuiy 

contr. panel being Jm Uoubl. thewldtb of theotherhao. ; known b her .. Bammet: . sinc# lhe Rppear . 

When open It make. . good protection egMn* dranghtt, Mn| Howard hM ^ liv) » g .bro^l, and 

and forms at once g snug coroer to any room. . < _ 

/ her mind has ripened alike by observation and by maturer 

_ _ . . .. . . t thought, so that “ Aunt Serena,” in every way, is an im- 

We Insert Advertise)! ents, because it is a great con- * . __ 

venienoe for subscribers, especially those in remote rural die- P rovemen on p ec . 

tricts, to know where to get anything they want. But there j The Initial*. By Barone** Tauipheow. 1 rof., 12n*o. PhUa- 
our mepomdbiUty ceases. We allow the advertiser to tell his ' delphia: T. B. Peterson Jr Brothers.—A new and cheap edition 
story, but the public must judge about the rest. Of course, \ of one tho love-stories ever written. Hardly a year 
we insert nothing that we seen suspect is misleading; but j P®*® 6 ** that we do not read it again; and we always find it 
we do not guarantee anything. No magazine, or newspaper, j entertaining, and even fresh. Nobody, alas, writes such 
does, or can. If orders miscarry, or if the articles do not \ novels now. The dearth of good novels ls surprising, 
come up to expectation, we cannot undertake to be reeponsi- j The Hudson. By Wallace Bruce. 1 sol., small 4 to. Boston: 
ble. We make this statement in order to avoid all poeribllity < Houghton, Mifflin Jk Go .—A poem descriptive of the Hudson, 
of misconstruction. For remittanoes made for the magazine, \ “ the Rhine of Amerioa,” as it has been, not inaptly, called. 
if made as directed, we are responsible; but not for anything < Numerous illustrations, by Albert Fredericks, add to the 
connected with anybody elec. i interest of the text. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. j 

It Is Never Too Late in the year to subscribe for this > 
magazine. Back numbers can always be supplied, to Janu- < 
ary inclusive, to those who wish for them; and all club sub- l 
acriptions most begin with either January or July. But j 
■ingle subscriptions may begin with auy number desired, > 
though it is beet to begin with January, so as to get the con- < 
tinued stories complete. The newspapers always speak of S 
“ Peterson ” as altogether the best and cheapest of its kind. < 
This Is what we claim for it, and we do not think we exagge- ; 
rate. A leading Southern Journal, the Rayyille (La.) Beacon j 
only expresses the general opinion, when it says, as it docs in > 
a recent issue, that ** Peterson is a universal favorite with \ 
our lady friends; it is the most prompt, reliable, and cheapest ; 
magazine that comes to our office, and always a welcome < 
guest at our fireside.” A Western paper, the Shelbyvillo l 
(Ill.) Journal says: “ No lady who desires to know what tho < 
fashions are, whether she proposes to keep up with them or 5 
not, should fail to see ‘ Peterson.’ Aside from fashion plates, \ 
patterns, etc., it contains a large amount of Interesting } 
reading matter, just such as is calculated to relieve the dull i 
routine of domestic life.” An Eastern one, the Potsdam j 
(N. Y.) Courier says: “ Peterson is the most attractive mag- ) 
azine for ladies published.” Specimens are sent, gratis, to s 
those wishing, in good faith, to get up clubs. Address i 
Peterson's Magazine, 806 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. | 


lot, and we never heard better, sweater-toned reed organa 
than each proved to be; and it is yet a complete wonder to 
us how such a magnificent instrument, in appearance, in 
tone, and in variety, can be made for anything like tho 
money he asks for it. We oan see how, upon such a scale* 
selling direct to the consumer, and having perfect organiza¬ 
tion, Mr. Beatty can outdo all competitors; but that they 
should be outdone to the extent they are, Is yet a mystery. 
Success to Mayor Beatty and his efforts accomplished in 
bringing these instruments within the reach of all.” 

Peakl's White Glycerine leaves the skin soft, smooth, 
pliable, and beautiful. Use Pearl’s Whits Glycerine Toilet 
Soap. 


MOTHERS’ DEPARTMENT. 

[Medical Botany—Of the Garden, Field and Foust.] 

BY ABRAM LTVTEZKT, A. M n K. D. 

No. 6 . — Elder — 8ambucts Canadensis. 

The Common Elder or Elder bush is so common, indeed, 
and so well known, that a very brief botanical description 
will suffice. 


> It poeeeasec a stem five to eight feet high, shrub-like, 
Hoes ford’s Acid Phosphate should be taken by those | finally woody, nodose, branchin g , containing a large white 
who perform mental labor. It nets m a brain-food, and is \ pit h. Leaves, odd-pinnately dissected ; leaflets, two to four 
particularly recommended for Wakefulness, Hysteria, and \ inch os long, oblong, serrate, acuminate, smooth, usually 
other diseases of the nervous system. For loss of appetite it j three pairs and an odd one. Inflorescence, cymose; corolla, 
Is Invaluable. j rotate, deeply flve-lobed, white. Fruit, a globular, berry- 

s liko, juicy drupe, purplish-black. Seen growing in thickets, 
Bkattt Investigated.— A Trip to Wathbtgton, New Jertcy, | along fence-rows, In waste places genially. 

A representative of our advertising department visited tho > The long roots of this plant are very tenacious of life, and 
new mammoth Piano and Organ factory of Dnuiel F. Beatty, \ are incHned to spread extensively wherever it gets a foot- 
at Washington, New Jersey, a few days since, and thus i hold; and thm it becomes qnite troublesome to negligent 
■peaks of the gigantic enterprise: “Leaving New York, < farmers. The tender shoots, when but few incheu in height, 
foot of Barclay Street, a run of two hours brought us to the ^ are cut and used in the early spring by some as greens, 
city made famous by its present Mayor—Hou. Daniel F. | They are also frequently seen in onr marly ts An elder- 
Beatty—who owns and controls one of the most extensive j berry wine was formerlly frequently made by our good old 
and well-organized factories on this hemisphere, where is \ mothers In the country; and the writer has often been the 
manufactured his well-known and highly-prized pianos and j recipient of (as well as refreshed by) a glass from a good- 
organs. s hearted mother, living in a wooded place, who appreciated 

“ Our party was met by his private coach (run to all the <> the toils and hardships of a practitioner engaged in an ex¬ 
principal trains, for the solo accommodation of his visitors), \ tensive country practice. The flowers are sudorific, and 
and driven direct to the factory, where we, in a hurried ' may bo used as a mild discutient in tho form of poultice, 
manner, took a run through the acres of floor in the new < fomentation, and ointment. The best ointment or salve is 
factory, devoted to the manufacture of his celebrated instru- ■ made from the iuside (second) or green bark of the large 

menta. We could hardly realize that this indomitable man : stalks. 

had within five months been burned out entire, and these In the early years of my professional life, I saw a mother 
immense structures hod boon erected and put in operation > cure a chronic cutaneous affection (eczema, perhaps) of the 
since, and now turning out thirty musical instruments a » face of her child, In a few days—after her family physician 
day—which wo were assured would be doubled In thirty ] had vainly tried a host of salvee and washes—by giving tho 
days, and troblod in ninety—for it must be remombored that > child a dose of rhubarb and magnesia, and applying a salvo 
the fiual finish on instruments in this uow factory had but made from the inside or green hoik of the common older: 
just begun If those who have spoken disparagingly of Mr. 5 a handful, scraped off by a bit of glass, placed in an earthen 
Beatty could take a look at those enormous works, as we > cup, pressed down, and covered with sweet cream, simmered 
did, common Justice would demand retractions for all they > fora timo, till the liquid assumed a nice green color, then 
over said. < strained. It makes a beautiful and most useful cerate. It 

“ The treatment received from tho proprietor, and the fadl- \ is recommended by Professor Scudder, of Cincinnati, in 

Ities given to look thoroughly into his business, showed an \ various chronic affections of the skin. The probable cause 
entire confidence in himself, his system, and his instruments. J of the failure of the physician, In the above case, was his ne- 
At the well-known Beatty Building, In the heart of the city, \ gleet to give any laxativo or alterative medicine, to correct or 
he lias tho most magnificent and well-arranged suites of \ remove the morbid secretions of the stomach and bowels, 
office rooms on tho continent; and busy, intelligent, and j The old mother was more wise than he. The writer, In these 
polite managers, correspondents, and clerks, attest to tho > papers, for the past nine years, has, every few months, as 
perfect system necessary to the transaction of such a mam- < opportunity offered, constantly imp re ss e d upon mothers the 
moth establishment We listened to the music of the \ importance of always administering some medicine intorn- 
Beethoven Organ, now being so well advertised, for nearly i ally, immediately preoeding the local application of any 
an hour. The instruments were taken at random from the < wash or ointment, to any and every form of disease of'the 
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akin affecting her children; remembering, always, that local $ 
diseases, in the strict sense of the term, are comparatively 
rare: in other words, these cutaneous diseases are generally 
but local manifestations of a constitutional disturbing cause, 
which must be corrected; and then the encrusted face, the ; 
chapped ears, or scabby head, can soon be cleansed and healed : 
by simple means: as tepid milk and water, cold cream, glyc¬ 
erine lotion, mild zinc ointment, or elder-sal v«. 

The juice of the berries has been given in rheumatic and ; 
gouty affections, in domestic practice; and the inner bark, in ;! 
strong infusion or tinctured in gin, has some reputation in > 
dropsy—acting, whon freely taken, as a diuretic and hydra* ; 
gogue cathartic. 


PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 

g^-Everything relating to this deportment most be sent 
to GEORGE CHINN, Marblehead, Mass. All conmiunica- i 
tions are to be headed: “ Foe Peterson's.” All are invited 
to send answers, also to -contribute original puzzles, which 
should be accompanied by the answers. 


No. 153 .— Cross-Word Enigma. 

In hostility, but not in war. 

In equality, but not in par. 

In sailor, but nothin tar. 

In ingot, but uot in bar. 

In railway, but not in car. 

In laughter, but not ia mirth. 

Whole, the Grecian goddess of the hearth. 

& JotepK Mo. Wild Bose. 

No. 154.— Hour-Glass. 

1. AMte. 2. To Mk. «3. A celestial body. 4. A letter. 
5. A plant. 6. An animal. 7. A rich wine. 

Centrals, downward, name an an i m al. 

BrookfynyN. F. _ T. H. Finn. 

No. 155.—Rebus. 


MASS 

A man's name and residence. 


Pah wgrn, N. J, 


Katie Meginnet. 


No. 166.— Octagon. j 

1. To trample. 2. Minute orifices. 3. Intellectual tastes. J 
4. Having many angles. 6. A mineral. 6. Exploded. 7. An .> 
ancient Italian race. 8. Satisfies. 9. Conducted. \ 

Baltimore, Md. _ Hal Hazard. j 

No. 157*— Word Puzzle. j 

Cut off my head, and I move. Behead mo again and cur- \ 
tall, and I am new. Now reverse mo, and I am to contend. 1 
Take two-thirds of me now, and prefix my final, and I rule { 
a nation. j 

Gkmceeter, Mae a. Mail. j 

Anetcere Next Month. \ 


Ans w ers to Puzzles in the April Number. 


No. 149. 
Haystack. 


No. 150. 

0 0 B 8 A 0 
ONION 
RIOT 
SOT 
A N 
0 

No. 151. 

CLAMP 
CACAO 
GRAPE 
SCALY 
g H E K N 

No. 152. 
SpadiUe. 


THE GARDEN. No. II. 

Flowers Suitable For Bedding Out.— Among the various 
fair flowers which ladies might cultivate in this way for their 
own sakes, (see article in April number,) are the delightful 
old clove carnations—white, crimson, and scarlet, as well as 
the various mixed and named races of the same family. Then 
we have the tall and graceful phloxes, so fair in the autumn, 
in country gardeus; the fine old handsome scarlet lobelias, 
splendid in color, and with erect, sword-like shoots; the 
piuks of various kinds, white and colored, and hybrid; the 
handsome Persian and Turban ranunculus; the bright old 
garden anemones, and the finer species of anemone, like 
the scarlot A. fulgens; the many kinds of lilies, commencing 
with the beautiful old white lily, and as many as possible of 
the splendid species introduced into our gardens from Cali¬ 
fornia within the past dozen years; the tall, perennial lark¬ 
spurs, with their fountains of lovely bluo, surpassing in color 
the gentian; the old doable rockets; the many beautiful 
irises—English, Spanish, Japanese, and German ; pansies in 
great variety, always so faithful and rich in color: flowering, 
moreover, nearly throughout the year; the old tiger flowers; 
the beautiful races of columbine, Including the lovely A. 
carulea of the Rocky Mountains, and the golden columbine 
of the same region; the blue African lily, in various forms, 
and with it the belladonna lily. Verbenas, which may now 
be easily raised from seed during the current year, and are 
so pretty and varied; Chinese pinks, rich in color, large, and 
finely fringed; the old garden scabious, with a great variety 
of delicate and beautiful color: the blue cornflower, one of 
the most precious things we have for cuttiug, and which 
should always be sown in autumn, bearing flowers for 
months in consequence; sweet-williams; stocks of many 
kinds; wall-flow-ere, double and single; the annual phlox, 
which has races now broken into a fine set of different colore; 
zinnias, w-hicb, as grown abroad—that is to say, well and 
singly grown—are very fine in color, and sometimes os largo 
as dahlias; China asters, quilled and others; tho sweet Sultan, 
in two or three forms, excellent for cutting; tho sliowy 
tri-colored chrysanthemums; double daisies, very bright and 
useful in spring; grasses of the more useful kinds, suitable 
for cuttiug in the winter; grape hyacinths; daffodil or nar¬ 
cissus In variety—many strong kinds may be grown in the 
grass, or in rough or half-waste places; meadow saffrons, 
pretty in the autumn; lily-of-the-valley, of which a variety 
of kinds are now coming Into cultivation, differing in length 
and size of raceme; crocuses, the autumnal as well as tho 
vernal kinds; the hardv kinds of cyclamen, which are at 
home on the mountains of Europe, and perfectly hardy in 
onr own gardons; forget-me-nots; dahlias, double and 
■ingle, and in three or four classes of doubles; evening prfto- 
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OUR NEW OOOK-BOOK. 


rosea, opening so prettily at Might; peonies, in splendid 
variety; primroses, double and single, piany kinds; pentste* 
mon, graceful autumn flowers; polyanthus) richly-colored 
vigorous kinds, for borders; oxlips, the some; tulips, many 
early and lAte kinds; sweet violets, in great variety, choosing 
the kinds best liked; American cowslips; dog's-tooth violets 
and gladioli, the finest and most stately flowers of autumn; 
the Christmas rose, and its vernal relations; and lastly, 
everlastiug flowers, which may be grown along with the 
ornamental grasses; and, like them, be gathered for house 
decoration, in winter. All these fair flowers deserve special 
care in the smallest garden, and should not be trusted to 
the poor chances of the ill-considered and ill-cultivated slips 
called “ mixed borders.” 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

Ettry JUctifL m Out Cook-Book hat Ue» UtUd by a 
practical housekeeper. 

MEATS. 

Chicken Cheese. —Boil twq chickens in water enough to 
make them tender; take them out when done; remove all 
the bones; mince the meat very fine; season with salt, 
pepper, and butter, and return them to the water in which 
they were boiled; cook until the liquid is nearly gone: pour 
into a doep dish; lay a plate over it, put on a weight, and 
set away In a cool place. When ready to bo eaten, cut it in 
slices, and it will be as firm as cheese, and is very nice for 
tea. 

Beef Rissoles. —Mince and season cold beef, and flavor it 
with mushroom or walnut ketchup. Make of beef drip¬ 
ping a very thiu paste, roll it out in thin pieces, about four 
inches squaro; enclose in each piece some of the mince, in 
the same way as for puffo, cutting each neatly all round; fry 
them in dripping of a very light brown. The paste can 
scarcely be rolled out too thin. 

Boiled Fowls with Onion Sauce. —Place a oouple of fowls 
trussed for boiling, with an onion and a piece of butter 
inside each, into a saucepan, with sufficient water and three 
ounces of butter, a oouple of carrots, a bundle of sweet 
herbs, (parsley, thyme, and celery,) whole pepper and salt to 
taste; let them boil slowly till done—about ono hour. 
Servo with the sauce over them. 

Boiled Ham. —Put a ham in a boiler while the water is 
cold; be careful that it boils slowly. A ham of twenty 
pounds takes four hours aud a half, larger and smaller in 
proportion; keep the water well skimmed. A green ham 
wants no soaking; but an old one must be soaked sixteen 
hours in a large tub of water. 

DESSERTS. 

Buttermilk Creams. —Take a quart or two, according to 
quantity required, of freshly churned buttermilk; tie it up 
In a cloth, and hang it over a basin for three or four days 
till the whey has all rnn from it, and only the curd remains 
in the cloth. Beat the curd with a whisk, with eithor rasp¬ 
berry jam or fresh raspberries. If the latter, a good deal of 
ponnded white sugar should be added; if the former, a little 
sugar will do. Sent to table heaped in jelly glasses. 

Potato Pudding. —One pound of potatoes, boiled and well 
mashed, salted; one-quarter pound of butter, stirred in 
while warm; two ounces of sugar; rind of half a lemon, 
chopped fine, with the juice, two teacupfuls of milk, and 
four eggs; butter the tin, put in the mixture, hake in a 
moderate oven half an hour. 

Buttermilk Pancakes. —One quarter of a pound of floor, one 
small teaspoonful of bicarbonate of soda, made into a light 
batter, with buttermilk; must be put in the pan at once, 
with very little butter or lard, and Med as other pancak e s. 


J VBMTABUB. 

Asparagus. —The fresher the better, and all stalks not 
; crisp and tender ehonld be thrown aside. Out off the white 
' parts, tie the rest iu bunches, and boll, with a little salt in 
the water, for almost twenty minutes; then take out and 
! drain a minute, and lay in a deep dish on slices of buttered ; 
toast, the heads all one way, covered with a rich drawn butter. 

| Or the stalks may be ent In inch pieces, boiled tender, 

; then seasoned, and cooked a few minutes longer in thick 
| cream. 

I Brussels Sprouts. —Trim them neatly, and 'wash them in 
| several waters. Put them to boil in plenty of salted water, 

| and when almost done strain them, and dry them in a cloth. 

J Put them iu a saucepan, with a large piece of butter, pepper, 

| salt, aud grated nutmeg to taste. Toes them gently on the 
] fire until they aro quite cooked. 

| To Stein Carrots Wkite. —Half boil, then nicely scrape, and 
< slice them into a stewpan. Put to thembalf a teacupful of 
j any weak broth,’some pepper and salt, and half a cupfuf of 
j cream; simmer them till they are very tender, but not 
j broken. Before serving up, rub a very little flour with a bit 
| of butter, aud warm up with them. 

| CAKES. 

J Coffee Cake .—Beat up the yolks of four eggs, quarter of a 
\ pound of powdered loaf sugar, and gradually two ounces of 
: flour and two ounces of potato flour; lastly, the whites of 
\ four eggs, whipped to a stiff froth. When the whole is well 
, mixed, put it in a buttered plain mould and bake. Turn out 
j the cake when done, and when it is quite cold cover it evenly 
all over with the following icing, ornamenting it with 
\ piping of the icing pushed through a paper cone. This last 
\ operation must be done with care, lest the heat of the hand 
\ warm the icing. When the cake is finished, it should be put 
i in a cold place or on ice till the time of serving. The icing: 

\ Take a quarter of a pound of fresh butter, and a quarter of 

* a pound of powdered loaf sugar,^eat them to a cream in a 
\ bowl, adding, drop by drop, during the process, half a tea* 
j capful of the strongest coffee that can be made. 

j Parkh. —Two and a half pounds of fine oatmeal, two 
| pounds of treacle, one pound of moist sugar, one-half pouud 
| of butter. Rub the butter into the oatmeal; add the sugar 
j and molasses, mixing very thoroughly; put into tins, or roll 
| into small cakes, and bake in a rather slow oven. A little 
I grated ginger may be added if liked 1 . It is better, mixed the 
| night beforo it is baked. 

Plain Cake.— My grandmother's luncheon cake was three* 
j quarters pound of flour, on*quarter pound of butter, one- 
\ quarter pound of raisins, stoned and slightly cut, two 
ounces of sugar, two eggs, one ounce of mixed peel, one 
teaspoonful baking powder, a little milk to make it a stift 
batter. Put in a buttered tin, and bake one and a-lialf 
hours. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

To Clean Paint.— Smear a piece of flannel in common 
| whiting, mixed to the consistency of common paste, in warm 
i water. Rub the surface to be cleaned quite briskly, and wash 

• off with pare cold water. Grease spote will in this way be 
; almost Instantly removed, as well ae other dirt, and the paint 
i will retain its brilliancy and beauty unimpaired. 

I To Km Cockroaches.—Set a glazed baking-dish, filled with 
i beer, sweetened with coarse brown sugar, in the place 
infested, and place a board against it, as a bridge or ladder 
i for the roaches to asoend. 

| To Clean Carpets. —A solution of ammonia and water, 
i lukewarm, will, if well rubbed in carpets, take out all stains; 

take one part of ammonia, three of water. 

\ Corns and Wart*.— Apply soft brown paper, moistened with 
> spittle. A few dressings will remove them. 

I Floicern. —Flowers may be preserved fresh in vases by put* 

t ting a little salt in the water, whiqh increases its ooldness. 
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FASHIONS FOB MAY. 

Fto. i.—Visrnxa-DRiw, or Black Sub a n, oter a petticoat 
of gray itune-coloral faielle silk. The petticoat is made in 
ooe deep puff, beneath which are two narrow ruffles. The 
surah tunic is draped, and ornamented with a band of gray 
silk, embroidered in red rosea. The long pointed waist and 
the sleeree are also trimmed with embroidered gray silk. 
The black straw bonnet is ornamented with 4 bunch of red 
feather*. 

Fio. n.— Evening-Dress, or Whit* Moib£, draped with 
soft white India muslin. The skirt is cut up at the bottom, 
showing a plaiting of white silk. The muslin draperies are 
caught together by largo bunches of flowers. The low v.*ai*t 
Is cuirass iu shape. 

Fio. iil—Reception and Visiting- Dbj»s, or Cigar-Brown 
Foulard. The petticoat has a puffing, above three narrow 
knife-plaiting*. The overdress is Princess shape, rather 
short la front, and trimmed with two rows of white em¬ 
broidery. The flehu is of white India mull, lined with 
lemon-colored silk, and trimmed with lemon-colorod ribbon 
and white lace. The dress lias a high standing collar.' The 
bonnet is of black straw, trimmed with India muslin and red 
rosea, and lined with lemon-colored silk. 

Fio. it.—House-Dress, or Blub Nun's-Veiling. The skirt 
Is laid In lengthwise plaits, and Is finished by a row of the 
white embroidery, which is now woven to use with soft; 
woolen materials. This embroidery is sot on about three ) 
inches from the bottom of the blue skirt. Beneath the edge i 
of the skirt is a narrow plaiting, of white and red striped J 
•ilk, laid in narrow plaits. The Princces tunic is rather < 
long, back and front; and is trimmed dow*n the front and } 
around the bottom with the white embroidery. Tho large soft { 
collar and sleeves are edged with lace, and ornamented with ! 
trimmings of tho white and red silk, which also forms a 
plastron on the corsage. 

Fio. y.—\Valkinq-Dre8S, op Pink and White Striped 
Foulard, over a black velveteen skirt The black skirt' 
hangs in straight plaits at the back, and Is trimmed with 
alternate knife-plaited and gathered ruffles in front. The 
froct of the tunic is made crosswise of the material. The 
Princess overdress forms pouters on ths hips, and Is gathered 
up with a knot of lace and black velvet ribbon loops. Black 
velvet ribbon baud on the sleeves; large embroidered collar. 
White chip bonnet trimmed with a half-wreath of roses, 
and black velvet ribbon. 

Fios. vi. and vii.—Back and Front op IIouse-Dress, op 
Daek-Grekn Albatross Cloth. The skirt is trimmed with 
three box-plaited flounces. At the back, it has a puffed 
drapery and a bow of the material is sewn to the bodice, with 
gatherings. The bodice is pointed; and the poolers are 
gathered to it, and ornamented with rows of machine-stitch¬ 
ing; having a deep collar, of dark-green velvet, gathered 
it the neck. The cuffs are also of dark-green velvet. 

Fio. tiu. — Walking-Dress, op Chestnut-Colored Bunt¬ 
ing. The flounces continue all around tho skirt. They are 
gathered bn the skirt, and are graduated in width. The 
ooat bodice is buttoned below the waist, and cut away to 
display the skirt trimming. 

Fio. ix.—Walking or House-Dress, op Silver-Goat 
NunWeiliko. Ths petticoat is silver-gray silk, laid in 
plaits. At the bottom is one gathered, and two knife-plaited j 
ruffles. The tunic is of silver-gray nun's-velling, much j 
gathered across the front, and trimmed with three roars of j 
whits laoe. There is one broad end at the back, which forms 
the diapery, and It is also trimmed with one row of laoe. 
The ouhass corsage is also trimmed with lace. Gray chip j 
hat, trimmed with lace, and a red rose. 

Fio. x.— Walkino-Dsess, op Brown Foulard. The petti-1 
cost has a plaited fiobnoe, Of plain brown rtJk. The over- j 
dress is Of the brown foulard, rtmhkd with yellow primroses. \ 
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The redingote la of brown camel's-hair, and has a collar and 
facing of primrose-colored silk. Brown chip bonnet, trim¬ 
med with brown feathers and yellow roses. 

Fio. xi.—Visiting-Dress, or Black and White Silk, in 
checks of two sizes. The kilted skirt is made of the larger- 
sized check; the tunic Test and coat basque of a smaller 
size; and the fichu of the larger-size check, liko the skiit. 
It is all trimmed with a heavy, yellowish guipure lace. Hut 
of leghorn, trimmed with a white feather, aad a knot of 
black surah silk. 

Figs. xii. and xiii.—Front and Back op a Walking or 
Carriaoe-Dresb. The petticoat is of black moirt, edged 
with two narrow ruffles of black silk. The overdress is of 
very fine soft black camel's-bair. It Is pointed, and gathered 
in the centre, and opened at the sides to show a moird facing. 
A black comers hair scarf is arranged as poolers, and fastened 
with a moire bow at the back. The bodice is pointed. Gauze 
fichu, edged with narrow Spanish blonde lace, and tied in a 
large bow In front. Black chip hat, trimmed with soft black 
silk and feathers. Tan-colored kid gloves. 

Fio. xiv.—Black Straw Hat, trimmed around the edge 
with a quilting of black lace. At the left side is a large 
cluster of pale-yellow roses and leaves. 

Fig. xv.— Hat, op Tuscan Straw, lined with very pale 1 - 
blue silk, and ornamented with a pale-bhie pompon and bow 
of ribbon. 

Fio. xvi.—Gray Chip Hat, edged with a double puffing 
of gray satin; and trimmed with a Bayadere scarf, striped 
with gold. 

General Remarks. —Every spring and early summer, we 
think the colors of the new goods more beautiful than ever 
before; and this year, the shades of brown, tan, gray, lilac, 
and cream, are endless. The soft uun’a-veiling, albatross 
cloth, aad French bunting, are so thin, and drape so ex¬ 
quisitely, that they will, in a great measure, take the place 
of more expensive goods: as summer silks and grenadines. 
Pougocs, and many other raw silk materials, are popular, 
Itccauso they are comparatively cheap, wear very well, throw 
off dust, and are not too showy for general use. Foulards are 
much liked, for their gay, dressy appearance; but the sateens, 
so much resembling them in finish and style, will, in a great 
degree, take their place. The now grenadines ore very 
handsome, and v$ry expensive. They have large moons or 
dots over them, or are breaded in flowers or leaves; and 
some are more grotesque ^ian beautiful, with fans, light¬ 
ning-streaks, or other unusual figures upon them. We 
would never recommend these outr6 patterns. The batistes, 
are of exquisite quality. The lawns, sateens; chintzes, 
zephyr cloths, cheviots, aad all the large tribe of. cotton, 
goods, are most beautiful in color and design. Daisies, 
buttercups, pansies, rosebuds, lilies, carnations, ferns*aprags 
of oats, or grass, or wheat, all the most beautiful flowers, wot 
thrown carelessly on some neutral-tinted or delicate ground, 
sometimes in rich profusion and mingling of colors,.some¬ 
times in bouquets of one kind of flower. 

There is no decided change in the make of dresses: many 
more are made short than long, even for more dressy occa¬ 
sions. MoBt of the waists fit closely, from the neck to dawn 
over the hips, where the panier or sash drapery finishes it 
off; so that the waist looks slender and long, and the- hips- 
large. Princess dresses often have the front of the skirt left: 
open, and drawn back to form paniers. Skirts are-trimmed, 
in almost any fashion that the fancy may dictate, though 
those with large figures have usually no trimming except a 
very full, but narrow, quilted or shell-shaped ruffle around 
the bottom. The cut of one of these plain skirts must be 
very good, as ao defect can be concealed, as in the-ease of 
a much-ruffled or plaited one. The largo bouquets and 
single flowers arc, we think, only the precursors of elegant 
brocades next fall; and on these expensive• mat e ria l s , bat 
little trimming can be employed. 
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MdaUtes are made of thin c&mel’e-hair, sorah silk, or Span- j 
iah lace, frequently very much trimmed with lace ruffle* or j 
flounces. s 


OUB PABI8 LETTER. j 

Bux dxs Petits Champs. 

Worth's new models are, as usual, extremely elegant and 
tasteful. He is using Spanish lace largely; leas, however, for 
ptrimming, than for the composition of entire dresses. A 
very superb model, recently shown, bad the underskirt of rich 
scarlet velvet, edged with a full flounce of black Spanish 
lace, headed with jet passementerie, in a pointed leaf pattern. 
Chantilly lace and Jet are used to cover underskirts of olive- 
green satin or surah. Large palms, in jet passementerie, 
edged with little ruches of black lace, are placed above the 
luce flounce that borders the hem. Then there is a very 
short apron overskirt of lace, worked with Jet, above the 
palms, and the back of the skirt is covered with finger-wide ; 
ruffles of lace. 

Chen6 silks, in Pompadour patterns, on cream-white 
grounds, and printed moir6 antiques, have taken the place \ 
or brocades and stamped velvets for full-dress wear. Worth j 
makes up the former in draped skirts, finished with a f 
plaited flounce of dark velvet, over which falls a gathered < 
ruffle of cream embroidery. The printed moirt antiques are j 
a decided novelty, and are very rich and effective, the pat- < 
tern being usually large flowers and foliage, on a cream- ; 
white or neutral-tinted background. The newost printed < 
muslins of the season are very much in the same style, the 
ground being neutral-tinted, and the design scattered flowers 
of large site and brilliant hue, such as carnations of their ; 
natural size, strewn over a smoke-gray ground. 

In less expensive materials than silk and mofr6, mixed 
goods and small checks are used for walking-costumes; 
blue and white being a favorite combination in these \ 
patterns, and in woolen materials. Brocaded silk gauzes ; 
will be much more worn than plain ganzes and grenadines, <, 
which last soon lose their stiffness, and do not wear. Change- ; 
able silks are now a good deal used, gold-color ahd light- \ 
brown being the most stylish combination. These come in j 
the cheaper grades of silks, and seem destined to replace < 
the grisailles, or black and whitasnmmersilks. In pin-stripes \ 
and minute checks, which werefnee so popular. Watered i 
silk and satin merreflleux fbrnf a favorite combination for \ 
visiting-dresses. j 

Straw bonnets are all the rage, and are worn In all sorts of f 
eccentric shapes. A modified poke is, so far, the favorite of j 
the season; the projecting brim being flatter and less flaring j 
than formerly. The inside of this brim is often lined with a j 
very fine, close shirring, on gauze; either of cream-white, or l 
of n tint to match the trimming of the bonnet. This soft, \ 
vaporous-looking lining is very becoming to the complexion \ 
and features of the wearer. The straws are, so far, spHt \ 
straws of great fineness. The Japanese Straws are of mixed j 
colors; then there Is the metallic straw, which is gilt or \ 
bronzed; and the pearl straw, which has a mother-of-pearl j 
effect; and other pretty styles. Black straws, trimmed with j 
black lace and plumes, and jet passementerie, are very popular, j 
they come iu the Tyrolean shape, with the crown very high j 
and pointed; in the Spanish shape; and also in the poke 
form. In this last shape; the outside of the brim is some- j 
times covered with closely-set and very handsome leaves of j 
jet passementerie. On theee bonnets are used the richest of > 
ostrich feathers, ornaments ofBhfne pebbles, such as buckles \ 
and long pins; and also wide ribbons of watered silk, and of ; 
moir6 antique. One very handsome poke bonnet, in black j 
lace, had a large cluster of pale-pink wild roses, with buds j 
aud foliage set at one side of the crown. The pretty capote j 
bonnets are still a great deal worn; they are shown in black j 
lace, and in colored beads, arweUas in jet* But, asa rule, the 1 


fashion permits all kinds of eccentricities in the matter of 
bonnets. A vtry picturesque, but odd, bonnet was shown 
to me the other day: it was of black straw, with a projecting 
brim; and was trimmed with a mantilla of Spanish lace, 
caught up and confined at one side of the crown with a high 
comb of cut jet, the ends of the mautillu forming the strings. 
On the bead, the effect was exceedingly novel, and char¬ 
acteristically Spanish. 

The latest styles in silk hosiery are very elegant, consist¬ 
ing of plain black aud scarlet silk stockings, embroidered 
on the instep and high up the ankle with elaborate pattern 
iu jet, gold, steel, or amber beads. One very handsome pair, 
in scarlet silk, was worked with a series of large graduated 
•tars in steel beads, outlined with gold ones. Other patterns 
were elaborate and contorted arabesques. But there are 
three objections to be urged against these new and elegant 
styles of hosiery: they are costly; they are perishable (for 
the beads wear off speedily); and finally, they scratch. 

The mantles of the season are of the visite or dolman 
form. Bengali no wraps, trimmed with Chantilly lace, for 
cool days, and mantles, all in Spanish lace, for warn 
weather, are the favorite styles. The new fashionable colon 
are all various shades of brown, comprising (he dark mahog¬ 
any (acajou), the yellowish-brown tobacco-color, Mid the 
paler and more becoming ashade known as coffee-color, 
Which is rim ply a revival of the oafi-au-lait of bygone yean. 
Then there is a eery light tint, known as twine-color 
(ficelleX which is really of the hue of that useful article, 
being a very delicate, subdued color, that goes well with the 
darker browns. * 

Lcct H. Hoorn. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fig. i.—Girl’s Dress, Princess Shape, made of dust- 
colored serge, with sash and pockets of blue shaded sOk. 
Garrick cape, of white muslin, edged with embroidery. The 
pockets are also trimmed with white embroidery. 

Fig. ii.—Boy’s Suit, or Heathkk-Colored Tweed. The 
short trousers have three buttons on the outride. The sailor 
shirt-waist has a very large collar, which, like the cuffs, has 
au anchor embroidered upon it. 

Fio. in.— Child’s Dress, or Cueam-Oolored Flannel. 
The skirt to a very simple, loose one, edged with a ruffle. 
The collar is of heavy white linen.. 


OUtt PURCHASING AGENCY. 

After many urgent requests, tee same time since established a 
Purchasing Agency , and encouraged by the substantial recogni¬ 
tion that has followed our efforts to meet the leaub of p erso ns 
wishing the beet selected goods from the eastern MARKETS, at the 
lowest PRICES, tee again call attention to our unsurpassed ad¬ 
vantage* for supplying everything used in the house, to the 
entire satisfaction of all who favor us with their orders. Special 
attention is given to every article bought; and the list includes 
Ladies', Gentlemen's, and Children's Wear, Wedding On&k, 
Infant*' Wardrobes, Wedding, Holiday, and Birthday Presents, etc. 

Use advantages gained by uU persons sending their orders to 
our Purchasing A g en cy have been appreciated by the Idrge number 
who have been served since it has been es t abl is hed, in the saving 


Samples furnished, only on rsceipt of 26 cents. Circulars are 
free to any one writing for Osssn, cents s mhsg full particulars, end 
mode of doing business. Remember aQ are served, wot oa% oer 
subscribers, but any one she to want of goods or treating append. 
Address all communications for our Purchasing Agency to 

MRS. MARY THOMAS, 

P. 0. BOX 1994, PHILADELPHIA, PA 
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The Adame A Westlake Stove for 1888 Is 
a complete change from all former pat¬ 
terns. 

The base or reservoir Is made of solid 
east Iron and fluiahed beautifully in imi¬ 
tation of SCOTCH URAJV1TE. 

The cone plate and crown plate have 
been greatly’ improved and beautified. 

A handsomely Heslgned cast Iron door 
forms the entire front of the dram. 

Four sixes. Send for descriptive circular. 

MA.DB DT 

THE ADAMS & WESTLAKE M’F*G CO. 

STOVE offices: 

CHICAGO: |NEWTOBX:'| BOSTON: 

M Lake Street. I 100 Beekman St. I 45 Summer St. 

| 7 East 14th St. I 



MADE EASY 


By the use of Walker 9 * Pocket Camera and 
Complete pry Plate Outfit*, with full instruc- 
flOM ^f furnI * hed » anyone absolutely without 
experience in photography may take as fine 
photographic views as a professional photographer. An 
«“.relv new, instructive and delightful pastime. Inval¬ 
uabl e * or tourists. Send 10 cents in silver for 44 Amateur 
photographer * and earnple photograph produced 
oyuits instrument in the hands of amateurs. 

Circulars and Price Lists Free. 


Pom U 800 


Wm. m WAZKEJt & Co . 


Pocheeter, If, F. 



J.EstEy£ Co. 

Brattlebnro Vt 


Oui new Illustrated Catalogues^ 
with full descriptions of many ele- 


nt and varied stylos sent free. 


(Write for particulars; mention this publication.) 

An Age in Advance of aU other Inventions. 

From a single spool makes a senm stronger and more beau* 
tiful than by any combination of two threads. 

AUTOMATIC 

OR “NO TENSION” SEWING MACHINE. 

Ladies careful of Health and appreciating the 
Best will now have no other. 

WILLCOX k GIBBS S. M. GO., 658 Broadway, 
New York. 

Philadelphia: 1437 Chestnut Street. 

GRAEFENBERG 

An infallible remedv for all 

FEMALE COMPLAINTS, arice 

$1.50 per bottle. CURES WEAK¬ 
NESS. NERVOUSNESS and 
GENERAL DEBILITY. This re¬ 
markable preparation is the only 
reliable remedy for the distressing 
diseases of women. Sold by Drug¬ 
gists. 

Graefenberg Co. Ill Chambers St., N. Y. 

CATHOUCON. 






420 


ADVERTISEMENTS 






ONLY, FO* 75 BEAUTIFUL DESIGNS FOR 
,, NEEDLE-WORK. 

A wy t**ntlfal rollertlon of deslrns for Borden, Corner*, and Centres 
Ooklog 1 idles, etc.,on Java Canvas Holbein Work, Wonted Work, hurl 
Work. etc. These designs aro now and remarkably pretty. Evsty Uu 
should h-.ve them. Mo. 1 contains nearly 25 Design* for Wttfed Wor 
Canvas Work, C rochet Work. eti. Ko. B contain* nearly '.5 Designs f 
Holbein Work, llooevcotcb Canvas, etc. No, B contains Designs for Bit 


WAVES.” 

The remarkable *a~ceucf 
thi* charnmic article of adorn- 


Mrs. THOMPSON’S 

Celebrated Patent 


danfferof fHL7HVIBfG one’* own 
In ly who VALVES her 
of her friend*, 
extra). Also. the 
K WIT CUE'S Tr 
ClALTY. Remember 
at mv Ht-adqnartrr*. 32 
Mate St.. Chicago 
no Wmt 4th St.. 
aiogn<«. Oood* sent c. O 


APPEAR. 

An ab- 
to those who 
abundant 
to I.OtIK 
■ arc blkh—and 
In crimp; made 
get out of wat*. 
they hare no 
EASILY 
wave* and crimp.— 


GOODS 
BY MAIL 


Over tbree-quarteniof a million 
in stork to select from. All 
bought for cosh, and sold at lowest 
city price*. 

DRESS GOODS, SHAWLS, FANCY GOODS, UP. 
TIOLSTEKY, SILKS, LADIES* DRESSES 
AND WRAPS, INFANTS’, HOYS* 

AND GIRLS’ OUTFITS, 

&e., Ac., &c„ Ac. 

Correspondence solicited. Samples and information cheer¬ 
fully furnished. 

OUR SHOPPING GUIDE 

mailed free on nppllcation. Pleas*' say that you saw this 
advertisement in Peterson’s Magazine. 

COOPER & CONARD, 

NINTH AND MARKET STREETS, 
_ % Philadelphia, Pa. 

WARNER BROTHERS 

CORALINE CORSETS. 

The great superiority of 
Coral i n a ore r l»orn or whale- 
bnne brut Induced ns to use 
it in all our leading Corsets. 

810 REWARD 

will lie paid for any corset 
in which theCoralioebreaks 
with six mouths’ ordinary 

wear. 

Price by mail, VC. B. ^coo- 
til), £‘480; Abdominal*!!*'; 
lien I ih or Nursing. Sl ot); 
Coraline or FbxfDlo Hip, 
*1.26; Misses’, $1.00. 

For rale by leading met* 

chants. 

Beware of worthless imi¬ 
tations boned with cord. 
WARNER BROS., 372 Broadway, N. Y. 


CORSETS AND WAISTS FOR OAY OR NIGHT WEAR 
On account of their Curative Properties. 

A *erlc* of magnets scientifically arranred form minute bat¬ 
teries, recharging tho blood with tnaruetlsm, wlthoot which H o 
cannot exist, furnishing a wonderful remedy for Nervousness, 
General Debility, Indigeetlon, Rheumatism and Paralysis, tho 
effect being exhilarating to th<* Wearer. 

Get the Genuine. Price fs.00 A *12 00 per pair. A Mom In si #1S. 00. 
We will send either style on receipt ot price, which amount will 
be returned if not ae represented. Bend lor descriptive catalogue, 
with Tcef Imonlaln of Marvelous Cun s. 

THOMSON, LANGUOR * CO., N.SOLE MANUFACTURERS. 


DAUii’s health preserving 

CORSET. 

SOMETHING ENTIRELY NEW. 

By a novel arrangement of An© 
coiled wire springs, which yield 
readily to every movement of the 
wearer, tho most PERFECT 
FITTING and comfortable cor¬ 
set ever made is secured. 

Zs Approved ty the Best Phjsisisss. 
For sale by all leading dealers. 
Lady Agents wanted. 

PRICE BY MAIL, $1 50. 
Manufactured only by 
CHICAGO CORSET CO., Chicago, III. 

MONEY REFUNDED l uY, HAIMOMK O., New liaven.Ct. 

b J Gossamer Waterproof Sleeve 

I PBOTKi.TOR Supplies a long-frit went, 

_ 1 Al»dy maynow wcarasilkdressatthe 

wash-tub without danger of soiling it. The Sleeve Protector is 
tight-fitting and telf-aojusting, can be pututi or off in an in¬ 
stant, i a cheap, durable, and the fastest selling article an agent 
can carry. Sells at sigh tevciy where. Every lady who dresses tn 
the afternoon i s obi iged to either remove her dress to wash dish¬ 
es or to perform any o fthe various household duties, or runthe 
risk of soiling or injuring it. The Waterproof Sleeve Protector 
is made ot gossamer rubber, reaches nearly to the shoulder, is 
light, durable and willlast a lifetime. A pair ot Protectors cost¬ 
ing '25 cts. will save a dress costing as mauv dollars. Every lady 
will buy at sight. AGFNT8 W A ntkd Evfrywh rug. Bam pie 
pair bv mail, J?5c.: 8 pairs, 6llc.; 1 do*, pairs, $1 65, postpaid. 

Address A. I>. PORTER It CO., 7» Milk St., Boston. Mass. 

Tartu Arfftflto Can secure permanent employment with 
LuUj AgOllla good salary selling Queen City Skirt 
andStocking;9up!>orter*,etc. .'sample outfit Free. 
Address. Queen City Suspender Co., Cincinnati, O. 

Gold-Edge and Chromo Cards, name on 10c. Book of 
Samples 26a F. M. 8 ha w & Co., Jersey City, N. J. 




LADIES’ 


nearly 25 Do 

■I —VI- --—PI , — — ---- JkrM ur 

also for our catalogues of 1,6<X> useful articles and Christmas gifts. 

_BURT A PRENTICE, 4* BeakmaagC, E. Y 
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m$. EEDS,PLANTS & SHRUBS %£& 


A KEY f ' THAT 
wu.l.vvinc\ ANY WATCH 


THE DINGEE & GONARD CO'S 

BEAUTIFUL E VEILSLOOMING 


Bwddes the largest and most complete general stock of 
F ait and Ornamental Tices, Uos«*s, etc., in the United 
Statue, we offer many Choice Novelties. New Abridged 
Catalogue mailed free to all who apply. Address 

EL MV ANGER & HARRY, 
Mount liope Nurseries, Rochester, N. Y. 

rWl f JT OR ANY ONE OF THE 
III iM R/B Choicc Collection* of Rose*, a 
|| Ik rjVCshriibi* Greenhouse l’lauis, vU 
II llrUIIFruit Tree*, Grape Vines, Mmnll 
L’JA'Q Ml rnitM, Meeds, &c. For examp.e: 12 
■CKl'XHchoicelcoseii, 81; 12 Tuberoses, St I; 12 
arnations, fcll 12 Geraniums, $ I; 20 
1x8 Apples. 81: (5 Peach, w 1 1 8 Grapes 


The only establishment making a SPECIAL 
BUSINESS of ROSES. 60 LARCE HOUSES 
for ROSES alone. WeCIVE A WAY, in Premi¬ 
ums ana Extras more ROSES thanmost estab- 
lishmeutB grow. Strong Pot Plants suitable for imme¬ 
diate bloom delivered safely, postpaid.to any post-office. 
5 splendid varieties your choice, all labeled, for $1; 
12 for S2; J9 for *3; 20 for $4; 35 for $5: 75 for 
810; 100 for 813. Our NEW CUIDE 3 acomplcta 

Treatise on the Afwe.TOpp. elegant /»/ illustratedret to all. 

THE DINGEE & CONARD^CO 

Rose Grower*, West Orov 


Grove, Chester Co., Pa. 


pfi Album, Floral, Bow, Art Chromo, etc. Cards with 
*)"/ name, in case. 10c. 40 New and Elegant Chromes 

with name, 10c. VANN & CO., Fuir Haven, Conn. 


erbenaa, 
ill 2.3 -_ 

OO Hardy Cati 


PE A RL’s \VHITE G L Y- 
C'ERINE penotrnleu lh- 
akin without Injury, crn.tl- 
cates all Spot*, Impurities 
and Discoloration*, either 
within or upon the HLIn, 

I leaving It smooth, ooft, pli¬ 
able. 1 orhunburn, Prickly 
Heat, Chapped, Rough or 
Chnfed 8kln, It Is the best 
thing In the world. TRY 
1'enrPs White Glycerine 
Soap. 8 cakc-by mall COe. 
Pearl’s White Glycerin© 
L J. 8old by all Druggist*. 


Gives a 
r2mc.n2r.tI7’ 
BEAUTIFUL 
kCzapkxtoa. 


£>HPARL0I\ 


A Year and Expenses to Agents. Outfit Free. 
Address P. 0. VICKERY, Augusta, Me. 


30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE! 


Wo send fro© on 30 days’ trial l>r. Dye's Electro- 
Voltaic Belts and other Electric Appliances TO 
MEN suffering from "Weakness, Impaired Health, 
and Kindred Troubles. Also for Rheumatism, 
Liver and Kidney Troubles, and many other dis¬ 
eases. Speedy cures guaranteed. Illustrated Pamphlet 
free. Address 

VOLTAIC BELT CO., Marshall, Mich. 


Large Chromo Cards, no two alike, with name, 10 
cents Postpaid. G. I. Brd & Co* Nassau, N. Y. 


EMBED Epilepsy, Spasms, etc., 

cured by a successful treat- 
I D merit. For Pamphlet, with tes- 

timonials of permanent cures, 
address DR. ROSS, Rich¬ 
mond, Ind. A package of Medici tut for trial sent free. 


GOLB 

PENa' 


ENOBUOUB 8UGCE8S. Sales over 1000 a month, 
denuuid Increasing. Cjr Factory working DAY and 
b y 380 E dison’s ElectrlcLighta at NIGHT to fill orders 
PCJS^Prlce, Boxed, Delivered onboard AA 
Cars here, Stool, Book, Ac., only 
If after one vear’e an you are not tatiefed return Organ and Iwill . 
prom/ely refund the money t pith in'ertU, nothing can be fairer 
t’oine and examine the Instrument. Leave N.Y. Citv, 
Barclay or Christopher St. Ferries, 8.80 a, m. or 1 p. m. 
(fare, excursion only ft 85). Leave "Washington at 1 or 
<5.30 p. m. arriving in N. Y. at 8.30 or 9 p. m. nine dav(for 
routes from Chicago, Richmond, Phila., Boston, Ac., see 
“Beatty’s Excursion Route Circular,”)85allowed to pay 
expenses if you buy: come anyway, you are welcome. 
Free C onch with polite attendants meets all trains. 
Other Organs $30. $40, 850 up. Pianofortes f 125 to $1600. 
brsudftil illmtrated Catalogue fre*. Address or call upon 


PENCILS, HOLDERS, CASES, ETC 


A GOLD PEN AND RUBBER HOLDER, containing 
ink f.»r several days’ writing. Can be carried in the pocket. 
Always ready for use. A luxury to persons who care to 
preserve their Individuality in writing. 

MABIE, TODD & BARD, 

180 Broadway, New York. 

Send for Price-List. Our goods are sold by first-class dealers. 


gV~, AND NOT 

PIWEAII OUT. 

- mail, 80 ets. Otrculars 
A CO., 88 Dey St.,N.Y. 


U Intr, etc. For 1882, eighty page Illustrated Catalogue. 

Addre«s, enclosing three ’.i-cent stamp*. WILLIAM T. 
COMSTOCK, 6 A*tor Place, 3 doors cast of Broa .way, N. Y. 


C I fPk by Watchmakers. By 
C* 4J kL U 1 REE.J. S. BIRCH « 
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ADVEBTISEMESTS 



MKV.T^I 


Wmti'M 


PATENT 


I* ABIES! 

Nentro-Plllene. only hair nolvcnt known. Per- 

manentlydissolvea bum .rfluous h air, root an d branch, 
in tt veiiiiQUtcii,i0i(Aour;>a4n.d{«C0{ora4io;i or <r^ury. 
“Clcopnlro’* MeCPcl” quickly dc\ clops the tiguro 
to proportions of perfect nature. Harmless. Always suc¬ 
cessful. Send 2 • tamps for particulars. The Wilcox 
CngMicaLPnxpaaaTiow Co.. 602 Spruce 31. Phila. Pa. 


THE 

STABDAED 

SBLK 

OF TUB 

WORLD. 


EUROPE!!! 

Cook’s Grand Excursions leave New York, April 
27th, June 8th, and July 1st, 1882. Full particulars In special 
Pamphlet* sent free on application. Passage tickets 
by all Atlantic steamers. Special facilities for secur¬ 
ing good berths. Tourist tickets for individual 
travelers in Europe, by all routes, at reduced rates. 

Cook’s Excursionist, with Maps, by mail, 10 cents. 


Tape, Rich Flavoring Extracts of Choicest Fruits. 






GARFIELD 


Newly Engraved, Accurate, Elegant. Artistic. Highly co 
merufed l»y members of his Cabinet and household, and 
most intnn.ite political friends. Cheap pictures have been 
thrown aside, and people aro now ready to buy this magnih- 
rent engraving. Send for full description ana endorsements 
before buying anv other. Libtral terms tapped Canvassers. 

J. C. MtCURDY 4t CO., Philadelphia, Pa. 


Onc-thtrd quantity moro thin e;uili ordinary Davors* 

RFATTY’S OBOAH^ 27 stops, $90. Pianos $123^np. 

I Ulja * x 1 u Factory running dny and night. Papers 
free. Address DANIEL F. BEATTY, Washington, H. J. 


CONSUMPTION 

I have a positive remedy for the above disease: by 
its use thousands of cases of the worst kind and of Icr.g 
standing havo been cured. Indeed, so strong is my 
faith in its efficacy, that I will send TWO BOTTLES 
FREE,together with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this 
disease,to anyeufferer. Give Express and P. O. *1- 
dreea. DR. T. A. SLOCUM. 1 W J P earl St., New York. 

STINGING irritation, Inflammation, all K idm-y Com- 
plaints, cured by “ Buchupaiba." $1 per bottle. 


11 Pictures, 10 cents. Stamps taken. J. IV. 
FRIZZ ELI* Baltimore, M<1. 

A Can now grasp a fortune. Outfit worth 

iiLriiliN 1 U * 10 free - HIDEOUT & CO., 10 
m Barclay Street , New York. 

DON’T DIE in the house. Ask Druggists for “ Rough 
on Rata.” Clears out rats, mice, weasels. 15 cents. 

£ A Beautiful Chromo Curls, the New Picturesque, Bird A 
?)'/ Motto Series, no 2 alike, name on, 10c. always please. 
A fine Album of Samples, 25c. F. W. Austin, Fair Haven, Ct. 

£ A Chromo. Motto, Hmvl <4 B uquet Cords, irith name, 10c. 
t)\r SiimpUbook, 25c. Franklin Fr’t’g Co.,New Haven, Ct. 

1 AAA Home Testimonials, from cures of Nervous Do- 
IvUU bilitv,Rheumatism, Blot>d. Kidneys. A specialty 
by Dr. FiTLBB, 909 WalnufStreet, Phila. Sent by mail free. 

PRINTING PRESSES 

75 cents to $L75. Circulars free. Book of Type, 10 cents. 
40 kinds of cards, 10 cents. Printers’ Instruction Book, 15 
cents. JOSEPH WATSON, 19 Murray Street, New York. 


/ PURCHASERS READ!! 

iMfiDSfoLp ©„i oo 

^ * gr*-' lOr.or 50 Genuine C hromos En- 

t'r ay aew.Lu <»t cdltlon/lmt in the Bi.trket.lOe. or JJ.*» Large slro 
N>w Floral Fiubo««ed Chromo*. burdlMS, 10c. Hn‘!n 
Fringe Card* » Specialty. AgU Sample Book of *?1 stylet, Inclu-'Inj 
jtevel-edrre & Imported Cards,25c. Great Indncements^uid Elt- 
ynnt premium* offered* Printer* Mpplled with blaak Card*. Send u* 
®ne order ard bo convHr-ed that we ire determined to please vou. 
STAR PKIX TIXG CO. Xorthlbrd Conn. 

II || SHEPHERD’S 


" * Ssibroiderj hm, 

,t ’ 40 v ^ • K hfc.. Everyono embroidering 

I Tf ^fr should have this frame. 

W J Sent to any address, on 

\ y receipt of 75 cents, direct 

-!-__ 204. 20&. 21 4 and 2ic' W. 

^EBBBESEEgMBBBg gM Houston St>, N. Y.City. 

BEAUTIFUL CARDS 

25 Bouquet, 40c. SO Elegant Cbromos, 10c. Samples, Ifr*. 
Agents wanted. N. . : ,N.J. 

QUPBRFLUOU8 HAIR. Madame Wambold’s gpedfl* 
lO perinauently removes Superfluous hair without injuring 
the skin. Send for a circular. Madame Wambuld, 34 
Sawyer Street, Boston, Blass. 


FAMILIES) cc 

seek them. ) 


( DEALERS 
[ treble sales with 


GO LTON’S 


SELECT 

FLAVG R S 


TIIOS. COOK & SON, 261 Broadway, N. Y. 
C. A, BARATTONI, Manager. P. 0. Box 1611. 


NERVOUS DEBILITY and weakness, “Wells’ Health 
Renewcr ” is the greatest remedy. Druggists, 81._ 


JOSEPH fUL LOTT’S 
steel'* PENS. 


Cold Medal, Paris, 1878. 

^ The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 332, 
351, 170, and his other styles. 

Sc.'d throughout tho World. 
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iTHE KEYSTONE* 



OVER 300,000 IN ACTUAL USE 

*®“And all giving perfect satisfaction, 

AGENTS WANTED. jM 


Will-wash Cleaner, Easier, and with Lees 
Injury to Clothes than any other in the 
Worla. We challenge any manufacturer 
to produce abetter Washer. Every Ma¬ 
chine Warranted FIVE Years and Sat¬ 
isfaction Guaranteed. The only Washer 
that can be clamped to any sized tub like 
a Wringer. It is male of malleable iron, 
galvanized, and will outlast any two 
wooden machines. “®SAffents wanted. 
Exclusive Territory. Our agents all over 
the country are making from $75 to $200 
per month. Retail price, $7. Sample to 
agents, $3. Also our celebrated 


KEYSTONE WRINGERS AT LOWEST WHOLESALE PRICES 


Circulars Free. Refer to editor of this paper. Address F ,F. ADAMS & CO., Erie, Pa. 


Mrs. Emma IX E.N. South worth's New Book 

The Fatal Marriage 

BY MRS. E. D. E. N. SOUTH WORTH. 

On© Volume, Square 12nro.— Paper Cover,—Price Seventy#five Cents, 

“ The Fatal Marriage; or, Orville DeviUeF has just. been issued in a rematkdblr cheap but 
handsome shape by Messrs. T. B. Peterson &* Brothers , Philadelphia . It has a beautifully Ulus - 
Crated cover, which adds vastly to its attractiveness . It is one of the best and most exciting romances 
of modern times, and the plot is of the strofigest description . 

COMPLETE LIST OP MRS. SODTHWORTH’S WORKS. 

Mrs. Soutkworth's Works are complete in forty-three volumes, bound in morocco cloth, gilt back , 
library style\ price $1.75 each, or $75.25 a set, each set in a neat box . 

I8hmael; or, In the Depths. Being “Self-Made; or. Out of the Depths." 
Self-Raised; or, From the Depths. Sequel to “Ishmael; or, In the Depths." 

The Fortune Seeker. The Christmas Quest. The Three Beauties. 

The Dost Heiress. Fallen Pride. Vivia; or, the Secret of Power. 

Tried for Her Life. The Widow’s Son. The Two 8isters. 

Cruel as the Grave. The Bride of Llewellyn. India; Pearl of Pearl River. 

The Maiden Widow. The Fatal Secret. * The Wife’s Victory. 

The Family Doom. The Bridal Eve. The Mother-in-Law. 

The Bride’s Fate. The Missing Bride. The Haunted Homestead. 

The Changed Brides; The Fatal Marriage. The Lady of the Isle. 

Fair Play. The Deserted Wife. The Prince of Darkness. 

How He Won Her. Love’a Labor Won. The Lost Heir of Linlithgoiv. 

Victor's Triumph. A Noble Lord. The Curse of Clifton. 

A .Beautiful Fiend. Retribution. The Discarded Daughter. 

The Spectre Lover, The Artist’s Love. The Mystery of Dark Hollow. 

Allworth Abbey. The Gipsy's Prophecy. The Phantom Wedding. 

^Copies of any one work, or more, or a complete set of " Mrs. Southworth's Works." will 
bo sent to any one, to any address , at once, free of freight or postage , on remitting $1.75 for each 
one wanted \ to T. B. Peterson &* Brothers , 300 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Address all orders and remittances, for any or all of the above, to the Publishers, 

T. & PETERSON & BROTHERS, Philadelphia, Pa. 

WetFMrs. Southworth's Popular Works wilt be foundfor saM by ail first-lass Booksellers. 

W&* WANTED .—Agents And Canvasser^ in Cvery town atuf village everywhere, to engage in 
selling Mrs . Southworth's popular books. Everybody can make money selling the above books . 

-oogle 
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THE NAME 

“Cashmere Bouquet,” 

as applied to Toilet Soaps and Perfumery, 
is Registered and Patented as a Trade- 
Mark by 

COLGATE & CO., New York, 

and can be used legitimately only by them. 

Purchasers of the Cashmere Bouquet 
Soap and Handkerchief Extract will secure 
the genuine only when bearing the name of 

COLGATE & CO., 

NEW YORK. 




“CAT-rvI W* 

ORGANIC.. * *_ J 




jiaitiuiMif 


* 0*c /v 


ONLY 


r^** A NEW AND EFFECTIVE ACTION IN A 
VEKY POPU LAR CASE. 

5 OCTAVES, 22 STOPS, 6 SETS REEDS, 

As follows- 2 Set* of 21-2 Octave* each, regulars. 1 Set 

t tone Sub-Bass. 1 Set of French flom. 1 

lcsto. 1 Set Piccolo. " ■ 


nvcrful 18 ft* 

--_ . ...’t of Voix Co 

These are all of the celebrated 
L OLDEN TON GUE DEEDS, whose pure limpid 
Oi^aM. PnX * UCm ^ 8Uc ^ 1 a revolution among Cabinet 

STOP SPECIFICATIONS. 

(1) Diapason Forte, (2) SUB-BASS, (3) Princi¬ 
pal Forte, (4) Dulcet, (5)Diapason, (6) Orches¬ 
tral Forte, (7) Vox Humana, (8) Piccolo, (9) 
fViolina, (10) Vox Jubilante. (11) Vox Argen¬ 
tina, (l2)j£olian, (13) Echo, (14) Dulciana. (15) 
Clarionet. (16) Vox Celeste, (17) Coupler Har- 
monique, (18> Flute Forte, (19) Grand Organ 
Knee Stop, (20) French Horn Solo, (21) Right 
.g-f Knee SU)p,(22)Grand Organ Knee Swell 

gr-—w * tlTBuy only Organs that contain Octavo 
A Coupler and Sub-Bass, they double th© power 

of tiie instrument, ll has one manual, two 
knee stone, carved, turned and polish*d 
handles, two (2) lamp stAiids of unique dtv 
y!T sign, carved and veneered music pocket. 

j artistic fret-work music rack, ornament*! 
.gr front slip, paneled sliding fail with lock. 
Solid Black- W nl mit Case, carved in most 
JB ornate style, beautiful large top as shown in 
cut; upright rubber cloth bellows, steel 
~ -Tl springs, metal foot plates, rollers for mov- 
H ing, etc. Height, 72 In.; Depth, 84 In.; 
Tam Length, 4«? In.t Weight, boxed, 400 lbs., 
mm NEW STYLE, No. 18,000. 

^ tF"Thl» Organ Is entirely New nn«l 
Novel, and produces charming orchestral 
effects with groat beauty of tone and variety. 
The Vox Jubllunte. Vox Argentina, Pic- 
MS colo, French Horn und other Solo effect# 
Hf ore grand and effective and cannot be duuji- 
cated at anywhere near the money asked by 
any other manufacturer. The ease is an ex- 
- tremely popular style and is solid and rich 
and very stylish. A « a. w a 

» Kr,»^ ( 0nly$50 

9 BOOK S M VSIC, ■ u X — 

i, Warrant'd fl Years, sent 0T1 Test Trial, satis- 

JpS faction auaranteod, Money Refunded If un- 
satisfactory. Thousands now in use. Order 

K Now. Nothing saved by Correspondence. 

REMIT by Money Order, Express Prepaid, 
Bank Draft, or Ki-gisterod Letters, Visitor* 
— p arc Always Welcome. Free Coach with 

polite attendance meets all trains. 
ILLEbTHATED CATALOG l-E FREE. 


Address or 
call upon 


DANJEL F. BEATTY, Washington, New Jersey, 
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THE BOAT RACE. [Km the Story, » T/w/ Little Tbod.”] 
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OVER THE GARDEN WALL 


is Published by SEP. WINNER & SON, 1007 Spring Barden St., Philadelphia. 


Word* by HABRY HUNTER . 

Vivace. 


Untie by G- D. FOX. 
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OVER. THE GARDEN WALL. 


USE 


V V 


^K-zpr^xzfsi 



stood on a chair, And ma ny a time have I kissed her there 
popped up my head, He gave me a buck-et of wa ter in stead, 


O-verthe gar-den wall- 
O-verthe gar-den wall. 


nev - er were yet such eyes of jet, And you may bet. I’ll nev - er for - get, The 


3; One day I jumped down on the other side. 
Over the garden wall. 

And she bravely promised to be my bride, 

Over the garden wall, 

But she scream’d in a fright,“here’s father, quick, 
I have an impression he’s bringing a brick,” 
But I brought the impression of half a brick, 
Over the garen wall. 


4. But where there’s a will, there's always a way. 
Over the garden wall, 

There’s always a night as well as day. 

Over the garden wall, 

We had’nt much money, but weddings are cheap, 
So while the old fellow was snoring asleep, 
With a lad and a ladder she managed to creep 
Over the garden wall. 
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No. f, 


TWO WISE GUARDIANS. 

BT FANNY DRISCOLL. 



RED DAYTON had flung himself at full 

length on the grass, leaning his head on one J 
hand, while he held an open letter in the other. J 
He had arrived from Europe, only the day be- > 
fore; and had hurried to his country-seat, near \ 
Bryn Mawr, in the environs of Philadelphia, to 
escape the heat of the August weather. > 

“Prom the dear, old guardian,” he said. “ I j 
wonder if he has changed? Or if the Catskill \ 
mountains, above Blue Merc, are as lovely as 
ever? Or the Hudson as beautiful, by moonlight, j 
as I thought it, when a boy ? By Jove,” as he 
read, “ this i$ rather oool!” 

The letter ran as follows: 

'* Mr Dear Boy : 

Welcome back! I thought you would never 
weary of wandering. Pray, take the earliest 


train to Blue Merc, where, as 
usual, I am spending the summer. 
My sister, Mrs. Oliphant, and her 
daughter, are with me. Just here, 
Fred, I wish to say a private and 
personal word to you. My niece 
is a very charming young lady: :ind 
remembering your old penchant for 
flirtation with every pretty girl you 
see, I state frankly that I will have 
nothing of the kind in this case. 
My sister has already settled views 
regarding her child's future; and I do not wish 
them interfered with. You will incur my 
strongest displeasure by disobeying my com¬ 
mands in this particular. 

Apart from this, I hope you will enjoy each 
other’s society, and have a pleasant summer. 
We shall have considerable company, through 
the season: the Davenants, the Wiltons, the 
Lemperts, all of whom you remember; and a 
number of my sister’s friends, who will probably 
be new to yon. Of course, you know, you can 
ask anyone down you like; and it is my earnest, 
wish, dear boy, that, whatever your plans may 
be for the future, you will spend the next three 
months here. Affectionately, 

Harold Dayton.” 

Fred read the letter through, attentively, twice. 

(441) 
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TWO WISE GUARDIANS. 



You can count on me for the sum¬ 
mer. Any wish of yours is a law 
of mine. 

Fred Dayton.” 

Daphne lifted her eyes to her 
mother’s face. “ But how doeB 
this affect me ?” she asked. 

“ Only this, my love: Fred 
Dayton is a very handsome and 
fascinating gentleman. Your 


44 Evidently, the guardian’s brain has begun 

to soften,” he said, 44 under the strain of fifteen 
years* martyrdom to a graceless ward. Does he 
think flirtation nfly whole aim in life?” 

In a moment, he began again, 

44 His niece, indeed 1 Some bread-and-butter 
school-girl, no doubt. Oliphant? Of course. 
The little girl, I remember, that I tormented 
so when she came down to the Mere, the sum¬ 
mer before I went to college—seven years ago. 
A little milk-and-water creature, afraid of a 
snake. But, for that matter, I never saw a 
woman that wasn’t. I will go down to the 
Mere, to-morrow, if for no other reason than 
to show my worthy old protector what sublime 
indifference his niece can be accorded.” 

That very day, at Blue Mere, Mrs. Oliphant 
was heard calling to her daughter. 

44 Daphne I Daphne 1 my love,” she said, 
44 where are you?” 

44 Here, mamma,*’ answered a sweet voice, from 
the rose-garden. And a graceful girl comes run¬ 
ning in: a girl as beautiful as the Daphne, that 
Apollo pursued of old: with a glory of gold hair, 
a rose-leaf skin, and violet eyes. 

44 My darling, I have a word to say to you, 
this morning,” began Mrs. Oliphant. 44 But 
don’t look frightened, dear. It is nothing 
very serious: only a little duty that I owe to 
your uncle Harold. But read this telegram. 
It will partly explain matters.” 

Daphne took the slip of paper, obediently, 
and read a telegram which Fred Dayton had 
sent to his uncle, that morning: 

44 1 shall be at Blue Mere, to-morrow afternoon. 


uncle is very desirous that he should marry a 

certain young lady of—our acquaintance; and we 
thought it would simplify matters to have you 
understand these wishes, before he came.” Mrs. 
Oliphant concluded this speech a little nervously. 

44 1 do not see—” began Daphne, with a slight 
hauteur, that made her look like a young prin¬ 
cess : her eyes darkening and flashing, and a 
deep rose-flush creeping into her cheeks. And 
then she paused, abruptly. 

After a moment, however, she went on. 

44 It was hardly necessary,” she said, “that I 
should know uncle Harold’s plans concerning 
his ward. The knowledge has po interest for 
me.” And somehow she felt a distinct and 
unreasoning hatred rise up in her heart against 
this Fred Dayton. 

She walked to the door, with her prinoess air, 
as she spoke, leaving her mother quite con¬ 
founded. # . , 

Fred Dayton reached the Mere, by a midnight 
train; and saw no one but his uncle. * 

next morning, he was awakened by a bird-li e 
voice beneath his window, singing softly, bu 
with a finished sweetness and passion that cou 
not be hidden. The voice would sink away, 
almost; and then burst out into a npp ^ A 
roulade of trills: swelling, and dying, » nd f 13 
ing again. A sweet, fresh, rapturous voice, 
that made every pulse in his veins thrill. 

44 What a marvellous voice! Who can 
he cried, springing to the window. 

Down in the garden sat a girl, tall and sl.m, 

and royally beautiful as a young hcr 

sunshine streamed upon her uncovered * 
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small white hands, her slender lily-throat. She 
had been gathering flowers. Her dress was a 
simple morning one, but white and filmy; and 
over her shoulders she wore a broad fichu. 
Every now and then, she sang a snatch of song: 
for very gladness of heart, it seemed. 

Fred looked at her, with his heart in his eyes. 
Suddenly a breakfast-bell rang, and the fair vis¬ 
ion disappeared. Fred 
polled his long mous¬ 
tache, viciously, saying: 

“By Jove! Who can 
she be? Not Mrs. Oli- 
phant's daughter? Not 
that little chit? 1 won¬ 
der if Pygmalion's en¬ 
chantress was half so 
beautiftil?” . 

When he descended to 
breakfhst, the first words 
that greeted him were 
from Mrs. Oliphant. 

“ My daughter Daphne, 

Mr. Dayton," she said, 
gravely. He looked up, 
and encountered the gaze 
of the young princess he 
had heard singing. 

The girl, however, 
scarcely noticed him; and 
not only then, but after¬ 
wards, treated him with 
a cool disdain, that made 
him quite frantic. He 
seldom caught a glimpse 
of her, except at meals. 

Once or twice,' he saw 
her rowing on the lake, 
with her boat filled with 
water-lilies; or riding 
down the avenue, in a 
dark-blue habit; but he 
would hardly have real¬ 
ised that she lived in the 
same house, if he had 
not known that she was 
Miss Oliphant. 

One evening, Mrs. 01i« 
phant gave a party, and 
Daphne was radiant. Fred was jealous and mis¬ 
erable; for she had smiles for every one but him. 

He was the more jealous, because she was, 
beyond all controversy, the loveliest girl in the 
room. Dressed in some Indian fabric of pure 
clinging white, with ivy-leaves in her yellow 
hair and in the soft folds of her dress, she was 
superlatively lovely. It was the simplest toilette 


J there. But the exquisite beauty of the girl was 
? only enhanced by this Arcadian simplicity. 

As he stood, with folded arms, leaning against 
] a pillar, watching her unconscious face, as she 
< smiled into the admiring eyes of her partner, he 
; felt, for the first time in his life, supremely mis- 
$ er&ble. His dark eyes glowed, and his lips were 
set firmly under the Heavy moustache. 


| Suddenly, he noticed that the chandelier, 
f directly over her head, was swaying in a peculiar 
manner. With a cry, he sprang forward, and 
drew Daphne aside, ju9t as it fell. 

But he was too late to save himself. He only 
caught a glimpse of Daphne’s horror-stricken 
face; he only heard a confusion of voices, and a 
| crash of music, as the band abruptly ceased 
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playing; and then everything grew black, and ordered Fred to keep his room, and see no 
life faded away in a sickening mist before one. But one morning, Daphne stole into the 
him. ] chamber, silently, and laid a great, dewy bunch 

There was great confiision, until the doctor s of roses on the stand beside him. 
came, and pronounced his verdict. Fred’s arm \ “ Mamma told me I might come up, for a 

was broken, and his head contused; but there 1 moment,” she said, timidly; her haughty air 
was no occasioo for alarm : rest and care would ; quite gone; and then, as she looked at the splin- 


bring him around, in a very few weeks. But ■ tered arm, and the bandaged head, and the white. 



Fred had no feeling, except 
that of thankfulness, that he 
had been able to save Daphne 
from disfigurement, perhaps 
from death. 

It was many days, how¬ 
ever, before the two met. 
There had been danger of 
fever, and the doctor had 


thin face, her eyes filled with 
tears, her voice faltered. 

Fred looked up in alarm. 

“ My dear Miss Oliphant,** 
Fred said, “you must not 
feel so badly. 1 am really 
not so ill as 1 look; indeed, 
I hardly suffer at all.” 

In his generous tenderness. 
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he unconsciously essayed to hold out his hand to 
her. The next thing he knew, Mrs. Oliphant 
was bathing his head with ice-water, and Daphne 
was holding his uninjured hand fast in hers, 
with the tears pouring down her face. 

“ This has probably thrown you back a month 
longer,” Mrs. Oliphant was saying, severely. 
“ Your arm is broken again. Yet we warned 
you so particularly not to exert yourself.” 

The doctor had been sent for, immediately ; 
and soon came. 

Mrs. Oliphant arose, saying : 

” Cpipe,^Daphne. I'shall not allow you here 
again. bid Mr. Dayton good-bye, until he 
has fwBhrmd sufficiently to come down to the 
parlors/^ 

Did Daphne look grieved and hurt? Fred 
almost' IfUstied so. Mrs. Oliphant paused a 
moment, to receive the doctor’s directions. Beforo 
Fred coul^. think, Daphne had bent clown, and 
kissed the hand that lay so languidly upon the 
pillow, and vanished. 

^ So Fred was thrown far back in his recovery; 
tm£ the sharp, heavy pain was bearable now. 

was the last day of September. A week 
9j/gb the guests of Blue .Mere had all departed. r 
js standing at the garden-gate. She has 
hvr hajt on, but is simply dressed,; yet bow roy- 
utifjuT sfi1 ooks. Every day Has added 
some; new\ grabe to her per- 
eyes are deeper, her smile 
tjbiderer, h^r voice more, thrill! pg. dust now, 
^*^7’ 8^0°is watching for. Someone. But 
Surely, not our hero. 

- *Jes, it is. He 4as gone out, with his gun, for^ 
ftenrsttjme since his recovery, saying, laugh¬ 
ing?, 1 as* be went*, **T shall bring you home a 
BApe of partridges,'Daphne: that is, if my gun 
aon!? go ptf, and stoot me, instead.” She hiui 
little oFtho gay worfcls lit the tidiif 
now ffaM ii wAs’dusk, and he has not'ftlf 
she begif$tb be alarmed! fir 

she erielf wringing^hir hands, a*nc! 
tears starting to her eye?, “ sonnet King dreadful 
fits imppsned: Ibis jrorcfcj w??e a presentiment.” 
" At thaj^moinent, opr r hero, wfib had been de¬ 
layed by following his game fuWl&r than he 


' beaut iL- 

- ' ’ 

some new cha***., < 

. 


^ walking slowly hefceWard, think 
wv»B6. “Once? i iQoJiiea An her,” he 
'hWseTf,^‘ps/ft g^l : Who hi 
\ MBl f Ah , what a summer this has 


he 

had no \ 

v \Aimer this has been. 

I ‘more in 1 Aeso mw** months’ than in j 
til t mV HA Jbeforq. But I will not give her > 
Up— I wul not. Dncle itafold chn cast me \ 
tff:“ie qan keep lim property; but he canhot 
touch mine;‘ he cannot make me quite a beg¬ 
gar. I will work, work for her—that ds, if she £ 
Yol. LXXXI.—80. 


will have me. Sometimes, I almost hope she 
loves me.” 

He recalls the songs she has sung for him on 
starlit tights ; the books they have read together 
in rainy weather; the walks and drives; the 
wanderings in (hb rose-garden ; the rows on the 
blue lake; the ttte-a-i&le sails on the Hudson, in 
his uncle’s trim little yacht; the flowers she has 
worn, and given him afterwards, occasionally; 
the tender care sho on him, when an 

invalid; all her pretty and smiles. 

He thinks of these, but then he thinks of Other 
things: of her variable tooods to hibff 4 , her cold¬ 
ness at times; her apparent insensibility lb -Wa 
adoration ; her cutting rt*tbHb, J that surifly she 
could hot hate made," if She hat? leaved him. He 
heaves a deep sigh, and looks up.' He has reached 
the garden-gate. v 

Daphne turns, suddenly ; and lie sees she has 
been weeping. Something in hbr face, too, tells 
him why. He sets his gun' dbWn quickly against 
the fence, and springs to her side. 

’ “ My doling, what is it?” he cries, and seizes 
her hand. • 1 

For one instant, she turned, as if to fly. But 
his arm is around her waist, and she is a prisoner. 

“ Dftn^tj deftr 1 ,” he cries. “ It breaks my heart 
to seo ybtf^fars. 'Oh, Daphne, don’t you knew 
I lovb you’f 1 * J * ’ 

Sho turns her head, at these wdrds—words 
that All her r with bnppin&& inexpressible; and 
gives' him a look that,'to his &ying day, be riteVer 
forgot. The hext momc/nt, f their lips had met. 

Half an hour or so*later, when the stars are 
otit, Mrs. Oliphant, seeking for het'dauglifter, goes 
down the tangled path, toward the rbse-nrbor. 
Her light foothill makes no Sound on the moss. 
She stops, for 1 she sees Daphne and Fred 
Dayton 1 .' TOby are'Bitting on a low, rusti'c'bench. 
Fred’s arm is about Daphne, and 1 her head it 
bn his shouldc#.' v 51 f r ’ * - ‘ 

Suddenly, Mrs. Oliphant sees her'sedate and 
haiighty daughter draVtKe dark; Handsome face 
near hbr. hhd kiss a scar oh the White brow, with 
fingering, repkiachihl iips/^- 

That is enough. She hurries back to the house, 
and teffk he*brother what iffie has sech, adding, 
“ Didn’t I teftfyou I’d manage it ? Now, if wd 
had told tfetrf that thedehreSt w£sh of our hearty 
was to have them happy together, they would 
have disliked each other cordMllv, and then fhe 
property wotdd have been divided, and we two 
base dbcfeiWrs been disappointed.” 

Mr. Dalton looked at his sister. 

41 Marian, yon are a genius,” he said: and then 
they shook hands, and laughed, with the aiT of 
conspirators; those Two Wisa Guardians. 
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Mbs. Dinsmore settled her voluminous black 
silk ruffles with her .white hand, and looked 
complacently at her two hj^dsome daughters. 

“I hope you will do yourselves credit when 
Mr. Seymour comes,” she said. “You’ll never 
have a better johanjee for a settlement for one of 
you, and if you play your cards well, why—” 

“We have a chance of a dashing winter in 
Washington, rich husband, and plenty of 
money,” supplied, Miss Augusta, as her mother 
paused. “ Bell, if you get him, be generous, and 
ask me to stay with you.*’ * 

“I will,” drawled Arabella, laxily. 11 But, 
ma, don’t you know we must have new things, 
if we’re to go out with Mr. Seymour.” 

“ Of course. I mean to go shopping to-morrow. 
But you must be reasonable in your demands.” 

“ I mutt have a new silk and a new cashmere,” 
said Bell, “and several small articles.” 

“Well, I’m positively obliged to have a new 
cloak and a velvet skirt, to wear wfth my old- 
gold polonaise, and a pair of twelve-button kids,” 
said Augusta. 

Mrs. Dinsmore lifted her hands in horror. 

“ Good gracious 1 Don’t begin that way, 
girls. Do you think there’s no end to my 
money? I cap tell you, if Mr. Seymour’s board 
wasn’t coming in, we wouldn’t have mu oh. 
And I’ve got to get some new things for his room, 
and Toad needs a new cashmere—’ ’ 

“Oh, never mind Toad,” said Augusta. “I 
can give her my old brown cashmere to make 
pver, and you can save that muoh.” 

“But she really must have anew hat,” said 
Mrs. Dinsmore* feebly. She knew that “ never 
tnind Toad” was the rule much too often in that 
house; and even while powerless to resist her 
imperious older girls, felt slightly ashamed of 
their selfishness. 

“I’ll fix my last winter’s hot over for her,” 
said Bell, quickly. “ You know she never goes 
out, anyway, and she don’t care what Bhe has. 
Do you, Toad?” 

“ Not very much,” answered the young girl, who 
had just tripped into the room. Not a beauty, 
like her stylish sisters; but a demure, dainty lit¬ 
tle maiden, with hands and feet childishly small, 
and a wealth of gold-red hair, which, guiltless 
of bangs or frizzes, was simply tied back, and 
fell in a few great curls to her waist. 


She despised the “horrid red mop,” as she 
; called it; but Bell and Gusta, though they took 
| care never to tell her it was pretty, would have 
; traded their best French waves and switches for 
; it, any day. 

! How her pretty little name of Eva had ever got 
» corrupted into “Toad,” perhaps none of them 
| could remember. At school,, her namd appeared 
| as Eva Dinsmore; but at home, she was never 
> called anything .but “ Toad.” . 

| She was a good-natured little Toad, anyway; 

| and so her sisters let her have all their old books 
| and magazines to read, and allowed, her to learn 
their old music—Miss Augusta slightly affected 
the literary, and Miss Arabella the musical. She 
did not care if she wore out their old clothes, and 
stayed at home, while they went out with their 
beaux. 

She did not consider .herself at all concerned 
by Mr. Harry Seymour’s advent. She might 
have to work more, since they kept but cue 
hired girl, and Bhll and Gusta never soiled their 
dainty fingers; but they would go out a great 
depl, and she would have more time at home, 
alone, to practice. 

She accepted Gusta’s brown cashmere, and 
Bell’s old hat, without a murmur; and proceeded 
to-dix them over tp suit her own dainty taste; 
while mamma and her elder daughters ransacked 
the shops for elegant costumes, in which to cap¬ 
ture the unwary heart of Mr. Seymour. 

Mr. Seymour held a Government post at 
Washington. Business called him to New Eng¬ 
land, for a, couple of months, and as Mrs. 
Dinsmore was an,old acquaintance, he wrote to 
her, to ask if she would take him as a boarder 
for that time. 

She consented,, eagerly; taking care to spread 
it among hey friends that he was faij more a 
guest than a boarder, and they would n«v$r ^ ave 
thought of taking anyone else. 

People smiled—it’s a way the 
they doubt anything—and sop^e 
Seymour was married; remarking that, if not, 
he was jupt as good as gone when be went o 
Dinsmore’g. . 

There Tyai even a wager, laid* between 
wild young fellows, as to whether Jfiss Augn- a 
or Miss Arabella, would “take him in.’ 

Mr. Seypour, all unconscious of the sens® 11011 


f have, .when 
asked if Mr. 


Digitized by Tooele 



THAT LITTLE TOAD. 


447 


his advent was creating, arrived in due time, j 
and presented himself at Mrs. Dinsmore’s. j 

He was cordially welcomed, and was greatly j 
delighted with the handsome chamber awaiting \ 
him. 

“ Ah, this is home~like,” he said. “ I do hate j 
hotels. 1 am greatly your debtor, Mrs. Dins- | 
more, for taking pity on me.” 

“ We are the obliged parties,” said the gracious ; 
la<Jy. “ Tour society is such a favor to us. My! 
poor girls are so lonely; having no brother to 
taktf them out, they welcome yeu to our home- 
circle gladly.” 

“ Thank you, ladies. I hope I shall merit 
your kindness. I shall endeavor to make np for 
the missing brother, and feel myself honored 
and happy.” 

Bell and Gnsta were anxious to make Mr. 
Seymour quite at his ease. When supper was 
announced, be did not know whether most to 
admire the blonde beauty of Miss Angusta, or 
the brunette brightness of Miss Arabella. 

At the table, he met a srball, shy maiden, 
whom Mrs. Dinsmore presented as “ my young¬ 
est daughter, Eva, Mr. Seymour; ” who ap¬ 
peared to have assumed a maid's place, as she 
waited upon the table; and the others took little 
notice of her, except when they wgpted some 
dish, and then they called her “ Toad,” without 
noticing the expression of disgust which passed 
over the gentleman's face, at the obnoxious 
name. 

“ I was not aware yeu had a second sister,” 
remarked Mr. Seymour, to Miss Beil, as they 
returned to the parlor. ‘ 

“Who? Oh, you mean that little Toad?” 
answered Bell. “She’s only a child, you see, 
and doesn't go out with us.” 

“She looks about eighteen.” 

“ Well, she is nearly that. But she's no beauty, 
and we don’t make much of her.” 

“I thought she had a pleading thee. But— 
excuse me. Miss Arabella— what a dreadful 
name/' 

“Toad? Oh, her name is Evaj but she’s got 
the nickname, somehow, and it sticks to her. :j 
Oh, Mr. Seymour, have you heard' the new 
‘Gondolied? ’ ” 

“ I don’t think I hove had that pleasure.” 

“Then I will play it for you. I know you 
will be one of the few who can appreciate it.” 

So Miss Bell played for him, and Miss Gusta 
talked Rusk in and Carlyle to him, until Mr. 
Seymour forgot the little “ Toad ” in the dining¬ 
room ; but only to remember her again when he 
went to his room, 

“She has,” he murmured, “the meet intel¬ 


lectual face of the lot. And that head of auburn 
curls is beautiful. Dress her up like the rest, 
aad she would throw them into the shade com¬ 
pletely.” 

Meantime, Eva was never visible, except at 
meals, though he occasionally caught glimpses 
of a little figure, flitting up and downstairs, with 
a broom and dust-pan; or saw it curled up in a 
sofa-corner in the back pari or, intent on the pages 
of a magazine. 

A few days later, he returned to his room, near 
the middle of the fbrenoon, for some paper. His 
door stood ^jsr; and softly pushing it open, he 
stepped inside. A small figure, with a blue 
cambric sweeping-cap on its red curls, a broom 
resting beside it, stood at his table, poring over 
a book. 

Harry Seymour gently slipped up, and peeped 
over her shoulder. The book was a German one, 
which he had just finished reading. A little 
exclamation of surprise broke from him; and 
the girl turned quickly, all a-blush with shame. 

“ Oh, excuse me,” she cried. “ I know it was 
rude; but it was so tempting, I couldn’t help 
just a glance.” 

“ Can you read German ?” he asked, quickly. 

“ A Kttle,” she answered, modestly. 

He caught up the book, and said, kindly, “ Will 
you read me a sentence or two ?” • 

She read two or three, quite fluently. 

Harry’s fine face kindled. “Oblige me by 
taking the book, and reading it all, at your leis¬ 
ure,” he said. 

“ Oh, would you be so kind, Mr. Seymour?” 

“ I should be delighted. Anything of mine is 
at your service, Miss Eva. Exohse me for dis¬ 
turbing you. I came for a paper—here it is; 
and I’ll get out of yowr way, onoe.” 

He lifted his hat to her; and was off; while 
Eva, with a consciousness'of 'a pair of dark, elo¬ 
quent eyes fixed on her face, finished her sweep¬ 
ing, and carried the precious book to her own 
little room. 

And Mr. Seymour, walking down town, carried 
a picture of a qtiaint little figure, in a sweeping- 
cap, reading a book of German metaphysics, with 
a'broom in her hand. 

“ And I’ll swear it would have been all Greek 
to the'stately Miss Gusta, or the warbling Miss 
Bell either,” he said, enjoying the joke exceed- 
ingly. 

The summer went on, and Harry grew more 
and more interested in Eva. But it was only 
now and then that he mm her, and rarely alone; 
for the two elder sisters took care to monopolise 
nearly the whole of his leisure time. An ami¬ 
cable, but not the less decided, rivalry went on. 
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meantime, between the two, each trying her best 
to win the prize. Nor could the closest observer 
have told which Harry preferred, if either. To 
each he was equally attentive; and it must be con¬ 
fessed, his attentions grew, as the days slipped 
by. Perhaps he had a purpose in this. Perhaps 
he thought, that, if his real aim was suspected, 
he would be compelled to change his quarters. 
Certainly, he was not, as a rule, a flirt. 

Thus it came to pass, that each sister thought 
herself/* the winning card.” The annual boat- j 
race, between Harvard and Yale, was now at 
hand; and everybody was wild with excitement 
about it, in the New England town where Harry 
was staying. He had asked the girls tc go with 
him to see the race, and had included Eva in the 
invitation; but, though Mrs. Dinsmore had 
iddowed her two elder daughters to accept, she 
had declined for the younger. Harry could not 
tell whether the refesal really came from Eva, 
er from the mother. The latter had simply said, 
“Eva is too much of a child to think of such a 
thing.” He had tried to see Eva alone, in order 
teCdiscover the truth; but had failed; and was 
forced, finally, much to his chagrin, to go with 
tfie others alone. 

There had been considerable discussion, and, 
fbr the first time, a little acrimony, between Gus 
ar*d Bell, as to this invitation. Each insisted 
that Harry really went for her sake, and only 
asked the other from civility. “You needn’t 
plum© yourself on it,” said the elder. “I’m 
quh.e sure, from his manner, that he mean’t me: 
of course, Be had' to ask us all; that was mere 
politeness: his asking ‘that little Toad’ is a 
proof of it.” . To which the other had retorted, 
with a toes of her head, “ You needn’t be too 
sure, Miss Conceit, for if ever eyes meant any¬ 
thing, they meant more than the words ex¬ 
pressed, when he asked me. Come, I’ll bet you 
a pair of gloves I win.” “ Well,” said the other, 
“we’ll not quarrel; you’ve always been for 
Harvard, and I for Yale; suppose we go by them: 
if Harvardwins, I’ll pay the gloves, and give you 
d fair field for a week; if Yale wins, I shall have 
the chance; and if, at the end of the week, he 
doesn’t speak, it shall be an open game for both 
again.” To which ihe other assented. 

Harry, as he stood over the . girls, field-glass 
in hand, watching the race, little knew how much 
he was supposed to have at stake in the struggle. 
To do the sisters justice, they had never looked 
so well; each had got herself up in all her 
bravery; each was undeniably pretty; and the 
beauty of each was heightened by the contrast 
between their blonde and brunette styles* 

The race was closely contested, from the first. 


Now Yale shot ahead; now Harvard; now the 
boats ran side by ride. The excitement grew 
intense. The spectators shouted themselves 
hoarse. Crowds of young men and boys ran 
along the river-bank, trying to keep up with the 
contesting crews. Even staid, middle-aged men 
took off their hats, and- frantically waved them, 
as their favorite, for a moment, seemed about to 
win. Ladies fluttered their handkerchiefs; clap¬ 
ped their delicate little bands: stood up, 
better to see the struggle. The sisters were even 
more excited than others; for each had begufl to 
feel, in a superstitious way, that her own future 
depended 6n the event “ Ysi* wins,” cried one, 
looking triumphantly at the other. “ Harvard 
is ahead,” arid her sister, with eager tremulous¬ 
ness. “ No, it’s Yale.” “ It’s Harvard.” “Yale, 

I teTl you.” “ Harvard, Harvard,” clapping her 
hands. But, lo! at this crisis, when H really 
seemed as if Harvard was about to win, Yale 
crashed into her—whether by accident or design, 
was then, and has ever since been, a mooted 
j question; and both boats, in an instant, were a 
wreck, and the crews in the water. 

“A drawn game,” said Harryshutting up 
| his field-glass, with a click. “ Who wins the 
bet, girls?” 

\ He spoke in jest, and at random; but both 
\ girls blushed crimson, and looked guilty; for it 
! seemed to each as if he had divined her thoughts. 
The elder was the fiTst to rally. “Yes, it’s a 
drawn game,” she said, with a shrug of her 
shoulders; “ and just, too, when I was sure I 
should win: it will all have to be fought over 
again, won’t it, Gus ?” And she looked, mean¬ 
ingly, at her sister. 

The next night, there was to be a grand piiriy, 
to whioh Gus and Bell, as well as Harry, had 
been invited. Mrs. Dinsmore and the two gilds 
went early, but business kept Mr. Seymour until 
late. He hod returned home, and was hurrying 
upstairs to dress, when the sound of a favorite 
nocturne from the parlor stopped him. 

“ Ah ! now’s my chance,” he said. “Thai is 
Eva’s touch. The sisters and mother are away, 
thank heaved. I’ll know the truth, at last, 
whether she didn’t want to go to the regatta, or 
was kept away.” As he spoke, he descended 
the s'tairs again, three steps at a time, and burst 
into the parlor. 

The player turned, with a start, as the door 
opened. Yes, it was Eva. She sprang up, 
blushing. 

“ Don’t stop,” entreated Harry. “ I am always 
disturbing you, it would sefcm.” Then, abruptly: 
“ Why didn’t you accept my invitation to tho 
regatta V* 
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“You don’t disturb me at all,” said Eva, i 

< 

quietly ignoring his question. “ But I thought j 
you had gone to Mrs. Taylor’s.” J 

“ I was going. I have changed my mind, j 
now,” coolly taking a seat on the sofa. “ I am J 
going to stay here, and ask you how you liked \ 
the German book; that is, after you have j 
answered my other question.” j 

“ I like the German book very much. I have $ 
almost finished it. It has been such a treat.” 

“Iam glad of it. Give me a treat* in return. 
Will you?” 

“If I can, certainly.” 

“Please play for me,” he said, aloud; but 
adding, to himself: “ I’ll have the other ques¬ 
tion answered later. I mustn’t frighten her.” 

“ I only play what I have taught myself.” 

“Very well. I’d prefer that.” 8be played 
two or three pieces. Then he said, gently: 

44 You sing, I know.” 

44 Ballads—not opera songs.” 

44 1 shall be glad of a change. I am sick and : 
tired of operatic airs.” 

She Bang a couple of simple ballads, in a clear, : 
sweet voice, with taste and feeling. 

44 Thank yon,” said Harry, when she rose from j 
the stool. 44 You have given me a great pleasure, j 
Miss Eva. But don’t go. You haven’t answered l 
my question. Why didn’t you accept my invi- \ 
tstion ?” j 

44 1—I,” stammered Eva, finding herself driven 
to & corner. “ What invitation ? Mamma—” j 

44 Oh, I see,” interposed Harry, divining that j 
the girl wished to shield her mother; but seeing, j 
also, that this was the first Eva had heard of the j 
invitation. 44 Mrs. Dinsmore had something for j 
you to do at home. She couldn’t spare you. 
But is this to go on forever? Won’t she, some 
time, have to spare you ?” I 


The tone in which this was spoken, and the 
look which accompanied it, were so significant, 
that Eva colored to her pretty little pink cars, 
glanced shyly towards the door, and would have 
escaped through it,.if Harry had not intervened. 

“ Come,” he said, half tenderly, half teosingly, 
imprisoning one of her hands, 44 tell me. Isu’t 
your mother ever going to spare you ?” 

44 1—I—don’t know,” stammered Eva, looking 
down at the toe of her slipper, with which she 
was drawing imaginary figures on the carpet. 

“ But I know,” said Harry, growing bolder, as 
Eva grew more embarrassed; and slipping his arm 
around her slender, yielding waist, he drew her 
to him, and said a few words, in a whisper. 

44 Oh, no, you can’t mean it,” said Eva, giving 
one quick glance up at him, and then shyly 
dropping her lovely eyes. “You are only laugh¬ 
ing at me. I thought you cared for Gus—or 
Bell. It must be one of them.” 

44 And why should you think that?” 

44 Because they are so beautiful and stylish; 
while I am only-—” 

44 Only the dearest, truest little girl in all the 
world,” cried Harry. “ Only my own darling 
little Eva. Say you will be that.” 

Whatever the answer was, it was spoken so 
low, that it is a wonder Harry heard it. But 
when mamma and her fine daughters came home, 
weren’t they surprised at what he told them! 

However, they were wise enough to endure 
what they couldn’t cure. “Well, you didn’t 
win, at least: I suppose our bet is off,” said 
Gus, crossly, with a shrug. “Yes,” answered 
Bell, Harare philosophically, “if one can’t be the 
rich Mrs. Seymour oneself, the next best thing 
is to be Mrs. Seymour’s sister. But to think 
that we should have been out out—of all things 
—by 4 That Little Toad.’ ” 


“ONLY A BUTTERFLY;" 

BT ILLA WHEBLBB; ) 


I am only a bntterfly— do yon my*— 

Fickle and frivolous, vain and light. 
Throwing the host of my life away ? 

Well, well, I own it; nod you are right 

I lire in excitement and glee, and mirth; 

I am wedded to folly, and blind to duty. 

I have no aim, no ambition on earth— 

Only to dram, and display my beauty. 

You never would dream that I had a heart, 
Fall of feeling, and fire, and passion. 

You never would dream that I rlayed a part— 
I, this butterfly thing of fashion. 


You never would think that I lay awake, 

Night after night while others fdeep— 

With a tortured heart, that will not break, 

And wide-open eyea, that will not weep. 

I say it is better to lie, and deceive 
With smiles, and laughter, and idle ways. 

Than to wear your bleeding heart on your sleeve. 
Where daws can peck, and the bold world gam. 

So I can but cover and hide my heart. 

And bury away this useless passion. 

I am giad to be reckoned a senseless flirt, 

W”ith no higher aim than to be in fashion. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

The next morning, Carew lounged in at Cliff- 
cote, and found the girls chatting on the piazza; 
and the Bostonian—fortunately, as he thought— 
absent, for once. 41 We are resting, after the 
unexampled fatigues of the evening before ” 
Kitty Graham informed him. Tom’s whole lazy 
length was stretched out, in one of the reclining- 
chairs; while he occupied his time by hanging 
some cherries, which he took from a basket on 
a table beside him, on Kitty’s ears; and then, 
fbr variety, teasing a beautiful brown and white 
setter that was by his side. Barbara was sitting 
near, crocheting quietly. 

Sir Philip had retired, the night before, primed 
with a very important question for Barbara, as 
we have seen. But when he met her now, he 
felt that he dared not ask her, for that would 
make her answer directly; and perhaps the reply 
might be one that would not be pleasant to hear. 
And again, somehow, it seemed that it would he 
like crushing some fragrance out of a violet, to 
force her to tell him; and yet he must talk to 
her again about that, or something else. But, 
despite his resolves, despire hi? fears, he found 
himself perpetually hovering around the for¬ 
bidden topic. 

“ You both look as fresh ns possible. Pm sure 
Miss Rodney is not at all fatigued—she danced so 
little,” he said. 

44 My principles, Sir Philip,” answered Bar¬ 
bara, gravely. 

“ Ah, yes. You said you were a Quakeress, I 
remember.” 

44 Orthodox,” replied Barbara, carefully se¬ 
lecting the finest cherries from her plate. 44 The 
very strictest kind of Quakers.” 

“Beg pardon. Orthodox? Ah, the strictest 
kind: those who wear things that go so?” 

As he spoke, he made, with his two hands, a 
ooalscuttie-shaped sweep about his head. 

44 No,” replied Barbara, laughing gayly. 44 But 
some of their girls wear things that go so ; ” and 
she made a large, sweeping circle about her head, 
indicating the Gainsborough hat. 

' 4 Don’t you really know anything about Qua¬ 
kers, Carew?” said Graham. 44 1 thought all 
the Quakers came from England.” 

44 Well, yes. There’s John Bright, a great 
(450) 


liberal and reformer; and all that kind of thing, 
you know,” answered Sir Philip. “And then 
I’ve heard that the Gurneys, and Buxtons, and 
lets of folks who are great swells now, used to 
be Quakers. But they dance,” said he. 

Barbara laughed, but made no reply; for now 
she had discovered the reason for Sir Philip's 
questions. 

So the summer dAys wore on. Meantime, to 
Sir Philip’s great relief, Mr. FairlAwn had gone 
buck to Boston. Lawn-tennis followed lawn- 
tennis. Yachting followed yachting. There 
| were polo and garden parties; fox-hunts and 
( small dinners. Barbara’s time was fully occu- 
j pied. It was all so new and pleasant. But the 
t rush was so great that Bhe sometimes felt that 
! she scarcely had time to breathe. 

< “ I must draw the line somewhere, Kitty,” she 
! said, at last, one day; 44 and it shall be at Mrs. 
s Ripley’s German. You know I don’t dance much, 

and I’m tired out, and will stay at home, to- 
! night.” 

j Kitty’s persuasions were of no avail; and after 
> seeing her friend eft', Barbara took her seat in a 
i great chair in the piazza, prepared to enjoy the 
| quiet and the moonlight, and the low voice of the 
\ sea that came murmuring to her across the lawn. 
| She sat dreaming away the time, till she sud- 
| deuly started : for Sir Philip was speaking, close 
( at her side. 

\ 44 Why are you not at Mrs. Ripley’s?” Bar- 

bara asked, Surprised, as she looked up. 

| “ It’s such a warm night,” was the answer, 

j “ And I don’t care much for dancing, you know. 

I Mrs. Graham said you wouldn’t come; and I 
\ thought that, perhaps, you would let me sit 
\ awhile with you.” 

\ 44 Of course; I’m very glad, providing you will 

5 be very agreeable.” 

So they fell into a desultory chat, but one 
\ somewhat more serious than usual; for in the 
5 busy, 44 chopped-up kiz^d of life,” as Barbara 
■ qalled it, which they usually led, repartees and 

< frothy nothings seemed most natural. 

| The moonlight flooded the broad piazza; and 
Sir Philip took his seat facing Barbara, leaning 
i his elbows on his knees, twisting his crush hat 
\ in his hands, and looking up in Barbara’s face. 

» It was a position that always irritated the girl. 
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as he usually assumed it when he was in a cyn- j she was curious about it; but because she really 
ical inood. j liked him so much. 

“ What a night to spend in a hot room, dano -1 Carew had raised himself from his stooping 
tag,” she said. i position, and had thrown his head back, and was 

“You don’t suppose that the people who are j now looking oat toward the sea. He seemed to 
passing it so would eqjoy this, do you, Miss Rod- > be speaking to himself, rather than to his com- 
ney ?” he asked. ( panion, as he went on: 

“ Why not? I’ve enjoyed many evenings, in a j "I wonder if there is any such thing as real 
hot room; and have enjoyed moonlight ones, too. J love, in the world,” said he. 

And I enjoy this,” she replied. \ “ Lets of it,” replied his companion, decidedly, 

“ But such a night! There is scarcely a star * and in the slang that she had acquired during 
to be seen. No ‘ fireflies, tangled in a silver J her Newport summer. 

braid,* to-night.” j “ I don’t know,” replied Carew, thoughtfully. 

“ That is a very pretty conceit; bnt how I hate < “ Most tallows marry because they get engaged 
the poem,” said Barbara. j in a flirtation, or drift into it, somehow; and the 

“ Do you? I thought all young ladies liked ; girls marry for the same reason, or for money, or 


Tennyson.” 

“ I like him, too, in general. But I don’t Tike 
this particular poem. In fact, I hate that ego¬ 
tistical fifllow, who goes maundering about Looks- 
ley Hall.” 

“Why?” 

“ If a woman is unworthy of a man, why does 
he not nmkc a life for himself, quite independent 
of her, and not sit down and moan about it?” 
She spoke scornfully. “ Moreover, he didn’t 
think of her sorrows: she could not help being 
so weak.” And, after a pause: “No, I don’t 
believe in it. * Men have died, and worms eaten 
them, but not for love,* Sir Philip.” 

“ Perhaps you have never been in love, Miss 
Rodney,” said Sir Philip. 

“ Not I,” was the prompt, heart-whole, laugh¬ 
ing rejoinder. “ Have you ?” 

“ Y-e-s; Ather,” he drawled out, in his most 
indifferent tone. Bnt he still leaned forward, 
and gazed intently in her free. 

“Good gracious,” murmured Barbara, under 
her breath. ' 

Yet there was something about him, a kind of 
forced quiet, that startled her; and in an instant, 
she had extended her hand. 

“Sir Philip, can you pardon me?” she said. 
“You must know that I did not mean to ask 
such a question. I cannot imagine what possessed 
me to do it; it was horrid of me; do forgive me.” 
She was evidently much disturbed. 

8ir Philip took the hand, and held it firmly, 
for a moment , before he replied. 

“You are a good,'tender-hearted little girl,” 
he said. “ Do not mind. It’s not a bit of mat¬ 
ter, you know. But then, you see, I know all 
•bout that fellow in Locksley Hall.” 

Barbara’s quiet imagination, even while he was 
speaking, was busy at worlc, weaving a romance 
out of the life of the man before her. How she 
wished she knew his story. It was not only that 


position; and it stands, in the nature of things, 
that such marriages should not be happy.” 

“ You ore very illogical,” answered Barbara. 
“ A woman who marries for such reasons, is not 
to be pitied; she is happier without the love, 
than she would be without the money or the 
position; otherwise she would not have made 
snch a choice; she is shallow, and does not feel 
the want of what she can as well do without.” 

So the talk went on, drifting from one thing to 
another, till Mr. and Mre. Graham returned. 

“ Had a pleasant evening, Miss Rodney ?” 
asked Tom, after Carew left. 

“ Very. Only Sir Philip was in one of his 
oynioal, drawling moods, that always provoke 
me—irritate me, indeed.” 

“ Oh, I’ve noticed that they come on, usually, 
when he feels tlie most,” replied Mr. Graham. 

“ Poor fellow. He has not, even yet, got over 
that love affair of his,” said Kitty. “ He had a 
beautiful cousin, you must know, Barbara; and 
she led him a pretty dance, when he was about 
twenty-throe. He was passionately in love with 
her, and was engaged to her, when along came a 
miserable old marquis, with Mb coronet and hta 
estates, and she threw Sir Philip over, and took 
the marqnisate in preference to the baronetcy. 
She is a professional beauty, a hard rider, an 
excellent amateur actress; and has all the Lon¬ 
don world at her feet. She would have made 
Sir Philip miserable, if she had married him; 
but he does not see it.” 

“ Amy, of Locksley Hall,” said Barbara. 

“Not exactly, as she was not her mother’s 
puppet; bht I’m afraid he loves her yet.” 

The next morning was like a day dropped 
down from heaven. Carew, as usual at that time 
of day, made one of the group on the piazza. 

“ What an afternoon it will be, for our ride 
over the beaches, Kitty,” said Barbara. “ I do 
hope Comet will be in good spirits.” 
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•<Now, how you girls can exert yourself es so, J “Yes?” queried Sir Philip, with one of his 
in this hot weather, is a marvel to me/ 1 gnus- \ drawls, 
bled Mr. Graham. j “Yes,” asserted Barbara. 

“Don’t you go, Tom. It is too much, really, ! They were now ascending the hill, west of the 
for such a delicate fellow as you are,” laughed > second beach* and they rode oa, in silence, for 
his wife. “Jones is a very good groom, and 'a few moments. Then Carew drew his horse 
will take excellent care of us, if we need iU” j close to that of his companion. 

“ May I divide the pleasure,* and the responsi -1 “ Perhaps,” he said, “ a man’s life has only 

bility, with Jones?” asked Sir Philip. j begun, sometimes, when he thinks it has ended; 

“ Well, if Carew goes, 1 shall be obliged to go, J and the best of it may be to come. Do yoa 
too. But it is so much nicer here, Kitty dear, > think, Miss Rodney, that we ever get over the 
with you,” whispered Tom. | effects of a great mistake?” 

“It will not do, Tom; the flattery has failed; < “That depends upon tho nature of the mis- 
we are going for a gallop,” was the inexorable ' take,” replied the girl. “ If it is a poor invests 
reply. j ment, now; or a bad horse; or even a love 

- | affair, yes. But if it is a had wife, you know, 

CHAPTER V. j why that is quite different.” 

So, in the cool of the afternoon, the party “ A miserable love affair,” answered Sir Philip, 
started. They were joined by some friends, on ’ “ a mad infatuation.” 

the road, and made a brilliant cavalcade, os they ) The manner and lopk made Barbara very 
swept past Easton’s beach and over the hill { nervous, yet somehow happy. But the nervous- 
beyond. The last rays of the sun were length- \ ness preponderated, so that she said, with a shy 
ening the shadows, before they turned their faces i laugh, turning half around in her saddle, and 
towards home, and began to walk their horses, j looking backward: 

over the lovely green meadows back of the j “Just see the Club House, on West Island, 
second beach. Perhaps* there is nowhere in the > It lies like a golden picture, in the blue of the 
world a more beautiful piece of coloring than j ocean.” 

that meadow, as seen just before sunset, on a-day \ Carew seemed discontented, and was silent for 
in early August. Iq, June and early July, it is ; a moment. He gazed at his companion, and 
too green; in September, a little too brown* per- ; then said, pleasantly enough: 
haps; but in. late July And early August, it is j “That is just like life, Miss Rodney, That is 
perfect. And then, too, to be seen in its. perfec- j a very commonplace kind of affair; filled with 
lion, it should be approached from the third •: gay, but rough fishermen and yachtmeu; but to 
beach, and not viewed with the sun &t one’s j look at it now, how glorified it seems. And so 
back. It is like a huge velvet carpet, of richest with people. They are treacherous and mean 
and most varied greens and browns, with golden > and commonplace; but our imaginations invest 
lights woven all over it. To the right, rise the ; them, frequently, with qualities not at all belong- 
soft gray of the siuuous rocks of Paradise; to ; ing to thqpi; and so they become glorified, for a 
the left, the delicate, yellow-colored sand dunes; ; time at least; but when we come to know them, 
and between, come glimpses of the blue ocean, how really different we find them to be.” 
whose restless murmurings constantly strike ] Sir Philip hod withdrawn his eyes from Bat* 
the ear. The heavy white sand is fetlock deep. . barn’s face, while speaking, and was looking far 
The gross is coarse and rank; but it has all the > away out to sea, evidently not thinking of her 
glittering freshness of a meadow, ^watered by • at alU just then. 

a hundred rills. In June and July, it is full ' “ How dreadful,” laughed she, “to be drawing 

of the blue iris; and all summer long, meadow- • a moral from such a view. Now I only thought 
pink and yellow stars laugh and nod at each j bow like it is to bits of Venice. Your prosaic 
other; and birds and bees and butterflies haunt j West Island rises out of the sea, this after- 
the place. \ noon, ’like a dream; and like & dream it will 

The beauty of the scene made two of the riders, > fade away. Do you know, Sir Philip, that I 
at least, silent, for a long while. At last, Sir ■ fully expect to see Rome, and Naples, and 
Philip said: \ Florence, again; but I am sure that Venice will 

“ Life seems full of possibilities, Miss Rodney, have disappeared. When I used to sail out on 
on such a day as this.” j the lonely lagoons, at sunset, I could not help 

Barbara roused herself, &s if from a dream. j feeling, that when I went back, the place would 
Then she answered, with her usual decision: j have dissolved in mist and wAter; and that I 

“ Life always is full of possibilities.” | must go on forever, looking for it. And who* 
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frauds the old Senators were; they professed 
that it was for sumptuary reasons that no gay 
coloring was allowed on the gondolas, whereas it 
was only an sestbetio instinpt; anything but 
black would have been quite out of place, in that 
pathetic, enchanted city.” 

Sir Philip’s eyes were withdrawn from the sea, 
to rest again on the enthusiastic face of his com¬ 
panion. He thought, as he had thought a hun¬ 
dred times, “ how sympathetic she is.” But he 
only said: “Yes, one lives in a dream there; 

. one wants to do nothing; and there is nothing 
to do.” * 

“ Were you ever really interested in anything, 
in your life?” asked Barbara, petulantly. *• IIow 
I hate all this pessimism (that is the right 
word, now, is it not? Whatever it may mean). 
Is thore nothing really worth living for?” 

14 Not much,” muttered her com)pamon. 

‘‘Then, don’t cumber the ground; but get off 
of it, as soon as you can, and leave room fbr 
others who will work*” She said this warmly, 
but half laughingly. “ Why, do you know that 
you are not of as much use as that clump of late 
wild roses? They beautify the earth, at least.” 

“ No, I am not ornamental, I know; and I 
am not useful, I think,” was the good-humored 
reply. 

So, the mood which had threatened to bo a 
little serious, a little time before, passed; and 
the talk drifted back again to harmless topics: 
and when Carew assisted Barbara from her horse, 
he felt that he had not mode os much of the after¬ 
noon as he hod intended ; and she went upstairs, 
and threw hersqlf into a chair, and thought a 
long time about the Circe who had so affected 
Carew’s life, and wondered what might be the 
secret of her charms. Then she rose slowly, and 
went to the mirror; and after looking at herself 
intently for a long while, she said, “ It won’t do, 
Barbara; you’re well enough, in an ordinary 
way, but you were mistaken; you are neither 
very beautiful nor brilliant, nor in fact anything 
to attract such a man.” And somehow, strango 
to say, she did not feel as happy as she had done 
in the afternoon. 

The next morning found Sir. Philip, as usual, 
on Mr. Prescott’s piazza. He seemed restless J 
and uncertain, and was made more so by Bar¬ 
bara’s nonchalant manner. Even the parrot 
seemed in league with Barbara, to annoy him. 
The bird swung about on his perch, and looked 
askance at Carew, with his knowing, wicked 
eyes; and called out, “Go home, go home; it’s 
no use. Oh, Barbara, Barbara.” 

Sir Philip could not help laughing, when he ; 
thought that the senseless chatter of a parrot 


could affect him so.; but he walked up to tlit 
bird, and looked fiercely at it, and devoutly 
wished that ho could wring its neck. At last, 
he said: 

“ I must take that wretched creature’s advice, 
and go home. My steward has been writing 
about all kinds of things, which he says I ought 
to see to; and I suppose I must: but then,” with 
a sigh, “ where’s the use?” 

“ Is it not of use,” asked Barbara, gravely, 
“ always to do one’s duty ? I suppose your 
tenants want you to give them back their rents-* 
‘ remit them.’ Isn’t that the word?” 

“ But, Miss Rodney, I can’t be ‘ remitting,’ as 
you call it, all the time. I’ve tried to do my 
duty there, at any rate.” 

“Then build some cottages.” 

“ But they don’t want to live in them. They 
prefer the old dirty ones, I assure you. They 
don’t like to be dean.” 

“ Get up cooking-schools, and sewing-schools,” 
replied Barbara, demurely. 

“ But, you see, I am so ignorant about cook¬ 
ing—I couldn’t teach them,” he answered, with 
great gravity, but with laughing .eyes. “Now, 
if I belonged to that Philadelphia place: a kind 
of cooking clab, I suppose, from what some 
fellows said last night, I might perhaps teach 
something* Why, I’m told that ono man can 
concoct green-turtle soup that would make an 
alderman’s mouth water; and that all the fellows 
have some specialty: they will become regular 
1 cordons blue,’ in time, I suppose.” 

Barbara laughed. “Yes; green-turtle soup 
would be a necessity, in ypur village house¬ 
keeping. I know about that pluco: it is called 
the ‘ Terrapin; ’ and is a chibrhouse, in a lonely 
lane, some miles out of tho city. The men go 
there, and cook their own dinners; and never 
let a woman look at them. I don’t know why, 
I am sure; except that they are greedy, per¬ 
haps,” she said, laughing, “and are afraid we 
would oat up everything. Or it may be because 
they must look so horrid, in white aprons and 
things, with great boots showing underneath; 
and they are sure to be awkward, you know, and 
don't want to be seen. What a ‘ witches’ caul¬ 
dron scene’ the affair must be.. Teach ft sewing- 
school, Sir Philip,” she continued, nodding mis¬ 
chievously. 

“ Now, Miss Rodney, I never could learn that 
Kensington thing that you are always making.” 

“ What a pity. That, too, would be so useful 
in your village school. Hercules, with the distaff 
of Omphole.” 

The day of Carew’s departure was at length 
announced; and Barbara’s visit was also drawing 
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to a close. The coloring seemed to have been 
taken out of her summer, somehow; and she 
now looked gladly forward to her return to 
Lanehurat. Her manner had become cold to Sir 
Philip—without her knowing it, however; and 
he seemed less at ease in her company than he 
had formerly been. Purt of this, perhaps, was 
accounted for by the fact that Mr. Fairlawn had 
returned; and was, Sir Philip thought, more 
kindly treated than ever by Barbara. 

One morning, at breakfast, as Mr. Graham was 
looking over the paper, while waiting for his cup 
of coffee, he suddenly exclaimed: 

“ I say, Kitty, here’s a go. Lord Upton is 
dead.” 

“Good gracious,” was the reply; “and that j 
woman is a widow.” j 

“ Whew!” whistled Tom. “So she is. Now j 
Carew can marry her.” j 

Kitty gave one quick look at Barbara, who was < 
stirring her coffee, with apparent calmness; for < 
Mistress Kitty had not been as obtuse as her \ 
husband seemed to be, as to what was going on \ 
around her; but Barbara said nothing. J 

"While sitting at dinner, a telegram was brought \ 
to Barbara, flint her mother was ill. Her de- ' 
parture was, therefore, accelerated. She began, J 
at once, to make preparations for leaving by the \ 
boat, that night. She felt that this hurried * 
leaving, this anxiety about her mother, was only \ 
the natural ending of her visit. In fact, any- \ 
thing that was sad seemed natural to her now. \ 
When Sir Philip met the Grahams, Inter in the \ 
evening, and he was told that Barbara had gone, j 
he looked dazed, for a moment. But he soon ) 
rallied, and seemed as usual, only saying that j 
circumstances made it necessary for him to sail \ 
for home earlier thnn he had intended. < 

Kitty was angry, and said to her husband, to j 
whom she had told all that she surmised about \ 
Carew and Barbara, “ I have no patience with a 
man who lets 1 1 will, wait upon I dare not.* I 1 
believe that he does not know whether lie is in j 
love with Lady Upton, or with Barbara Rodney.” 

CHAPTER VI. 

Tn* hunting season found Carew at one of the 
best houses hi the shires. His business with J 
his steward had been quickly transacted; and $ 
his inclination was to rush back to America, and j 
ask Barbara to be his wife. But his early ex peri- 1 
cnce had made him wary; and Barbara had j 
seemed so cool and self-contained, that he said 
constantly to himself that she had not given him 
the slightest encouragement. As for Lady Upton, 
he had not seen her since liis return. During 
the last few days of his stay, there were but few 


visitors in the house. So Carew’s surprise was 
groat, while talking to his host about the day’s 
run, just before dinner, to see a slender, black- 
clad figure glide into the drawing-room. 

The woman went straight up to Sir Philip, and 
putting out her hand, said, in a silvery voice: 
“Cousin Philip, how glad I am.” 

Carew looked all the surprise he felt, in seeing 
his widowed first love. But he quite forgot, for 
a moment, that Bhe hod been his first love, so 
little did his pulses stir at her presence. 

Lady Upton was evidently willing to take up- 
the “ flirtation,” as she called it, where she had 
left it off; though it was all to be done in a 
decorous manner, as befitted a widow. But to 
her wonder, her cousin was utterly indifferent 
and quietly ignored all her advances. 

Meantime, Barbara Rodney was passing an 
uneventful winter at Laoehurst. In the autumn, 
Mr. Fairlawn had appeared in Philadelphia, 
whence he made almost daily calls on the Rod¬ 
neys : coming, indeed, whenever he could invent 
an excuse. At last, his visits stopped suddenly; 
and soon after, Mr. Rodney* heard that he had 
gone back to Boston. Barbara, at having this 
intelligence imparted to her, did not seem the 
least bit surprised. 4 ‘ I do believe,” said the 
mother to herself, “ she has refused him.” But 
if so, Barbara, kept her own counsel. 

A great deal of time was spent on horseback, 
by Barbara, wandering about the quiet lane9 and 
country roads, and in reading, or visiting in the 
pleasant neighborhood ; and so November passed, 
and then December came with its snows, followed 
by one of the severest seasons* on record, that 
made out-of-door exercise almost impossible. 

Mrs. Rodney saw that all was not well with 
her daughter; but refrained from asking ques¬ 
tions, only taking care that she should have as 
much harmless diversion as possible. She sent 
Barbara into the city, to pass a few weeks in 
Jack’s bright home. But the girl was glad to get 
back again to her old routine, and soon returned to 
Lanehurst. “ I’d rather be here, mother dear,” 
she said ; and there the subject wae dropped*. 

Thus the winter passed. The bleak winds of 
March had gone, at last, and the soft, pearly 
days of April had come. Bluebirds were singing; 
the grass was green ; daffodils and violets 
bloomed In the warm corners of the garden : and 
trees Were putting forth, everywhere, their young 
buds and leaves, till tho whole landscape looked as 
if it had been done in a delicate green wash of 
water colors. Even Barbara’s heart danced, 
with this new life all about her. 

One morning, Mr. and Mrs. Rodney went into 
the city, leaving Barbara alone. The girl took her 
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bosket, and set forth for a long ramble. A little A great, glad light rushed over Barbara’s face, 
while after her departure, who should appear but Impulsively, she advanced to the door, extended 
Sir Philip Carew. He had given no notice of his her hands, and said: 
coming, and Barbara supposed him to be in Eng- “ Oh) Sir Philip 1” 

land. He asked for Miss Rodney, and when told Then a quick blush dyed her face, and she 
that she was out, went in, to await her return, would have drawn back. But Sir Philip inter- 
He was ushered into the room usually occupied fered. He now knew that be need not have 
by the family, half parlor, half library, and that doubted, nor delayed so long; and so he took 
opened into a large drawing-room beyond. A the little hands in one of his own, and drew her 
beautiful brown and white setter was stretched towards him. 

on a bearskin, before the fire, that crackled mer- 44 Oh my love, oh my love,” be said, 

rily on the hearth ; but the day was warm, and By thi9 time, Barbara bad partially recovered 

a half-open window let in the sunshine and the her self-possession, and was half angry at having 
song of birds. All about him were evidences of betrayed herself. She turned slightly away. 
Barbara, and Barbara’s home life; the books, But he drew her, the next moment, beside him, 
the bric-a-brac, the basket of crewels, etc., etc. < on the sofa, and said: 

He went about, softly touching one and j 44 Oh! Barbara dear, do not shun me. I love 
another, and smiling to himself, as he thought of ! you, with all my heart. You will be my wife, 
her. When he had waited a long while, he i my very love, won’t yen?” 
wandered out into the larger drawing-room, j She mode no answer, but shyly laid her head 
This overlooked the lawn. Here he walked up j on his shoulder, 
and down, up and down, till at last he almost j Presently he said: 
decided that he would go out, and make an effort j “ Barbara, say you love me.” 

to find Barbara. j Still there was no answer. 

He was gazing out of the window, trying to ) Then again: 
decide which way to take, when a door, at the ! 44 Barbara, say you love mb.” 

far end of the library, opened. The noise \ 41 1 love you, Sir PhiHp,” murmured Barbara, 

startled him, and he turned, to see Barbara enter > 44 That’s not my name, to you, sweetheart.” 

the other room. He sprang forward; but the < “Well, then—I love you—Philip,” she whis- 
next moment stopped, as if instinctively, to take ] pered. 

in all the sweet beauty of the girl, before she \ Romeo, the dog, got up, and walked around 
should see him. In one hand she held a basket, \ the stranger, and signified his approval. The fire 
full of blood-root, anemones, and wild violets; j crackled and sparkled in the chimney. The light- 
in the other was her large liat, crowded with j golden spring sun shone in at the window. The 
yellow daffodils and sweet-scented garden violets. <; birds sang in the elm tree. The fragrance of the 
She placed them all on the table, and was pin- J garden violets, and the clean earthy smell of the 
niag a bunch of the daffodils on the bosom of her j wild flowers, strewed on the table, filled the room, 
brown dress, when Sir Philip’s step, in the \ It was all Arcadia. And those two, whose lips met 
drawing-room, made her look up. \ for the first time, they also “ were in Arcadia.” 


BY THE SEA. 

BY N. DELLA JOHNSON. 


Dm one, do you still remember 
That bright summer, by the sea; 
When for us the deles were cloudless, 
When for us the birds sang free ? 
Then all nature’s throbbing pulsee 
Leaped up wildly at our song; 

And our hearts beat time to music, 

As the hours sped along. 

Now I stand beside the waters, 

And I hoar their sad refrain, 

"While your cruel words I whisper— 
44 Never, nevermore again." 


Once, I waited for your coming; 

Once, I listened for your step. 

Now, apart our lives are drifting— 

In your heart is there regret? 

Still, the winds are whispering softly, 
To the wares that ebb and flow; 
Bringing back to me, in fancy. 

One sweet eve of long ago. 

And I hear the vespers chiming 
Blending with the ocean’s moan. 
And again my heart is throbbing 
To the musia of your tone. 
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HIRAM HAPGOOD’S SURPRISE. 

BT MARIETTA HOLLEY. 


Squire Skinicer wm a very rich man—the j 
richest in his native village; and he had won his j 
wealth, in a large measure, through adherence to < 
the old adage, “A penny saved is worth two | 
earned.” His enemies said he was penurious, \ 
and a few even called him tricky, and not to be ' 
depended upon in a bargain. ( < 

He was loud in his professions of Christianity, j 
however. He attended the meetings of t he ch urcli ; 
punctually, whenever there were no collections to j 
be taken up. At conference meetings, too, he was j 
nearly always present, and sang with unction; but, < 
unfortunately, a little through his nose. He 1 
prayed frequently and powerfully; he exhorted j 
sinners, and in a very loud voice: in fact, all the « 
power of his lungs he seemed willing to offer os j 
a free gift to the church; but when it was a ; 
question of money, he managed somehow t$ be j 
indisposed at home. j 

The minister’s salary was already scanty, but j 
Squire Skinner thought they had better make it < 
less. “ When one is toiling for the good of sould,” 
he said, “ one should not be given to love of filthy i 
lucre.” Whereat one of the profane retorted 
that “ the minister couldn’t live on souls; and 
if he could, he would starve to death on such : 
souls as Squire Skinner’s.” 

His household consisted of a daughter and a j 
son. Rose, the daughter, was about seventeen ; « 
with a sweet, wild-rose face ; large, wist fid gray \ 
eyes; and a tender, sensitive mouth. Not from j 
the old squire, however, did she inherit that re- J 
fined fhce. To see the two together you would < 
be unconsciously reminded of some rare white j 
lily, growing in the shade of a grim old rock. < 
Her mother had died when Rose was only eight \ 
years old ; but the daughter had a memory of a j 
face like her own, only paler and more shadowy: < 
a memory of a sweet, tender face, that looked 
upon her, crowned with that diviRe halo—a 
mother’s love. 

It was a pale, shadowy face, indeed; and it 
faded quite awAy from earth while Rose was still a \ 
child, and the baby brother was just beginning \ 
t# walk about. The baby was now a fleshy, un- \ 
comfortable boy of ten, with immense powers of < 
being disagreeable. He had light-blue eyes ; hair \ 
nearly while; hands and feet that were forever j 
out of place, and equally a discomfort to himself j 
and others ; to all which he added an appetite of < 


matchless power, seemingly insatiable. His chief 
pursuit was whut he called “ poking fun at folks,” 
the chief victim and sufferer being his sister Rose. 

He did not dare, however, to piny his pranks 
before his father. No, the squire condemned all 
mirth, as the first of tha seven deadly sins. 
When Bob, therefore, snatched the chair awny 
as his sister went*to sit down; or rushed out at 
her, with white drapery and direful groans, from 
dark closets; or was seized with any other ex¬ 
quisite humorous fancy, he knew his sister was 
too tender-hearted to complain to his father, and 
firing disgrace and contumely down upon the 
little white head, that, with all its faults, was so 
inexpressibly dear to her. 

On the evening our story opens, Rose was 
sitting on the old brown door-step, busily en¬ 
gaged in sewing: making a shirt for her father; 
for she was'housekeeper, cook, and sewing-girl; 
her aunt, who lived with them, being one of those 
old ladies who are more ornamental than useful. 

She had a terrible headache, too, besides being 
tired with a hard day’s work; and when Bob 
came up, with a wild warwhoop, and a grotesque 
pumpkin mask over his face, she entreated him 
“ not to make so much noise.” 

“Why not?” says Bob, speaking through the 
mouth of his yellow mask, like an oracle speaking 
through the wide lips of an idol. “Why not?” 

“Because I have such a terrible headache, 
dear.” 

“ Headache!” says Bob, in a disdainful voice. 
And then he takes off his hollow mask, that she 
may see the full incredulity and derision of his 
face. “What’s a girl good for? They’re 
always havin’ headaches. You feel awful big, 
don’t you,” he says, “with your headache? 
Mebby you think you are goiR* to be sick a-bed; 
you would feci awful big then, wouldn’t you?” 

That was a standing belief of Bob’s, or at least 
he always professed it as 6uch, that if Rose was 
sick, it made her haughty and conceited. But 
whatever else Bob would have said, was cut 
short; for a loud rapping at the front door, at 
this moment, interrupted him. 

They were sitting in a little porch, at the back 
of the house. 

“ Run and open the door, that’s a good boy,” 
said Rose. “ I really am too sick.” 

Bob obeyed at once; not from any spirit of 
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obedience, but from pure curiosity. A young J 
man stood upon the door-step: a handsome young > 
man, with a dark, resolute eye,' making manly a > 
face that would otherwise have been almost fem¬ 
inine in its gentleness. 

44 Does Squire Skinner reside here?” said the 
young man. 

44 Yes, sir.” 

44 He is trustee of this district ?” 

44 Yes, sir.” 

14 1 was directed here. I have applied for the 
situation of school-teacher. Can I see Squire 
Skinner?” 

44 Yes, sir, when he comes home, sir,” said 
Bob. with elaborate politeness, and speaking the 
44 sir” with emphasis. 44 He is down to the vil¬ 
lage ; but he will be home soon, sir.” 

44 Can I wait here, till he comes ?” 

44 Oh, yes, sir! Walk in, sir,” said Bob, and 
he led the way to the back porch, walking with 
the stateliness and importance befitting one who 
is ushering in a stranger. And thus Harry 
Graham wfent to meet his fate. 

Bob said his father was in the village. It was 
true. At that very moment, Squire Skinner was 
sitting on an inverted butter-tub, on the steps of 
the grocery store, with Hiram Ilapgood on an 
empty peach-crate beside him, settling the final 
doom of those who were not of the elect. The 
business was congenial to both of them, and time 
passed rapidly, as they dealt with the souls of 
sinful men, and whittled shingles. Squire 
Skinner, however, was harder in his judgments 
than his companion: a long, lean, lank youth, 
whose saliow countenance had none t>f the firm, 
sanguinary glow that- marked the squire’s* face, 
as he irrevocably settled the doom of the lost. 

44 There is not a ray of hope in their case; 
there will not, there cannot be a soul saved, only j 
jest the elect,” says the squire; and his face \ 
looks cheerful, though firm, as he says it. j 

But Hiram Ilapgood, though he agrees with ; 
him, has a shade of sadness and regret on his \ 
countenance. He seems to be sorry for the world, l 
and as if he would be glad if the squire had not > 
made the decision. > 

At last, the squire, having settled the doom of} 
the world at large, descends to minutim. One of j 
his favorite topics is the conduct of our Govern- > 
ment towards the Indians. This he condemns \ 
bitterly. He is for having them all killed at \ 
once. 44 No Quaker nonsense for me,” he says. \ 
44 Extermination is the only remedy.” And he j 
quotes largely from the Old Testament wars, to >’ 
confirm and establish his opinion. \ 

He explains to Hiram what hfa views and j 
wishes really are. His plan is to have every j 


young, able-bodied man called out by Govern¬ 
ment, armed and equipped with muskets, bayo¬ 
nets, swords, and, if need be, packages of arsenic 
and ratsbane, in order to slay and smite the 
Indians hip and thigh, and* 41 wipe them oil ihe 
face of the earth,” to use his final expression. 

Hiram’s wish and purpose is to join with the 
squire in each and every one of his propositions, 
no matter how hard they are; but this is & little 
•too much for him. Nut that he so much dislikes 
having the Indians smitten and vanquished; but 
being very cowardly by nature, he fears that if such 
a war ensues, he, being young and able-bodied, 
will be obliged to join in the conflict. He hesi¬ 
tates, looks embarrassed, and finally remarks: 

44 But, by Jehosiphot! Won’t it be rutiier tuff, 
you know, as it were—on the Injuns, as it were—” 

If Hiram ventures to differ from Squire Skin¬ 
ner, it is with extreme diffidence; and the 44 as it 
were,” which he invariably adds to his remarks, 
is placed something as an elephant places his 
foot upon the weak planks of a bridge, before he 
ventures his whole body thereon. Or as a blind 
man gropes his way forward with a oane, to feel 
how the land lays, and judge of obstructions, be¬ 
fore he ventures onward himself. 

But the squire’s words are firm, decided, like 
spears, eafli one finding the heart of the object 
aimed at. And he does not seem at all pleased 
to have his neophyte seem to doubt his decision. 
For one great reason why Hiram Hapgood is 
favored by Squire Skinner, beyond any of the 
other youths of Hevvolton, is because he always 
so obediently, not to say slavishly, agrees with 
his hardest opinions. 

To tell the truth, Hiram has a strong motive in 
endeavoring, by all possible means, to conciliate 
the squire; for he is very much in love with 
sweet Rose Skinner, or as much in love as it is 
possible for anyone constituted like him to be. 

He has, according to his light, wooed her for 
years. He has gated at her steadily and per¬ 
sistently, nearly every moment of the time, at 
evening meetings and singing schools. He has 
even gone a step further. Dressed in his best, 
and crowned with a strong smell of hnir oil, as a 
halo, he has presented himself at Squire Skin¬ 
ner’s, for an evening call. But as yet he has 
mado no progress. And his visits were made 
seasons of poignant agony, to both himself and 
Rose, by reason of Bob’s hints and open revilings. 

To Rose, indeed, who was entirely fancy free, 
there was an undercurrent of fun and comicality 
in Bob’s remarks and actions. But to Hiram, 
who was in deadly earnest, to have himself and 
his love made objects of ridicule, before the sweet 
embodiment of all his hopes, was hard indeed. 
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He has endeavored, meantime, to bribe Bob 
with candy and nuts, to be on his side; but Bob 
lias gradually become so exorbitant, that it is 
impossible to satisfy him. Now, when he spends 
an evening there, it is with a consciousness, that, 
while he is making his brighest remarks, Bob 
is making faces at him behind his back. Or, 
perhaps, drawing his portrait on the wall. Or 
waiting for a chance to slyly pin placards to his j 
coat-skirts. Or standing just within the next \ 
room, and plainly visible to Rose, but to no one j 
else, making wild gestures to all his, Hiram’s, 
remarks: smiting his breast, tearing his hair, 
kneeling in agony, or raising his clenched bands. 

Hiram had caught Bob at these pranks, once 
or twice, and now he was in constant fear of their 
repetition. So, whenever Rose smiled, pnd 
turned her head away from the open door, that 
led into the other room, Hiram knew what was 
the matter. 

But if he couldn’t buy up Bob, he could agree 
with her father. And so he echoed the squire’s 
opinions on every subject. And being by far the j 
richest young man in the place, and as penurious $ 
and miserly as it was possible for anyone to be \ 
at his age, he was a prime favorite with Rose’s J 
parent; who had signified, in consequence, to 
Rose, his firm determination to have Inrara Hnp- 
good for a son-in-law. Rose bad no affection for 
her wealthy and prudent suitor. Hdir heart was 
like the soul of Undine—asleep, waiting the magic 
touch that, should awaken it. In every gentle 
and amiable way, she had endeavored to show 
the state of her mind to Hiram. But it was not 
possible for her to be unkind or rude to any hu¬ 
man being. She was always cool nnrl indifferent; 
but as Hiram had not come out in plain terms, and 
asked her to be his wife, things drifted along 
until Harry Graham came upon the scene. From 
that hour, the pangs of jealousy rent his soul. 

Discouraged by her cool manner, encouraged 
by her father, and tortured by Bob, life’s path 
had not been over smooth to Hiram Hapgood. 
But worse had now come. Heretofore, he had 
hod no rival; and so, of course, had felt none of 
the pangs of jealousy. To none of the rustio 
swains, though every one of them would have 
been overjoyed to have won her favor, did she 
Bhow any preference. But, alas for Hiram Hap¬ 
good, when the linndsome, gentlemanly Harry 
Graham became nn inmate of her father’s 
dwell’irr, ihings became different. 

V.'liu Squire Skinner, on his return from 
judging tlie world, aud settling the affairs of the 
Indians, heard that, an applicant for the teacher’s 
situation was waiting to see him, he was just in 
the mood to be gracious. Ilis late conversation 


had satisfied his sanguinary instincts, and soft¬ 
ened his mood. The handsome, noble face of 
Harry Graham, moreover, impressed even him 
favorably. But most of all, he was influenced by 
the very moderate terms that Harry asked. After 
a short conversation, the teacher was engaged. 
The squire also agreed to take Harry as a boarder, 
tempted by the very liberal sum offered. 

The next Monday, accordingly, Harry Graham 
commenced his school. Bob, whose behavior 
lnul been remarkably beautiful, for him, walked 
beside f he now teacher to the school-room, giving 
him all kinds of necessary and unnecessary in¬ 
formation and advice. Bob showed his admir- 
| at ion and partiality, moreover, by offering to dig 
j worms, if he wanted to go fishing; to lend him 
his jack-knife, pop-gun, and flints. His de¬ 
meanor through the day was also remarkably 
good ; so that, at night, Harry was able to give 
excellent accounts of him to Rose. And this 
made her gentle heart happy; for, despite the 
martyrdom Bob daily inflicted upon her—nny, 
perhaps by reason of it, so strange are the vaga¬ 
ries of human love—Bob was the very apple cf 
her eye. The boy, mischievous as he was, was 
greatly attached to Rose, also; and he showed 
his affection in various uncomfortable ways, and 
at. entirely unexpected moments: sometimes hug¬ 
ging her so violently that an inch more of pressure 
j must necessarily have proved fatal, or kissing her 
j when his lips were most hopelessly smeared 
with molasses or jelly. 

But now, for awhile, Bob’s demeanor was al¬ 
most perfect. He had taken a great fancy to his 
new teacher, and seemed anxious to win his ap¬ 
probation ; and ns days passed by, this sentiment 
seemed to intensify instead of lessening. Harry 
Graham, indeed, was one of those fortunate ones 
who can win and keep a child’s respect and love. 
But, of course, such goodness on the part of Bob 
would have been superhuman, if continued. So, 
one evening, when Rose and Harry Graham were 
the sole occupants of the sitting-room, in came 
the irrepressible Bob, and defiantly announced hie 
resolution to go to the lake, seven miles distant, 
and spend the night there with Tom Hanchett, 
who was one of the most disreputable boys in the 
neighborhood. Rose remonstrated. 

“You know, Bob,” she said, “that father 
wouldn’t let you go anywhere with Tom Han¬ 
chett; much less to the lake, to be away all 
night.” 

44 But I want to help pull the seen,” bbjb Bob, 
obstinately. “ Tom says it’s fun to pull the white- 
fi*h in, and stuijens, and sammens. And say, 
don’t you a’ pose I can go ? Don’t you s’pose you 
can get father to lcmmet” 
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“ You know father wouldn’t let you go, Bob.” j 
“ Well, you know you could get him to lerame, 
if you was a mind to. But girls are such shiftless j 
things, they never will help a feller. I could I 
probable get enough fish to last us the year ’round. j 
Say, don’t you s’pose you could get him tolemme?” j 
“No, Bob; you know I wouldn’t ask him. j 
You know I wouldn’t dare to have you go.” 

“Oh, I wonder who you he, anyway? You \ 


Never were there suoh glorious, entrancing days 
as those that followed. Never were such starry, 
heavenly nights. Never such dreams—dreams 
of the lovely face that blessed his waking visions, 
or of the sweet face that flushed and kiudled 
beneath his glance. Golden summer days they 
were, to both Harry Graham and Rose Skinner. 

It chanced, the very day after Hiram Hapgood 
ventured to disagree with Squire Skinner, con- 


wouldn’t darst*to have me go. You think’you ; cerning the settlement of the Indian question, 
are somebody, don’t you? You’ve got a beau ; that Hiram was colled to a distant part of the 
—Hiram—that wears a brass handkerchief pin, j State, to the sick-bed of his only brother. He 
hain’tyou? Oh, yes, and soents himself up with j was detained there, moreover, for most of the 
hair-oil. Oh, yes, you think you are somebody.” j summer; so that autumn was at hand when he 
It would be utterly impossible to convey upon \ returned. He returned, too, to find that Harry 
paper the scornful derision of Bob’s voice and \ Graham had been winning golden opinions from 
countenance, as he uttered these words. J all; and had won, he feared, what was of more 

“ Oh, Bob,” cried Rose, appealingly, while her j value to him than anything el$e, save his property, 
sweet face, and even her white neck, ^ere crimson j Alas for Hiram Hapgood 1 On the first even- 
with blushes. [ ing of his arrival home, he hastened, after a 

“ Well, ain’t it brass, say? And don’t he come ; hasty supper and a hasty toilet, to the squire’s ; 
here a-courtin’ with it, Sunday* nights, say ? No S but only to see the evident devotion of the 
wonder you feel big. No wonder you don’t darst handsome, gentlemanly young teacher to Rose, 
to let me stir out of the house.” j and to witness her evident interest in this brave, 

Poor Rose! Heretofore, she had borne the; gentle suitor. Poor Hiram, his stay was short, 
laughter and contemptuous remarks of Bob, con- j In pity to himself, he left soon, 
cerning her rustic admirer, with equanimity, j Bob had lately become possessor of a toich: 
and even, sometimes, with a sly enjoyment of j a relic of Apolitical torch-light procession. He 
his fun; but now, the very mention of his name j delighted in walking out nights, carrying this 
in connection with her own, suddenly became < new acquisition aloft, startling the neighbors 
perfectly unendurable. She glanced up at Horry w ith the unexpected appearance of his white 
Graham’s faoe, which, despite the absurdity of the \ head, lit up by the glaring reflection. On this 
scene, had grown very grave; and then she burst < evening, he prepared to nccompnny Hiram part 
into tears, and left the room. j of the way home, more that he might show off 

Bob, conscience smitten, opened his eyes to < his torch than because he had any especial liking 
their full extent, and scratched his white head , for Iliram. So, as he walked along, with the 
ruefully. His teacher looked at him, reprovingly, j wind-waven torch casting weird and fitful reflec- 
and said, “ How could you tease your sister so?” \ tions around them, he began, teasingly, to praise 
“Well, I’m sorry; I’m blamed if I Ain’t. Graham. 

Hain’t seen her cry before, since I tied a string j “Did Rose like him?” asked Hiram, with a 
’round her kitten’s neck, and let it down into the < quavering voice. 

cistern: it was an awful hot day, and I let it j “ Golly, didn’t she, though!” cried Bob. “And 
down to cool it oft'; and the string slipped, and \ father—he took care of father, when he was sick— 
made a gallus of it, and hung it dead. I don’tfather liked him, oh ! ever so much. And nunt 
sec what started her off so now. I was only ! Matilda never liked anybody so well before, nor 
pokin’ fun at her. She don’t like that feller, j Rose neither.” 

but father makes her treat him first-rate.” j Poor Hiram ! His heart sank low at these 

Hurry Graham felt his heart grow absurdly f confidences. But how much more information 
light at this remark, though he oould hardly ; he would have extracted will never be known; 
have explained why. He had rather prided j for at this very moment, an inopportune gust of 
himself on his indifference towards women, until j wind extinguished the torch ; and as Bob couldn't 
this summer. But he had not been at the squire’s ; think of walking a step without its light, he left 
a week before he yielded utterly to the gentle, j Hiram, and returned home at once, 
resistless power which Rose unconsciously exer-j All that night, Hapgood lay awake, plotting 
cised: an influence, in his case, that pervaded j revenge, and trying to fashion some plan to 
nis soul as with a new hirth. and filled all nature . defeat the handsome young school-teacher. Of 
as with a fresher, diviner life. I course, he considered Graham an impostor; the 
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earnest wish being, as usual, father to the convic¬ 
tion. He was a moneyless adventurer, no doubt. 

The more he pondered upon this, the more 
reasonable it seemed.' “ If I only knew where 
the fellow came from,” he said. He had in¬ 
quired, the day before; but nobody had seemed 
to know. “That, in itself, ia sufficient proof,” 
soliloquized Hiram. “ He is, perhaps, a fugitive 
from justice. Why wasn't he willing to let the 
name of his former home be known ?” Ponder¬ 
ing this, he fell asleep, .at last. 

The next evening, Hiram met Bob Skinner, 
walking along, as usual, under the blazing light 
of his torch. The squire had sent him on an 
errand. Bob entered into conversation again. 
They talked of the weather; Bob’s new dog; 
the hail-storm of the past week ; the coming cir¬ 
cus, that was advertised as being one of uncom¬ 
mon brilliancy, and which Bob wished to join; 
and finally, of the school-teacher. 

“ Do you know, Bob, as it were, where he 
came from? In fact, where his home was, and 
so forth?” said Hiram. 

“ No, not for certain,” replied Bob. “ But I 
have seen the name of a place, upstairs, on some 
books, when his trunk was open.” 

“ What will you take, Bob, to get the ad- \ 
dress?” 

Bob, like the thrifty speculator that he was, > 
did not consent at once; for he saw Hiram was ? 
anxious. Finally, for the consideration of a two- 5 
bladed jack-knife, and a*new pocket fishing-rod, \ 
he consented to copy the address, and say noth- j 
ing. To do Bob justice, he never thought of any \ 
harm. He supposed it was only idle curiosity j 
that was impelling Hiram. The next day, there- j 
fore, Hiram was possessor of the address: aj 
thriving inland village, in another State. He \ 
wrote to the postmaster there, at once. The an- j 
swer informed him, to his infinite delight, that J 
Harry Graham had run away from an uncle, \ 
some three months before; that his uncle was a v 
man of great wealth, and had adopted Harry, < 
and brought him up as his own son; and pro- ? 
claimed the fact that he was to be his heir. \ 
“But suddenly,” continued the writer, “some \ 
difficulty had arisen between the two, of what 
nature no one knew; and Harry had left home; \ 
since which nothing had been heard of him.” \ 

Of course, having followed the guidance of ? 
duty so far, Hiram was not* weak enough to < 
shrink from the task of telling Deacon Skinner, j 
at ontfe, that ho was harboring an impostor and ! 
a runaway in his house. “If for the sake of no \ 
one else,” said Hiram to himself, “ for Rose's j 
sake he ought to bo exposed.” < 

Now, on that very morning, Harry Graham 5 


^ had asked Squire Skinner's consent to marry his 
J daughter. “ Not at once,” said the suitor, “ for 
j I have no fortune; but give your consent to the 
s engagement , and oh, how I will work for her sweet 
s sake.” Harry, like all ardent young lovers, 
\ was certain that he could soon carve out a path 
$ id the future. “ I can dare anything, endure 
l anything, if only I can have this hope to inspire 
< me,” he said. “ I had meant to conceal my love 
j from Rose; I had meant to leave her entirely un- 
i fettered, until I was in a. situation to woo her, 
| and win her for my wife; but my love proved 
s stronger than my will. I was betrayed into 
\ avowing my affection ; I found that my love was 
| returned; and I could not rest until I had told 
\ you, sir, and endeavored to win your consent to an 
\ engagement.” Harry said much mere, and talked 
j; so well and eloquently, that Squire Skinner could 
| not but acknowledge he had acted in a manly, 
\ straightforward manner. But he did not, for oil 
j that, accord his consent. He said, on the con- 
•> trary, that he would give an answer in a few days. 

The fact was, the cautious squire wanted time 
to think of some plausible excuse for refusing. 
He feared that it would be very difficult to get 
Rose to listen to reason, very difficult to convince 
her how much better it would be for her future 
interest, to marry Hiram, a young man who hod 
already a handsome property. 

Personally, Squire Skinner liked Harry Gra¬ 
ham. Had he and Hiram been equal in wealth, 
Squire Skinner would have chosen him at once. 
Bob did not exaggerate the matter at all, when 
he said that “ father liked him.” The squire 
recalled the tender, almost filial care, which 
Harry had shown when he was ill. He thought 
of his intelligence: his pleasant, manly ways. 
His heart sank within him, at the task’ of con¬ 
vincing Rose that it would not be best to “give 
up all for love, and the world well lost.” 

It was while he was pondering over all this, 
that Hrram brought the thrilling intelligence 
that Harry Graham was “a runaway, an outcast, 
and an impostor,” as he phrased it. 

The squire, at first, did not seem to show much 
indignation; and this pUzxled and annoyed Hrnun. 
He finished, therefore, rather curtly. “ I have 
done my duty now,” fie said, “ and leave the rest 
to yon. Besides, I have to go back to my 
brother, who ib worse again. They telegraphed 
for me, and Iieirve by the afternoon train.” The 
squire civilly expressed his regret, thanked 
Hiram, and so they parted. Bnt had Hiram 
seen the glow of satisfaction on the squire’s face, 
as he walked off, muttering to himself: “ So the 
uncle is rich,*' he would have taken the train in 
more gloomy spirits even than he did. 
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Harry, when confronted by Squire Skinner, did 
not deny Hiram’s story. “Yes,” he B&id, “my 
uncle and I did quarrel. It was over a difference 
of opinion. My uncle is hot-tempered, and told 
me to leave the house. I took him at his word. 
He said that I could not earn my living. Now, as 
you know, sir, I have proved that to be a mistake. 
My uncle told me that i& would not be a month be- ; 
fore I would be writing>baok to him for assistance. 
My answer was that I would never write to him 
for help, even if I starved by the wayside. Nor : 
will I. More than that, I will nqpr go back, un¬ 
less he sends for me.” Harry owned, however, 
that he had been too hasty. He said tM£» his 
uncle had been kindness itself to him, until their 
difference; had lavished all that love and wealth 
could upon him. “ But it was ont»qf the ques- : 
tion,” the young man said, “forme to yield, in j 
the matter. And as my uncle was determined I; 
sliQuld obey him, or leave his house, 1 had, after 
all, you see, no alternative.” 

“ May I ask what was the cause of the dis¬ 
agreement?” said the squire. “I can hardly! 
think of anything that would justify your con- j 
duct, after all his kindness.” . 

Thus driven to the wall, Harry had to tell his 
secret. 

“ My uncle,” he said, “ wanted me to marry a 
lady, who, though excellent and even rich, I 
could not love. Knowing his wishes, I tried to 
like her; but could not. Pray, do not press me 
farther. It is a thing too delicate to speak of. 
A loveless marriage is a crime.” 

Even Squire Skinner had to admit, that, in all 
this, there was no possible blame to be attached 
to Harry. “ It is a great pity,” he said; “but 
you could not have done otherwise.” But he 
did not tell Harry of an idea that had dawned 
upon his mind, while listening. 

He did not tell anyone; but that very day, he 
dispatched a letter to the offended uncle: as 
courteous and pleasant a letter as he could write; 
in which he told how a young gentleman—his 
nephew—had come there, and engaged the 
school; how faithfUl and industrious he had 
proved; how exemplary his conduct had been; 
how he had won the esteem and friendship of 
everyone; and how he had wooed and won the 
heart of the writer’s daughter. 

“ And now,” continued the astute old squire, 
“ while pondering whether it-would be prudent 
to give my daughter to an entire stranger, how¬ 
ever well-conducted, I hear, accidentally, of your 
quarrel with Harry; and having taxed him with 
it, learn that it is true. Harry has said nothing 
save good of you,” he added, “praising your 
constant kindness and care; but he adds that 
Vol. LXXXI.—31. 


he could not marry, where his affections were not 
given; and so had found it impossible to obey 
you, much to his sorrow.” 

In conclusion, Squire Skinner asked the advioe 
of the old gentleman. “ Harry is devotedly at¬ 
tached to my daughter, and wishes to marry her, 
just as soon as his circumstances will permit. 
My daughter is devotedly attached to Harry. 
Now I would ask, in all candor and confidence, 
ought I to give my daughter to your nephew? 
Will you, sir, do me the great kindness to reply 
at onee, for I must arrive at some decision soon.” 

This letter found Harry’s uncle sick in bed, his 
illness having been brought on, in great measure, 
by his fretting and worrying over the departure 
of his nephew. For he loved Harry, with the 
warm, impetuous love of hot-tempered people; 
and he had regretted bitterly the unreasonable 
demand he hjtd made of him. Bat he was 
az\xious to see him married, anxious to secure 
the fine old Graham property to heirs of his own 
line; for, foiling h^irs from Harry, the place was 
to go into the hands of a family he detested: a 
second cousin of his own, who had always been 
his bitterest enemy. Besides, the old man loved 
his own way;- and had been so accustomed to 
having it, that he knew not how to brook oppo¬ 
sition. When Harry took him at his word, and 
left, it had almost broken his heart. He was 
now longing to see his nephew, and y&rning for 
a reconciliation. So, when Squire Skinner’s 
letter came, he was ready to weep for joy. To 
say that he was oveijoyed at the intelligence, is 
to say too little. He was rqjoiced to learn 
that his remorseful fears were in vain; that 
Harry was alive and well; rejoiced to know that 
he was contemplating matrimony; rejoiced at 
the prospect thus opened for a reconciliation. 

He wrote to Squire Skinner, at once, that he 
alone was to blame, and declared how gladly he 
j would welcome Rose as Harry’s wife. In con¬ 
clusion, he entreated the squire to let them be 
j married at once, and come to him. “ I am so 
S lonely and ill,” he said, “ and I do so want my 
| boy. Tell them there is a warm welcome waiting 
for thSm, and that all I have is theirs.” 

\ Of course, Harry was oveijoyed at the intelli- 
< gence. He loved his uncle, and was only too 
\ glad to be reconciled, now that the hateftil mar- 
\ riage was no longer insisted on. And then Rose— 
| oh, he could wed Rose, at once. 

> He did not wed her at once, of course; but he 
| did wed her very soon. The marriage came off, 
as speedily as Rose could be persuaded to it. 
The squire bestowed his warm blessing and 
\ approval on the happy pair. Aunt Matilda gave 
) her tearful good wishes, and two patchwork bed- 
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quilts, of high colors and astonishing patterns. j 
Bob was in ecstasies over the prospect of un- j 
limited cake and pastries, and learning that j 
wedding-gifts would be expected of all the family, S 
he commenced, in the most secret depths of the > 
wagon-house, to whittle out, with his jack-knife, j 
a bracket of most wonderful and fearful design; < 
assuring aunt Matilda, his only confidant in the j 
undertaking, 44 that he was whittling it out of his j 
own head.” On the night of the wedding, it was 
with great difficulty he could be persuaded not 
to parade, in front of the house, with his torch. $ 

But while happiness and content reigned at \ 
the farmhouse, during the preparations for the j 
marriage, one thought disquieted the squire. \ 
Hiram Hapgood would soon return; in fact, was < 
liable to appear at any moment; ‘and he must be i 
told. He must, moreover, be given a good and j 
respectable reason for being discarded by the s 
squire. Of course, the latter could not'give > 
reason the knowledge he had gained of Harry's ? 
wealth, especially as he had gained that kriowl- J 
edge from Hiram. No, he must gCt somfe prtaiuS- | 
ible excuse; and, if possible, it must be on Borne j 
high moral ground. And while he was racking < 
his brain, thinking what it should be, 1 Hiram 
Hapgood called to see him, and the excuse came, 
as it were, by inspiration. 

Hiram, who knew nothing of what had hap- j 
pened, had been pondering, during his absence, ; 
on some way by which he might Win the squire j 
entirely to his side. So, almost at the first j 
moment, of his arrival, he said, with the air of 
one who has been at last convinced : 

“ I have been thinkin’ it all over, what you 
said about the Injins, squire. It will come tough \ 
on 'em; but I believe you wuz in the right of it; 

I believe they ought to be exterminated ; killed 
right out, every one of 'em. I tell you, squire, 
it wuz your strong arguments that convinced me. 

It wuz the Bible texts that you brought up, i 
• about ‘smotin’ ’em hip and thigh,* as it were—” 1 


Alas for Hiram Hapgood ! Alas for the hap¬ 
less lover! Here was the opportunity for which 
the squire had been seeking. Hero was an 
opening to dismiss him logically and religiously. 

What was Hiram’s consternation, what his un¬ 
utterable dismay, when the squire said, coldly: 

44 It pains me, Hiram, to see a young man so 
ready to condemn. The Good Book says, 4 Judge 
not; that ye be not judged.’ And though it is 
very unpleaeant for me to do so, yet I consider it 
my duty to inform you that I feel I cannot 
entrust my dsUfJjhter’s happiness to a young man 
Who is so Woodthirety, so cruel, so savkge, so 
sanguinary, in his instincts.” 

‘ “ But you said,” crie<f Hiram, with wide^ 
Staring eyefe, “you said yourself, squire, you 
said you believed so and so, as it were—” 

“ As I said, it pains me, Hiram,” retorted the 
squire, inexorable ^as Rhadamanthus. “ But I 
tell you, plainly, you never shall marry my 
daughter. I cannot, and will not, give her to a 
man wiio brings up the Bible—” 

. “ But you did it-yourself,-squire; you—” 

<tJ As I .said, Hiram,” ocntinued Squire Skin¬ 
ner, not heeding the interruption, “as I said, 
although it is a painftil duty to perform, I must 
tell you that my daughter Rose will be married 
to .Harry Graham, two* -weeks from to-day. I 
could not, conscientiously, give her to you, 
Hiram. I felt that 1 must guard her from an 
alliance with a young man who is, I fear, liable 
to wrest the Scriptures 16 his own destruction.” 

Hiram Hapgood’s hands dropped to his sides. 
Not a wor<^ of remonstrance or self-vindication did 
he utter. But as the squire turned and left him, 
he stood watching the retreating form, with eyes 
that grew wider and wider with astonishment. 

At last, he said a few words, that were seem¬ 
ingly wrung from the depths of his agonized 
spirit, and said them as If unconsciously. 

44 Jeliosiphat!” he cHed,’ “ Pocahontas, and Joe 
Smith, as it were—” 


DREAMS, 


BY FAITH LINCOLN. 


Mr long-time friend of years ago, 

Your mom'ry comes to me, to-night; 
The old sweet love I used to know 
When I was young, and life was bright. 
In dreams, I live those years again, 

And taste their mingled joy and pain. 

I hear the voice I used to hear— 

I list to catch your every word. 

And at the sound so loved, so dear, 


My heart beats like a prisoned bird. 
In dreams, I walk the paths of youth. 
When I believed in you, and truth— 


When I had faith, strong faith in you. 
And trusted you, with all nay heart. 
But, oh! my friend, you were untrue; 

And faith is dead, and we must part. 
It was your hand that gave the blow— 
But I forgive, I loved you so. 
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BY FRANK LKK BENEDICT. 

The Honorable Noel L&ngdon, and hid friend j “ I shan’t go away,” broke in Langdon. “You 


Count de Sarde, were seated in the latter’s salon, 
in one of the summer hotels on the Lake of Thun. 
Tliere had been heavy play at the supper-party, 
from which they had just returned ; and though 
it was now long past midnight, they sat down to 
smoke, and got betting on the throws of dice; 
and in the course of half an hour, Langdon dis¬ 
covered that he had added a couple of thousand 
francs to his previous losses. 

He flung himself back in his chair, with an 
exclamation of disgust; and then began to laugh. | 

“ Serves me right,” he said. “ I’ll pay you in 
the morning, old man; but you must lend me 
fifty napoleons afterward. I’m regularly cleaned 
out.” 

“ No, I won’t lend you a sou—you’d never find 
it convenient to remember the loan,” returned 
de Sarde, laughing also. “But you may give > 
mean I-O-U for the whole amount—you won’t ;j 
repudiate that debt; and I’ll wait for it till we 
meet in Paris, in October.” 

“Bravo!” cried Langdon. “Talk about 
Damon and what-you-call-him—why, those old 
fellows never did anything to equal that. And 
now I’m going to make myself a promise: I’ll 
not touch’a card, or diet, from now till then.” 

“I’ll bet you two thousand frailcs you don’t 
stick to that,” said de Sarde. 

“ All right,” rejoined Noel. Then he added, 

4 * Bqt, oh second thought, I’ll not leave Thun yet. 
I’ll wait till.I hear my old brute of an uncle 
reaches Ouchy.” 

“ You had better go. You might be in my 
way,” said de Sarde. “I can’t imagine any 
woman preferring a great hulking fellow like 
you, to myself; but still, she might; and I’ve 
made up my mind to go in for the American 
widow. You’ve a genius for flirtation, and we 
might quarrel.” 

44 You never even set eyes on her,” said Noel, 
“if you mean the Mrs. Rusk ton that has been 
expected this last week.” 

44 1 shall, to-morrow. She got here this even¬ 
ing. I know all about her. She is pretty, 
graceful, spirituelle—and there’s no doubt as to 
the money—five hundred thousand dollars. I’m 
twenty-nine. She is five years younger. I’ve 
my title to offer, and income sufficient for my 
personal expenses, after my debts are paid—” 


can lend me some money, or take my I-O-U, or 
neither, just as you please; but 1 shall stop 
here.” 

“Well,” he said, with perfect equanimity, 
44 personally, I shall be glad to have your so¬ 
ciety. Besides, it won’t matter; for you are not 
the sort of fellow to please the widow.” 

44 But I mean to go in far her.” 

. “I’ll lay you a thousand pounds I win her,” 
cried de Sarde. 

‘ “Done,” returned Langdan. 

“ She only stops four weeks—it is understood 
the bet comes off before she leaves.” 

“Very well. But you won’t stand a shadow 
of a chance,” said Noel. 44 I’ve a title in pros¬ 
pective, and American women think nothing of 
your foreign ones, compared to ours. I’m two 
years younger than you. At bottom, you’re a 
melancholy beast. I’m capable of falling in 
love—•” 

“ Both of which tilings are against yon,” broke 
in the count, with a companionate smile. “ But > 
it’s past two o’clock. Let us be off to bed.” 

It was a contemptible wager to make, yet 
neither of the men were mean. But the French¬ 
man’s education had taught him to consider wo¬ 
men as a pretty sort of puppet, made for man’s 
convenience or amusement; while the English¬ 
man had gone into the wager from sheer reck, 
lessness, and on the impulse of the moment. 

When Noel L&ngdon awoke the next morning, 
he had forgotten all about the bet. Wheu he did 
remember it, he had the gxage to feel heartily 
ashamed. He looked into de Sarde’s rooms, as 
he passed through the corridor; but a servant 
informed him that the count had already de¬ 
scended, and taken the path towards the lake. 
Thither he followed; and found his friend seated 
in a summer-house, tranquilly smoking, and gaz¬ 
ing out indolently over the shining waters of the 
lake. 

“ Here you are,” exclaimed Langdon, as he 
strode up, at his habitual quick pace. 

“Here I am,” returned de Sarde, languidly; 

“ and you might be a tempest or An earthquake, 
you make such a fracas. What, a confounded 
hurry you are always in about nothing.” 

44 1 wouldn’t be so lazy a beggar as you for a 
great deal,” retorted Langdon. “ You look as if 
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you had just been taken out of a band-box, and 
ought to be labeled, ‘ this side up, with care.’ 
A touch would damage you.” 

“And you look as if you had put on your 
clothes with a pitchfork,” said de Sarde. “Still, 
that carelessness suits you. All you Englishmen 
dress clumsily. And you’re more ugly and mon¬ 
strous than most.” 

Then they both laughed; for both were very 
handsome men, in their different styles ; so that 
such jests were not dangerous. 

“I say—” began Langdon. 

But de Sarde put up his hand, with an appeal¬ 
ing gesture. 

“Don’t say it,” he shuddered. “You mean 
to be energetic about something, and my nerves 
won’t stand that. §it down, and keep quiet, if 
you can. By the way, I have seen her—she was 
passing through tho hall: a thoroughly Ameri¬ 
can type of woman, and that’s a very graceful 
one. I’m quite satisfied with her appearance.” 

“I say,” cried Langdon, again, “we did a 
beastly thing, last night, in laying that wager— 
I'm ashamed of it.” 

“ You mean, I suppose, that you know you are 
certain to lose your thousand pounds?” returned 
de Sarde, jeeriugly. “You can’t get off a bet 
on any such grounds, my young friend.” 

“Somebody ought to thrash us both,” said 
Langdon. “ Well, don’t let’s talk about it, or 
we shall quarrel.” 

“ No, we will not do that. But remember, I 
hold you to your wager,” replied de Sarde. 
“ Don’t forget it.” 

“ I shan’t forget,” growled Langdon. “But if 
ever I make another of the kind, about a woman, 
I hope—” 

He broke off, suddenly; and de Sarde, who 
had begun to laugh, followed the direction of 
his eyes. Two ladies were just coming arotfnd 
the corner of a path, which led to the summer¬ 
house, from the opposite direction to that by 
which Langdon had approached, a few moments 
before. 

One was a handsome, elderly lady, with beau¬ 
tiful snow-white hair and animated black eyes. 
She was tall and stately, with a strength and 
vigor that made the slender, delicate ereature, 
who walked beside her, look fairly fragile by 
centrist. Langdon knew, at once, that they 
must he the widow and her companion. 

Do Sarde had risen; and as the ladies reached 
the open front of the arbor, he lifted his hat. 
I.nng Ion mechanically imitated his gesture. The 
strangers slightly returned the salute, and then 
passed on. 

“ By Jove!” muttered Langdon, as the pair 


» disappeared. “ If they’d been a little nearer, 
she’d have heard.” 

“ She would only have been flattered. Nine¬ 
teenth century women like that sort of thing— 

I > Americans especially/’ answered the count. 
“What do you think of her?” 

“Nothing—hadn’t time,” replied Langdon, 
crossly, and turned away; for he felt that if 
he remained another moment, he would inevit¬ 
ably quarrel with the count. 

All that day, he thought of the widow. It was 
not her beauty which had struck him so much. 
Indeed, he told himself that she was barely 
pretty. But she looked so delicate, so refined— 

I * one of those creatures who need protection, such 
as one would give a child—that it seemed gross 
and horrible to have made her the subject of a 
coarse wager. He was angry at himself, and he 
remained so all day. 

To de Sarde, the day was, on the contrary, a 
very agreeable one. Some mutual acquaintance 
presented him to Mrs. Rushton; and he was re¬ 
ceived with marked favor. 

“I met your cousin, Madame de Noailles, in 
London, this spring,” she said. “She promised 
me, that, if I encountered you, you would make 
j yourself nice and agreeable. I hope you mean 
to do it.” 

“ If only I can be fortunate enough to find the 
way,” he answered, bowing low. 

“ Oh, that is easy,” she said, smiling. “ I like 
to be taken care of, and waited on, and coaxed. 
Now Mrs. Devereux thinks I am not dignified ; 
and, oh! dear, I don’t know how to be. I say 
everything that comes into my head, and I be¬ 
lieve everything people tell me; and the more I 
try to be a fine lady, and a woman of the world, 
the more I can’t. Fm thinking, seriously, of 
giving all my money to a convent, and being a 
nun. Only I should want them, in that caae, 
to make me the Superior. Don’t laugh, please ; 
I’m quite serious about it.” 

Though she talked nonsense, 8he did it with a 
naiveU which had a great charm. It was so 
evident, too, that she was not silly, that de Sarde, 
at first, decided she had adopted that r6le as the 
one suited to her appearance; but before two 
days had elapsed, he had given up this idea, and 
had come to believe her to be as unsophisticated 
as she seemed. 

Before a week elapsed, she was the idol of the 
whole house. Strange to say, the women were 
as fond of her as the men. As for Gaston de 
Sarde, he was the most astonished Frenchman 
that ever trod the earth ; for he discovered that 
she was taking a hold upon him that no woman 
had ever done before. She flattered him; piqued 
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him; teased; coaxed; tormented him. He was, 
for the first time in his life, seriously in love. 
But of all absurd things, the most absurd, the 
most unnatural, he said to himself, was for a 
man to love his own wife. In such case, he was 
sure to become the woman’s victim; certain to 
be deceived and deluded, somehow. “Yet I 
would marry her, Mon Dim ,” he said to himself, 
44 even if she had not a sou.” And he shrugged 
his shoulders, as he spoke. 

Langdon saw very little of the lady, for several 
days. Some exacting relatives had arrived, un¬ 
expectedly, at one of the other hotels; and as 
their time was very brief, he was much occupied 
with them. He made acquaintance first with 
Mrs. Devereux, who one day lost her road in the 
wood; and he was fortunate enough to be at 
hand, and show her the way horiie. She took a 
fancy to him, and introduced him to tfie widow. 
But for some time, he and Mrs. Ruahton made 
no progress in acquaintanceship; why, he could 
not tell. At last, she herself alluded to this. 

“ Everybody else in the house likes mfe—why 
don’t you?” she asked, abruptly, one evening, 
coming up to him, as he stood talking with Mrs. 
Devereux. 

For an instant, Noel was fairly taken aback. 
He had not been used to such directness, espe¬ 
cially from a woman. v He recovered himself 
quickly, however; and answered with tolerable 
ease. 

“ Perhaps I am afraid of liking you too much,” 
he said, with a low bow. Then he feared he had 
gone too far: the Compliment was certainly ven* 
pronounced ; and he glanced half apologetically 
at Mrs. Devereux. He was quite startled by the 
expression of the latter’s face. She was gazing 
full at him; and except for the absurdity of the 
thing, he would have been ready to swear it was 
pity, rather than reproof, that he read in her 
eyes. 

44 How could you like me too much?” said the 
widow, not seeing all this. “ I must be liked. 
It’s sunshine to me. You are English—that’s 
almost as good as being an American: so different 
from these dreadful foreigners, one can feel 
acquainted at once; mayn’t I, Mrs. Devereux? 
Oh, don’t scold. I’m sure you like him; you told 
me so. She did, Mr. Langdon: and she never 
makes mistakes, so I am certain you are nice. 
Life isn’t long enough to waste a lot of time in 
getting acquainted, so let’s play we know each 
other well already ; and do you sit down there on 
the grass, and tell me all about yourself. I 
know there’ll be a pack of wickedness in it, and 
then Mrs. Devereux will scold you instead of me; 
and I like to hear other people scolded.” 


Was she a child still, in character, to talk in 
this way? her hearer said to himself, just as 
the count had said before. Or was she an 
accomplished flirt? But he sat down, as com¬ 
manded. 

Half an hour after, de Sarde chanced to pass 
that way, and beheld the Burprising spectacle: 
his friend seated at the feet of the two ladies, 
playing with the widow’s fan, and talking in his 
most animated fashion. 

14 You may come, too, count,” said Mrs. Rush- 
ton. “Only you are too stately to loll on the 
grass; so you shall sit on the bench, between 
us.” 

Four days later, the two men were near a 
violent quarrel. But they checked themselves 
in time. 

44 Don’t let us be donkeys,” cried de Sarde, 
suddenly, holding out his hand. 44 We’ve been 
friends for five years. A woman shan’t separate 
us ; for it’s Mrs. Rushton we are fighting abotft, 
though we haven’t mentioned lie* name.” 

44 Of course it is,” said Langdon. 44 No, we 
won’t fight. It shall all be fair, and above-board, 
Gaston. I swear I am in earnest, at least. The 
creature drives me wild. I lore her 1” 

44 1 am troubled with the same complaint,” re¬ 
plied de Sarde, with the expressive shrug char¬ 
acteristic of him. 44 1 wouldn’t have believed it 
was in me.” 

Each had private reason for feeling very cer¬ 
tain that the other had no chance of success, so 
tlr -* could both afford to keep good-natured ; thus 
matters went on with tolerable smoothness, till 
Mrs. Rushton had been nearly three weeks at the 
hotel. 

Then, one morning, Langdon received a tele¬ 
gram, which forced him to go away for a few 
days. His sister’s marriage was to take place, at 
once. She haul been engaged for a good while; 
her lover had received a civil appointment in 
India; he was obliged to sail at short notice; 
and he would not go without his bride; so trous¬ 
seau and settlements were preparing in hot 
haste, and Noel could not reftise to leave. 

He would see Mrs. Riishton, he said, before 
he started. He would tell her his story: he 
would go mad if he did not. But Mrs. Devereux, 
alone, met him in their sa]on. 44 Mrs. Rushton,” 
said Mrs. Devereux, “was ill in bed.” Lang¬ 
don, quite stunned by this unexpected blow, 
could only stammer out his regret, make his 
adieus, and wonder, after he had departed, 
whether he had betrayed his secret. 

Four days later, de Sarde was seated in that 
very salon, gazing, with all his eyes, at the 
graceful creature who sat leaning back in a low 
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easy-chair, looking up at him with a radiant smile, 
while he talked. Mrs. Rushton never received 
him alone. But, to all intents and purposes, 
their interview was a Ute-h-lete; for the great 
drawing-room was divided by an arch, and Mrs. 
Devereux sat writing letters at the further end, 
quite beyond the reach of their voices. 

The count had not gone with the intention of 
speaking, that day. He was so confident of 
success, that he said to himself, that, when he 
did speak, she would yield. There was a certain 
piquancy, meantime, he thought, in prolonging 
the situation. But, at. this interview, she so \ 
bewitched and bewildered him, that, before he j 
knew it, he had snatched her two hands, and was 
exclaiming: 

“ I love you, I love you !” j 

She did not withdraw her hands. She made 
no effort to do so. On the contrary, she let them ; 
lie in his ; but looked at him in a pained, troubled j 
way, and said, tremulously, yet with a dignity he j 
had never seen he? exhibit: j 

“ I did not think you would punish me like j 
this, for having trusted you.” < 

He released her hands, exclaiming: \ 

“ You must have seen—you must know that I \ 
love you. IIow can you be offended, as you \ 
seem to be? Do you understand? I ask you to 
be my wife.” , 

“ Oh,” she interrupted, with a little frightened ' 
laugh, “ if you were one of my countryjnen, I 
could understand. But Frenchmen don’t woo in 
that fashion. They go to the lady’s friends.” 

“To whom shall I go?” he asked. 

“ Mrs. Devereux, of course.” 

He started up. 

“ Wait,” she said. “ I—I must ask you some¬ 
thing, first. If I told you, that, in the event of 
my marrying again, I had to give up the greater 
part of my fortune—” 

“ I have twenty-five thousand francs a year,” 
ho broke in. ** We can live on that, at least, 
Italy. I will be honest. At one t,ime» I would 
not have thought a man could, marry on that. 
But if you can love me, if you can be content, I 
am the happiest fellow alive.” 

“You mean that?” she cried. 

Her lustrous eyes gazed into his, as if she 
would read his very soul. 

“ Let. me call your friend, Mrs. Devereux, and 
tell her?” he exclaimed. “You will believe, 
then.” 

“You will be sorry, after,” she said, in an odd 
tone. 

“ Sorry?” he echoed. “ How oould I be?” 

“ Ah, well, call her,” said the widow. 

De Sarde hurried down the room, and looked 


in through the muslin curtains that hung over the 
archway. 

“ A thousand pardons, madame,” he said, to 
Mrs. Devereux. “ Mrs. Rushton begs you to 
come to her, for a moment.” 

The old lady arose. He stood aside, for her 
to pass. When they reached the widow, Mrs. 
Devereux said, in an annoyed tone: 

“ What did you want, Adela?” 

“It was the count wanted you,” replied Mrs. 
Rushton, nestling down in her chair, like a white 
kitten. 

“ I have asked this lady to be my wife,” said 
the count, trembling and agitated, yet speaking 
very firmly. “ I love her. It is not her fortune 
I want—it is herself. I will not deny, that, at 
first, I did think of her money. But whether 
she loses it or not, is of no consequence. It is 
she—shehlone—who can make my happiness. 
I love her.” 

“ My dear Mrs. Devereux,” said the widow, in 
her softest voice, “ you can draw on your banker. 
I have gained my wager. Count de Sarde, your 
bet was that you could win me in four weeks. 
Mine was, that, in three, you would ask me to 
marry you ; not for my money, but because you 
loved me. Good-day, Monsieur de Sarde. The 
next time you indulge in such wagers, be careful 
you do it in a room with thick walls.” 

The count had growh white as a ghost while 
she spoke. As she ceased, he bowed ; and 
turned slowly away. He reached the door; 
then he came as slowly back; paused at a little 
distance from her; and said, in a muffled, diffi¬ 
cult voice: ^ 

“ I don’t ask your pardon. That would be 
useless. I want only to say that I am rightly 
punished. I—I think I ought to tell you, too, 
that Langdon was ashamed of the bet. We were 
both mad, I think; and he wanted to get out of 
it.” 

Mrs. Rushton arose, quickly ; went up to him. 
and held out her hand. The tears were in her 
eyes ; and she said, rapidly : 

“ You are an honest man, at bottom. I did so 
hope you were. If you will only let your true 
self act, you will be worthy an honest woman’s 
affection, some time. Good-bye.” 

She went away, beyond the arch ; and he left 
the room. The next morning, he started for 
Berne, and took the route to Paris; but lie was 
honorable enough to telegraph to Langdon; and 
the telegram ran thus : 

“ I have failed; and I mutt tett you that she 
known about the wager ' 1 

That telegram did not reach Noel. He had 
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already left home; and within thirty-six hours ! 
after de Sarde’s departure, had arrived at Thun, j 

The porter, who carried his luggage upstairs, I 
informed him that his friend was gone. Noel, j 
though ignorant of the facts, suspected the truth; j 
and said to himself that de Sarde had rushed 
upon his fate, and had met with a refusal. 

Judicious inquiries subsequently elicited the 
information that the two American ladies were 
quite well. Then the man proceeded to give 
news in regard to others; to mention new 
arrivals, etc., etc. But Langdon’s interest in 
the affairs of the house had suddenly failed; and 
he dismissed the loquacious porter, with an un¬ 
finished sentence on his lips.' 

Langdon flung himself into a chair, travel- 
stained and weary; and sat thinking and won¬ 
dering. “ Have I not been a fool to come back ?” 
he said to himself. “ Am I not madder than de 
Sarde, to tempt my fate ? No, no! Without 
this bewitching woman, life would be a desert. 

I cannot risk losing her. She was so gentle, so 
yielding—protection was so necessary to her,” 
he went on to say, “that she might, while he 
shilly-shallied, give herself to some man who 
had the wit to be masterful and insist: and 
whom she could not bear to refuse, for fear of 
giving pain: she was just the sort of woman to 
make some sacrifice like that.” 

And she cared for him. She must. Her 
beautiful eyes had shown it. Whew he reached 
that thought, a memory, which he had studi¬ 
ously banished for weeks, started up in his mind, 
showing so loathsome and black, that, for a 
space, he felt utterly overwhelmed—unworthy, 
ever, even to see her again. 

He sat, for awhile, brooding over his dark 
fancies; then a stern resolve fastened upon him: 
he could not shake it off; he tried, but he failed. 
He must go to her. He must tell her the truth. 
He must reveal the fact of that vile wager. It 
was useless to argue—to assure himself that it 
was downright madness: he must do it. Not to 
do it would be dishonorable. 

He got up, and began to dress, in great haste: 
it Beemed to him as if he should never be ready. 
But he was, at length, out in the hall, giving \ 
his card to a servant, and bidding the man in- \ 
quire if Mrs. Rushton could receive him. j 

Then, presently, he found himself in her salon; > 
and after a few moments’ waiting, she appeared. > 
She was dressed, as usual, in white, looking so j 
ethereal and lovely that his misery and remorse J 
swelled up in a higher, blacker tide; and even if \ 
he had not beeff already resolved to tell her the j 
whole truth, he could not have kept his lips from \ 
its utterance. j 


\ 

“ Mr. Langdon, how nice of you to come back,” 
she said, approaching him, with her dainty hand 
extended, and that Circe-like smile on her lips. 

He hurried forward to meet her. He stretched 
forth his hand. Then he drew it back, and 
stopped short, and said, brokenly: 

“ I can’t take it. I’m not fit. I’m the meanest 
wreloh alive, and I came to tell you so.” 

Her whole face changed, as if by magic. The 
smile faded from her lips; her eyes grew soft 
and kind. She put out her slender fingers, took 
his, and shook them cordially. 

“ You are nothing of the sort,” she said; “and 
I won’t hear my friends abused. You are a very 
good fellow, by nature. But the life you have 
led has nearly ruined everything that is decent 
in you, and will completely, if you don’t change 
it.” 

“ I want to change it,” he stammered. “ I mean 
to ; but—” 

“There mustn’t ba any but in the case,” she 
interrupted. “You are to do it, all for the sake 
of right: for the sake of being an honorable man. 

I meant to treat you very differently; to give 
you the punishment I thought you merited, just 
as I did your friend. Even he made me feel a 
little ashamed; for, after all, though I was pro¬ 
voked to it, that’s no excuse. I have behaved 
nearly os bad as you two.” 

“ You know ?” he exclaimed. 

“ Yes, I know. I heard the bet, and I heal'd 
your wish to retract it, the nd&tf'morning. Don’t 
look like that. If you could endure those weeks, 
believing that you deceived me, you can endure 
the poin of hearing that I did know, all the 
while.” 

There came a knock at the door; and in 
answer to Mrs. Rushton’s summons, a servant 
entered, with a bouquet* 

“Colonel Falkland’s compliments, mad am e; 
and he will come for yon to drive, in a quarter of 
an hour. He was unavoidably detained at Thun, 
and is busy.with letters for the post.” 

[ The door closed again, and she turned to Lang- 
j don, holding up the odorous flowers. 

“ From the man I am engaged to,” she said. 
“ Ho only got here last night. I’ve not had the 
courage to tell himho^ jll I have behaved. But 
T must. So you see I hatve my punishment, too.” 

Langdon sat .still, for a few instants, his hand 
covering his face. Presently he arose, and went 
up to her. 

“ The difference is, that my punishment is 
deserved, and yours is not,” he said. “ I seem 
to have lived a whole life, in these seconds. T 
am going now. Some time—if I am ever strong 
enough, manly enough—1 will see you again, 
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DAME BARBARAS PORTRAIT 


and thank you. Anyway, you shall live to ac¬ 
knowledge that the lesson was not wasted on a 
man incapable of profiting by it.” 

He lifted the loose sleeve of her dress to his 
lips, and went quickly out of the room. 

That happened five years since, and he kept 
his word. Colonel Falkland and his wife may 
be considered to rank among the happy people 
of this earth. Only last month, I spent a few 
days at their house; and Langdon brought his 


bride on a visit. We should have hod de Sard* 
also; only he was called unexpectedly back to 
Constantinople, where be holds a diplomatic 
position of importance. 

I have no moral to offer, except this: There’s a 
turning-point in every human life, no matter 
what the past has been; if only the wanderer, 
in the world’s wilderness, will have fortitude 
enough to tread brately along the thorny path, 
which is the only way out of the morass. 


PA ME BARBARA’S PORTRAIT. 

BT MINNIE IBVINO. 


Barbara Heathootk was her name. 

Out of this deeply-carren frame. 

She smiles through years and years the same. 

Three roses, in her hand of snow, 

Blush as they did amidst the glow 
Of some hot summer, long ago. 

Beneath her feet, the grass is green; 

And half in shadow, half in sheen, 

Against her dress, two daisies lean. 

Like the bright spirits of her two 
Sweet babes, that died, ere yet they knew 
Their mother’s loving eyes of blue. 

Those puffs and curls of golden hair. 

Those crimson. Mps, that forehead fair, 


Those white arms, from the shoulders bare. 

Lie in the churchyard; with the dust 
Of English squires, both brave and just, 
Whose swords in Heathcote Manor rust. 

Yet, through the painter's art divine, 

Iier blue eyes still upon us shine— 

ITcr silken curls still twist and twine. 

And when the pallid moonlight falls 
Upon the Manor's ivied walls. 

And glimmers faintly through its halls. 

Out of the shadows, black and drear, 

So blooming does her fkce appear. 

You’d soy her very self was here. 


A JUNE LANDSCAPE. 

BT MAURICE PENDEBICK. 


No smallest leaf of all the trees— 

Beeches, and oar sad sister pine. 

That girdles in this haunt benign— 

Was stirring; yet the truant brceso 
Not far was known where quick sunshine 
And shadows playing hide-and-seek 
Amidst its difh, alternate freak 
The eastward mountains' solemn line. 


In middle distance, soft to scan, 

A landscape lay; of sneh repose 
As you might tell is found for those 
Who rest in fields Elysian. 

'Mid greenest foliage, there rose 
Sparse farmsteads, and the silent spire; 

And southward, where the land is higher, 
An old Round Tower the prospect know* 


HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW. 

BT PAUL M. BUSSELL. 


Hk needs no lettered shaft to tell his worth, 
Whose grave is wet with universal team; 

His fame survivfs the ceaseless flight of year* 
E'en though his voice is heard no more on earth. 

Oh, Longfellow, sweet singer of the North! 
Thy muse to thee a nobler pillar rears. 

Than aught on Athens’ classic plain appears. 


Enceladns stifl breathes hot vapor forth; 

So, too, the incense of thy song will rise 
Above the Etna of long years; thy name, 

M Not born to die," shine like a planet bright, 
Fixed in the gorgeous archives of the skies. 

“ Burns on for ever more that quenchless flam* 
Shines on that inextinguishable light." 
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BT MRS. ANN 8. STEPHENS. 


[Entered recording to Act of Congress, in the year 1881, by Mias Ann Stephens, in the Office of the Librarian of 

Congress, at Washington, D. C.] 


COOTDfUKD n 

CHAPTER XIII. 

In a side street, near the National Hotel, the 
Indian Commission were lodged. The presenoe 
of Washanee in the party had, of course, sepa¬ 
rated her and the old chief from their associates; 
and this gave Caleb Stewart great opportunities 
for the exercise of a subtle influence with the 
members, which he did not fail to use with 
dexterity and caution. 

There was scarcely a member of that little band 
who had not been craftily selected for the position 
he held, by this astute man; yet his efforts in 
the whole business had been so quiet and decep¬ 
tive, that no one,* except himself, was probably 
aware of the fact. Indeed, it would have been 
difficult to tell how he hod managed to instill so 
many of the vices of our civilization into these 
primitive people, against the finer influence of a 
man who had toiled, worked, and suffered for 
them, during a long lifetime. When Washaning 
left his territory, in was in the belief that some 
of the best men of his nation were his associates. 
He had seen both them and their fathers emerge 
from crude savage, lifte into an industrious and 
law-making people. From wild huntsmen and 
fierce warriors, they ltad become tillers of the 
soil; and in a certain picturesque way, statesmen 
as well as warriors. 

From the time when Washaning, in his ardent 
youth, came eastward in search of knowledge, 
and carried it back to the wilderness with the 
aid of a beautiful young wife, the mission-work 
of civilization had cotmnenoed, and progressed 
as it never had done before in a savage nation. 

The influence of a benign climate'had perhaps 
prepared the tribes for her gentle ministration, 
and his ever increasing knowledge. Certain it 
is, that nature or circumstances had made it 
easy for these people to accept the first great 
lesson of self-government, with a thirst for im¬ 
provement as yet unknown to the wild hordes of 
the mountains or desert plains farther west. 
But with this growth of knowledge, came, after 
awhile, the evils of civilization, also—ambition, 
the craft of trade, the fever of speculation—all 
the creeping sins for which the Indians have 
bartered the wild fierce freedom of savage life. 


)M PAGE 390. 

When Washaning looked back, in his ripe old 
age, on the field he had sowed and reaped 
through three generations, did he discern; amid 
the stubble left from the grand harvest of a 
life, the evil things that had crept in with civili¬ 
zation? Did he feel the waning of that power 
of command, which, united with the superstitions 
of an imaginative race, had made him almost an 
object of worship, before the level of intelligence 
among his people arose to the habit of ques¬ 
tioning ? Or, serene and content with his own 
work, did he remain unconscious of the influences 
that were undermining him? 

I think the old man was unconscious. It 
seems almost impossible that his grand character 
could stoop even to a suspicion of the craft, 
greed, and falsehood that had surrounded him 
for years. Such things, lying far below his ideas 
of human nature, could hardly be guarded against, 
save by the fine intuition that makes one shrink 
from an evil thing without comprehending it. A 
daring and fearless attempt at wrong he would 
have felt, and met with all the vigor of his early 
days; but men who can grapple with lions do 
not grope down in the earth for moles. Yet. to 
such men, these things are sometimes the most 
dangerous. In this way, the old chief was 
ignorant of the underground movements of Caleb 
Stewart; though his fine nature recoiled from 
the man, almost with shuddering, when he had 
dared to speak of Washanee as a woman who 
might become his wife. 

Caleb Stewart could never have understood 
these fedlings in the old chief, had they been 
explained to him ever so clearly. With him, the 
interview had left a burning sense of present 
defeat, with a more stubborn resolve to accom¬ 
plish the system of spoliation he had arranged 
with such deep skill, against the Indians he 
designed to make the instruments both of his 
greed, his revenge, and his baffled but not de¬ 
spairing love. With this object always in view, 
he sought the Commissioners, in their lodgings, 
the night of Mrs. Forbes’ party, after gliding like 
a thief from the side of Mrs. Camp, when he saw 
Huestice Young approaching her. 

The Indians had not yet made their scant 
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preparations for rest, though one or two of them 
had cast their blankets on the floor of one large 
common room ; and half sitting, half lying upon 
them, lazily watched some strange game of hazard 
that three of the younger members were playing: 
in which a dainty moccasin, embroidered all over 
with dainty needlework, was passed back and 
forth among them, sometimes flashing in the 
candle-light, again hid away in the garments of 
the players. 

When Stewart entered, one of these bronzed 
gamblers, who had the moccasin in his hand, 
held it up, uttering & triumphant sound from the 
throat, intended to draw attention either to the 
beauty of the moccasin, or the good luck that it 
had achieved for him. 

“See, I have got it,” he said, thrusting the 
moccasin into his bosom, as Stewart came near. 
“ Pretty thing, and all mine. Who will say, after 
this, that I cannot have what I want?” 

“ But it is not hers,” said Stewart, with that 
white look about the mouth which came and went 
so frequently when Washanee was mentioned. 

“ Yes, hers.” 

“ But she did not give it to you.” 

The young chief nodded his head, and hugged 
the moccasin to his breast with one hand, while 
his black eyes, full of malicious mischief, were 
turned on the man. 

“Yes, 1 say—yes.” 

“I do not believe it. She never would have 
anything to say to you copper-colored fellows.” 

“ Only she takes this from her foot—this way ; 
throws it for me to catch; and laughs when I 
take it between both hands—so—and kiss it here, 
there, everywhere.” 

Here the young chief held up his prize, and 
touched it with his lips on the instep, the sole, 
and the delicate silken lining. 

Stewart was a prudent man, and usually held 
his passions under control; but when Washanee 
was the person in discussion, it seemed as if 
some hidden passion was sure to master him. 

“ Take that shoe from your audacious mouth, 
and throw it here,” he said, reaching out his 
hand. 

“No, no; we have only just begun to play,” 
broke in the other young men, who still kept 
their places, seated like Turks on the floor. 
“ Gray Hawk keeps us waiting. One of us 
might have won the *come’ before.now.” 

Gray Hawk thrust the moccasin into his bosom, 
casting a defiant look on Stewart. 

“ No,, no. He wants to steal it. I will not 
play,” he said, gathering up his limbs, and 
smoothing down the leathern fringe of his leg¬ 
gings, with provoking calmness. 


“There, I will meet all your losses,” said 
Stewart, tossing a gold piece to the floor. “Only 
no more lies about the moccasin,” 

Gray Hawk arose to his feet, with lurid fire 
in his eyes. 

“ Who speaks of lies ? That is a word that 
blisters a white man’s mouth,” he said. “Do 
you give it to a chief, and the son of a chief?” 

Stewart laughed; but slowly, and with grim 
hesitation. He had no wish to quarrel with any 
person presents—certainly not trith this young 
Indian, who was a chief of great influence in the 
dusky group. 

“ My dear fellow,” he said, with entire change 
of mauner, “ you are learning English too rapidly. 
Make certain that you know what a word means, 
before you quarrel about it; especially, with 
the best friend you have.” 

Gray Hawk shook off the caressing hand laid 
on his shoulder, and drew back against the wall. 

“ You dare not have said that word to me in 
the woods ; only here, where you take away our 
rifles,” he muttered. 

“ I dare not say it anywhere, if it gives you 
offense,” said Stewart, who never hesitated at 
concessions of any kind, when they were in his 
own interest; and was now almost amusing him¬ 
self with the rage of this young savage, in spite 
of the moccasin in his bosom. “ But you do not 
understand. No brave man takes offense at a 
word spoken in jest, no matter whet its meaning 
may he.” 

The Indian’s features relaxed; the clutched 
hand fell slowly from his bosom. 

“I was a fool,” he said. “The white men 
have words that cut like knives, but mean noth¬ 
ing. It takes long time to understand. I will 
ask W&shaning, before I let the blood boil up to 
my head again.” 

“ Why ask Washaning?” said Stewart, with a 
glance that conveyed more meaning than his 
words. 

“ Because he knows everything.” 

“ Why should he know more than yourselves, 
who are young and strong, and have learned 
many things from his own books. You Indians 
allow this old man to think all yonr thoughts, 
and speak all your words-^you, who are chiefa 
like himself.” 

“ No, not like himself,” said the young brave, 
who had thrown himself on a buffalo-robe in one 
corner of the room. “Washaning is a great 
medicine-man, as well as a chief. He and the 
Great Spirit talk together, face to face.” 

One of his cold, sinister stniles, that chilled all 
enthusiasm like icicles, accompanied Stewart's 
answer. 
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“We have prophets here who claim to do that, lifted himself to one elbow, and looked indiffer- 

but no man in his senses believes. It is only ently out upon the noble scene. This man was, 

the ignorant that do that.” at heart, a poet, and that grand combination of 

“But who would dare to go against Wash- light and shadow thrilled him with inexpressible 
aning?” pleasure. For a time, he rested in an attitude at 

“ You.” once picturesque and indolent, gazing on the 

“ No, no 1” snow-white facade; the black shadows, that 

“ Why should you be afraid of him?” seemed to lurk like assassins behind the pillars; 

“ Because he is wise; because he loves us, and the swift rain of water drops, that flashed upward 
all the tribes of our people.” from a fountain on the terrace; and the delicate 

“ But you also are wise. You study the books penciling of elm branches, that swayed in the 
that gave him all that he knows.” wind, and threw a network of ever-changing 

“ But he is old. He is the prophet of a great beauty over the green embankments and the 
medicine-lodge.” marble walls. For a moment or two, all was 

“ Yes, that is his home. You should have left silent in the room; then Gray Hawk fell back to 
him in the medicine-lodge, to talk for you with his old position, and all the delight that view 
the Great Spirit; but here, among white men, it had given him came in one long breath: 
is youth, and strength, and fearlessness, that “ Ugh.” 

•win prosperity. The great father here wants to | The other young savages drew in silence from 
deal with the young braves, who will be chiefs j the window, seated themselves on the floor again, 
and rich men of their nation, after this old j and one of them taking the moccasin from his 
prophet is happy with his fathers. Why should ; foot for the occasion, i^ent on with their game; 
he sell the lands that are yours as well as his, or \ while Gray Hawk remained thoughtful, as if 
take the money that belongs to you all?” j pondering over this new idea of government in 

“ Because he is chief of the Cherokee Nation. \ his miud. 

The best of us only rule over & tribe.” j Stewart saw that his words had taken effect on 

“ That is like our nation, only no one of us 
has the right to guide all the rest. Down yonder, 
is the White House, where our great chief is 
lodged. He, yesterday, promised many things 
that you asked of him—but look through the 
window. Yonder, on the hill, lifted like a great 
palace of snow into the moonlight* is the great j years before that one of yours. His council-lodge 
marble-pillared lodge of the people, where a j has a roof of great trees, that locked their bran- 
bundred chiefs will have a talk, and decide l ches against the sky hundreds and hundreds of 
whether he can keep his word or not. If these \ years ago, when the warriors that fill our mounds 
chiefs do not like the promises he has made, they j with the glory of their ashes, smoked the pipe of 
will pass away like the wind. Up there, all the ; peace, or sharpened their arrows under them, 
white tribes have a right to speak. Last of all, j Up their vast trunks, and around iheir limbs, 
the man you talked to yesterday; but then he spreading vines have wound themselves, summer 
can only say what the other chiefs have told j after summer, till, heavy with age, they have 
him, every one speaking for his tribe.” j drooped down to the earth again, like the curtains 

As he spoke, Stewart drew aside a curtain J of a white man’s tent, bright with flowers in the 
fVom the window, and, as one or two of the young I spring time, heavy with ripe fruit in the fall. 
Indians came to his side, pointed out the Capitol, j The floor is thick with moss, through which little 
seated imperially on its terraced hill, and j plants creep in and out, and drop their red ber- 
batbed in the soft glory of a midnight moon. j ries everywhere. We know that the Great Spirit 
“There,” he said, pointing to the dome that \ loves this place, because be sends mocking-birds 
pose against the deep-blue sky, “is the great' and red birds, who shake the leaves with their 
council-lodge of our nation, where every tribe j wings, and fill them with sweet noises, by which 
sends its chiefs, and all have a right to speak; < we learn that he is pleased with us. W lien we 
those who are bravest, strongest, and most wise, J hear them, the bravest warrior among us treads 
lift their voices above the rest, and they become ; softly on the moss. Some birds build nests 
laws.” | there, and no warrior will trample on their eggs: 

Gray Hawk, who had listened keenly, but \ the voices of their dead children, sleeping there, 
with the silent pride of his race, which forbids j might cry out from the broken shells. For we 
an expression of surprise or sudden pleasure, i know that birds bring to us messages from the 


> this one mind at least. 

“ In the great white lodge up yonder, all the 
\ tribes of our nation have a chief to sptuk for 
them, while you have only one—Washauing.” 

“ Washaning is wise. He holds talk with aur 
people in a lodge built by the Great Spirit, many 
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great hunting ground, where our fathers are 
watching over us night and day. Is the white 
lodge up yonder, with all the moonlight upon it, 
larger or grander than that in which Warhaning 
talks to his chiefs ?” 

The young braves upon the floor had forgotten 
their game while Gray Hawk was speaking, and 
broke into a low guttural sound of approbation 
when he paused. 

Stewart had listened to this unexpected burst 
of eloquence with interest, surprise, and annoy¬ 
ance. It held him silent for some moments. 
He comprehended how deeply seated was the 
poetic superstition of these people, and how pow¬ 
erful they might become in the hands of a dex¬ 
terous reasoner. After. a time, the insidious 
man recovered himself. He was not to be baffled 
in his object by a dash of savage poetry. 

44 No matter if your council-lodges arc of trees 
and roofed by the Bky, while ours is of stone 
taken from the hills. It is the spirit of liberty 
that dwells up yonder, I have been trying to 
make you understand,” he said. 

Something more near to a smile than anyone 
had seen upon the young Indian’s face came 
over it now. 

“Liberty?” he said. “Is that the spirit 
which gave our lands to the whites, before I was 
old enough to feel the w1*ong of it, and drove our 
people across the great river?” 

44 That,” answered Stewart, with a half-jeering 
smile, “ was what our statesmen call the spirit of 
progress.” 

“ And that spirit is seeking to tear down our 
homes again. This it is which troubles Wash- 
aning.” 

44 But he is old, and all the Are has gone out 
of him.” 

“Washaning is wise—a prophet. He talks 
with the Great Spirit, and tells us what is best.” 

44 We, too, have such prophets. You can see 
their lodges all around; the white man’s world 
is full of them—see!” 

As Stewart spoke, he moved across the room, 
and lifted a curtain opposite the window through 
which they had looked upon the Capitol. The 
Indians looked out, and saw half a dozen church 
spires rising against the deep blue of the sky. 

41 Medicine-lodges?” questioned the young 
chief. 

44 Every one of them, and a prophet in each. 
Only we call them by another name, and their 
prophets have no power in making laws for the 
people. Their duty is to teach us the way to 
reach Heaven.” 

“ That is the white man’s hunting ground?” 

Stewart nodded his head. 


\ 44 And these men talk with your Great Spirit ?” 

1 “ They talk of him,” said Stewart. 

44 And go up yonder to hold council with the 
great white chiefb, telling his thoughts to them ?” 
5 4 4 For about a minute each day.” 

> A grim sarcastic smile stirred Stewart’s mouth. 
J In his scoffing irreverence, he longed to say more, 
i but checked himBelf. The devout principle was 
< too deeply seated in those young Indians, for any 
J attack upon their religion; his object now was 
> to separate that feeling from the worldly objects 
< that had brought them eastward. If he could 
| limit Washaning’s influenoe to that of a prophet, 
> and convince these braves that there was a kind 
> of sacrilege in mingling religious with temporal 
\ matters, a great step toward the control of these 
i young men would be gained. 

< Gray Hawk fixed his black eyes on the man 
\ who could hardly keep sneers from his lips when 
j he spoke of the most sacred things. 

\ 44 What are your prophets doing in so many 

> lodges, if they do not tell the chiefs of a nation 
l what their Great Spirit thinks is good for them ?” 
? Stewart bit his lips, and checked the scoffing 
$ satire that sprang to them; for he saw how 
< earnest was the devout feeling that prompted 
j these questions, and dared not laugh at it. 
j “ The law-makers of a nation think it safest to 
\ consult each other. They think it might displease 
l their Great Spirit, if they drew his prophets 
’ from their heavenly path to deal with worldly 
j affairs. Young warriors and wise men, who can 
i fight as well as talk, are permitted to make our 
I laws.” 

44 Ugh,” muttered one of the young Indians, 
l looking up from his game, 44 that is well.” 
i 44 Washaning is a great prophet. Our fathers 
\ have seen him on the war-path, but no one of us 
l ever has,” said Gray Hawk. 

^ 44 There is much wisdom in his head, but no 

j sap in his arm,” added another. 

\ This speaker stretched out his arm, sinewy 
* and strong, shaking it, as he spoke, with all the 
> arrogance of youth. 

{ 44 Those who defend the laws should make 

j them,” said Stewart, delighted with the success 
\ of his efforts. 

i Gray Hawk did not reply; he had fallen into 
I sombre thought, and sat upon his buffalo- robe, 

< motionless as a statue of bronze. He did not 
j; even look up, when Stewart prepared to g°- 
> These new ideas of government troubled him. 

1 CHAPTER XIV. 

\ Wash Aims had been living, for many days, like 
\ a bird in its cage; only that the door was open, 

\ and she could have gone out, but for her own 
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strong will. She had been training her glorious 
roice down to the conventionalities of ordinary 
music, quite unconscious that improvisation was 
the great charm of her own performances. Hour 
after hour, she practiced on the hired piano that 
the kind old grandfather had obtained for her; 
and it was no fault of hers if the genius she 
possessed was not tamed down into the insipidity 
of sound given by sweet-voiced women, who, after 
well-acted reluctance and due persuasion, prac¬ 
tice their lessons for us in the parlor. Her great 
ambition, just then, was to sing like Constance 
Noel; look, dress, and act like her; while that 
young lady, understanding the value of original 
genius, would have given up all her accomplish¬ 
ments for the wild power of pleasing with which 
this girl of the woods was endowed. 

To this end, Washanee had lent all the force 
of her intellect, for weeks. That piano, whioh 
had suffered by constant migrations to various 
houses in the city, was not the only proof of the 
civilization the girl was bent on acquiring. A 
huge mirror had attracted her attention, in a 
second-hand furniture store, mounted in an 
entanglement of tarnished gilding; and this 
also the old chief had been induced to purchase, 
and have transported to his lodgings, where it 
covered half of a wall, and reflected the em¬ 
broideries and furs that made Washanee’s little 
parlor so picturesque. Before this glass, the 
girl turned herself into wonderful pictures, in 
which she found it impossible to transform her 
wild originality into the suave and graceful 
loveliness which surrounded Constance like an 
atmosphere; but she could not mistake the 
picturesque effects of her own grand beauty, 
which no effort of hers could tame into conven¬ 
tional nothingness. 

Indeed, that old looking-glass seemed to have 
been inspired with life, from the time it took 
position on the wall; for when Washanee was 
not practicing vague attempts at grace before it, 
, the black girl, whom she called Wisse, planted 
her bronze image on its surface; and found 
infinite delight in varying the beauties of her 
own person by adding fragments of bright coloi to 
her dress, braiding and unbraiding the kinks of 
her hair into inconceivable complications, while 
she performed the antics of “Jack in a box” 
before the unconscious glass. 

One day, when Washanee’s enthusiasm was 
dying out under the monotony of frequent prac¬ 
tice, and a humiliating sense of failure that had 
haunted her since Mrs. Forbes’ “Saturday 
K‘ght,” she found Wisse upon the floor, in front 
of the mirror, reflecting an elaborate picture of 
herself therein. She had dragged out the great 


black bearskin, lined with scarlet cloth, that 
served her as a bed, and thrown it down, in 
massive waves of red and black; on which she 
enthroned herself, like a Nubian queen—if such 
things exist—bent upon a regal toilet, such as 
the Indian girl herself had sometimes improvised, 
with a degree of success that might have charmed 
any artist 

Never was the impulsive genius of a richly- 
endowed creature caricatured with more success 
than Wisse gave to her imitation. She had 
arrayed herself in the blue skirt and scarlet 
jacket which was the pretty costume Washanee 
had chosen for her. The young Indian’s own 
Persian scarf was knotted about the gypsy’s 
waist; while leggings and moccasins, hpavy with 
embroidery, encased limbs agile and slender as 
those of an Italian grayhound. Thus, piling tint 
on tint, the girl had thrown herself into a very 
nest of gorgeous color, and reveled in it with 
delightful satisfaction, such as only one of her 
race can feel. In order to complete the picture, 
she had braided her black wool into innumerable 
kinks, and tipped each one with variously-tinted 
scraps of ribbon and floss silk, till a swarm of 
butterflies seemed hovering about her head, as 
she half reclined, with her elbow in the fur, and 
her head resting on one hand, admiring herself 
in the glass. • 

Washanee, who had a quick sense of the ludi¬ 
crous, took in this absurd sarcasm on her own 
efforts, and broke into a burst of laughter, so 
genial and good-natured that the very lesson it 
bore seemed like an enjoyment. 

“Get up, Wisse, get up,” she said, touching 
the young imp with her foot, in a spirit to caress 
rather than reprove. “You and I may as well 
give up. We can never make ourselves anything 
but what we both are. We have been brought 
up in the woods, and cannot shake it off. 

Wisse did not move; but kept her admiring 
gaze on the mirror, while she answered: 

“ I never answers, ’cept when folks ’dresses 
me by der name as is mine. Dat young pusson 
in dar don’t know no sich pusson as Wisse.” 

“Well, then, Chloe, get up, at once; give 
me that scarf, and get ready to go out. I mean 
to have a long walk.” 

Wisse gave one more longing glance at the 
mirror; lifted herself from the bearskin; and 
reluctantly uncoiled the scarf from her waist. 

“ There it am,” she said, tossing it to the feet 
of her mistress. 

“ Now get ready, at once. I am tired of these 
rooms—ashamed of myself. There must be 
woods to be reached. You and I will go and 
And them.” 
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Wisse, who had felt like a caged bird of late, j of autumn, only fainter, more delicate, and so 
forgot the picture she had been forced to mutilate, j exquisitely blended that in soft masses they 
and began to pluck the ribbon butterflies from \ seemed like colored shadows of a glory that had 
her hair in great glee. j been. Sometimes, the mossy turf of a forest 

“Them’s um, them’s um,” she said, dancing ; sloped down to the road, and there Washanee 
up and down on the bearskin. “ Jes’ let us get \ found wild flowers that she knew and loved, 
under de trees, whar no white folks kin kotch us, \ Here, a patch of wood-pansies purpled the turf 
while we ’joy ourselves. Golly, ain’t I glad!” J all around her. There, a grapevihe, covered with 
The girl evidently was glad to get out of those J glossy pink leaf-buds, flung its graceful tendrils 
close rooms, and take one more breath of her old ' over the branch of an oak, that seemed to accept 
wild life; for she tore the bits of ribbon reck- j its bright burden tenderly, as a mother accepts 
lessly from her head; tugged the braids loose, j the kisses of her child. Sometimes she found a tuft 
and combed them wit'h her fingers. ; of blue anemones, or saxifrage, and with delicious 

“Now I’se ready,” she said, tying a Madras ; home feeling gathered them. More than once, 
handkerchief in a tight knot under her chin. ! she trod down the gold of a dandelion, and almost 
“ Seems ter me as if we was goin’ home. Hi, hi, j wept over it, as if she had hurt some living thing 
wouldn’t I jes’ lub ter see a wigwam agin.” of beauty. 

“ Well, we will find the woods, if they have Wisse also was fall of animal enjoyment. She 
any in this part of the world, Wisse. Once < leaped the little brooks, that sometimes ran along 
under the shadow of trees, I shall feel like myself i the banks of the highway, half covered with 
again. Gome.” j blackberry vines, and sometimes running over 

This strange pair—mistress and maid—went j green cresses, for which she plunged her hand 
out together, both thirsting for a glimpse of their ; into the water, dragging them up with cries of 
old wild life; as birds, caged for awhile, flee ; exultation. Now and then, she came across a 
back to their nests. Hard study, and a vague ! tuft of wintergreen with berries, and would 
sense of defeat, had discouraged Washanee; and j devour them and the young sprouts together, 
added to that was the restlessness of a heart | Thus the two wandered on, till a deeper and 
disturbed by passions so completely unknown to j more considerable stream crossed the road, and 
it before, that they haunted her like sins. Noth- j came sweeping through a piece of woodland on 
ing but a long, long walk, that might dull her! their right. Here, Washanee paused; for the 
disappointment with physical exhaustion, could < stream was too deep for wading, and no other 
satisfy her craving for change. She did not \ road presented itself. Besides, the scene was 
miderstand this; but took her intense longing \ beautiful just there; for an old mill stood on the 
for the woods as a fit of homesickness, which opposite bank, and its water-wheel was in full 
must be appeased, before she could be at rest. j action, dropping water in great diamond sheets 
They went up the first street that seemed to f from its buckets, with a slow, monotonous plash, 
lead to the open country; and heedless of the j that sent cheerfal music to the bank where the 
attention their appearance on the sidewalk made, j young Indian girl stood. 

walked on and on, until the pavements were lost “ Is I to wade, young missus?” said Wisse, 
in a broad highway, with fields on either side, j reading the perplexity in Washanee’s counte- 
and houses here and there, surrounded with \ nance, and beginning to unlace her moccasins, 
ornamental grounds and tilled lands. j 44 Over dar is a hoss—I bring him here, and you 

As they went deeper into the country, Wash¬ 
anee’s spirits rose. The color, that had faded 
somewhat from her face during those weeks of 
study and confinement, came back, flushing her 
cheeks as if the soft spring air had brought bloom j could not comprehend why horses were not as 
with it. She looked around, as she walked, with free as the wintergreen she had been eating, 
a new sense of delight. The trees became plen- “ We must turn back,” said Washanee, with a 
tiful, after awhile; for the old forest monarchs, \ sigh ; for though quite six miles from the city, 
that were afterwards swept away by the war, j the walk had not half met her longing for 
stood in all their primeval grandeur then, sur- j exertion. Still, she lingered in that picturesque 
rounding W’ashington almost with a succession of \ spot, looking wistfully up and down the stream, 
woodland. The sdft spring winds had* been \ until Wisse gave a skip and a jump on the bank, 
among them, sending sweet sap thrbugh trunk ! singing out: 44 Hi, hi, here him comes.” 
and branches, covering them with tender leaves, j Washanee turned, and saw a man on horse- 
sometimes green, sometimes tinted with the colors \ back, coming around a corner of the mill toward 


ride.” 

44 No, no,” said Washanee. “ They would not 
permit it here. Every horse has an owner.” 
Wisse listened with open-eyed wonder. She 
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the river. He did not see them; but looked i leading his horse. It was an awkward way of 
down at the water anxiously, as if doubtftil of escorting a young lady, even of Cherokee birth, 
the place he was to cross. At last, he seemed to and a princess, and he felt this with some irrita- 
trust himself to his horse. The sagacious beast tion. Washanee was beautiful and picturesque 
moved a little up stream, then stepped carefully : enough to satisfy the scruples of any man ; but 
into the water, and bore his rider safely over, there was Wisse and the horse, forming a group 
landing a yard or two from where the Indian that disturbed the young man’s ideas of dignity, 
girl and her maid stood watching him. j If they could have been disposed of, this 

Wisse gave out another joyous “ Hi, hi,” when \ encounter would hate been a delight to him. 
she saw the face of the rider clearly, and Wash- j Wisse was ignorant of this feeling ; but the 
anee made a sudden effort to escape up the bank ; ’ girl had her own ideas, and seldom failed to act 
but it was too late. Huestice Young had seen ; upon them. They had not gone more than half a 
them, and leaping from his horse the moment he \ mile, before she began to limp, and venture on a 
touched ground, came toward them, drawing the 5 few stifled moans of pain. 

bridle over his arm. Washanee, always compassionate and really 

“ You here,” he said, with a look of glad sur- i fond of her black handmaiden, asked the reason 
prise, “so far from town, and afoot? Where is j of all this. 

the grandfather ?” j Wisse rubbed the side of her right legging, and 

Washanee recovered at onee from the panic 
that had seized upon her. 

“ Are we far from home?” she said. “I did 
not know it. Walking is so pleasant, that I was 
disappointed when the river blocked our path.” 

“But the grandfather—Washaning?” said 
Young, looking around. “ He must possess j great round eyes of Wisse, turned upon him 
robust health to come so far, at his age.” whenever he spoke, had begun to be oppressive. 

“ He is not here,” said Washanee, puzzled by \ Seized with a sudden impulse of humanity, he 
this persistence. “ Wisse and I came alone.” inquired if the girl could keep her place on a 
Here, Wisse bridled her head, and made a saddle, and being assured that she could not only 
bungling failure in her attempt at dignity. j do that, but manage a horse with some dexterity, 

“Do you really feel strong enough to walk he would have lifted her to his vacated seat; but 
back to the city?” he said, with some anxiety. forgetful of her lame ankle, the slave ran back a 
Washanee laughed, and unconsciously drew her | few paces, returned with a flying leap, and 
superb figure up to its full height, as she glanced j perched herself on the animal’s back with a 
down upon ft, in all the confidence of perfect i chuckle of delight, that dissipated all Young’s 
health. fears for her safety, and transferred them to his 

“It is pleasant; .the day is beautiful. I could j horse; for, with the dexterity of a circus rider, 
walk it back and again with delight,” she said. < she had secured a good hold of the bridle, and 
“ As for Wisse, nothing tires her.” j was now galloping up the road like a Cossack. 

Wisse seemed to dissent from this. She was | “ Surely, she will not ride into the city in that 

eyeing the horse Young led, with a keen desire j way,” said Young, turning to Washanee, with a 
to mount him. Such chances did not often come j look of const emotion. 

to her, even in the forest, and if the girl had l Washanee curved one hand over her mouth, 
an ambition in the world, it was to ride some i and uttered shrill whistle, which sounded like 
wild horse over a prairie, as she had seen the | that of a bird in distress. The girl heard it; 
Indian boys exercise the horses of their chiefs, j wheeled her horse in full career; and came re- 
Once in her life, she had joined in these exploits, luctantly back, drawing him in as she approached, 
and a great thirst for them had been on her ever \ “ Hide till you come within sight of the city; 

since. \ but turn back then, and keep within reach of my 

“Then I will have the pleasure of walking with J call,” said her mistress, 
you—that is, if you will not honor my horse,” j “ But she will be hurt. He is a spirited 
he said, with a doubtful glance at the saddle. j animal,” said young. 

Washanee laughed; his anxiety amused her. 

“ I could ride him without saddle,” she said. 

“We are not dainty in the woods; but here I 
like to walk best.” 

Young turned, and walked on by her side, 


W T ashanee shook her head and laughed. 

“She bias ridden wild prairie horses before 
now. Let her go.” 

Whether he liked it or not, Young was com¬ 
pelled to take Washanee* s advice; for Wisse was 


moaning faintly, said: 

“ Nuffin’ ailed her. Dat leg would guv way, 
and wuzn’t wuth nuffin’ to speak on, but nuffin’ 
wuz de matter wid her.” 

Here was an opportunity for Young. The 
horse was a terrible drag on his arm, and the 
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out of sight before he could frame another objec¬ 
tion. Now and then, during their walk home¬ 
ward, they saw her on some rise of ground, 
looking back on them; now riding toward Wash¬ 
ington ; now coming toward them: it mattered 
to the girl very little which way she went, so 
long, as a good horse was under her, and the fresh 
wind brought blood even into her dusky cheeks. 

Left thus alone upon the road, these young 
people walked on, for a time, almost in silence. 
Washanee had been so completely taken by sur¬ 
prise, when Young rode up to her from the river, 
that all the doubt and indignation that had 
possessed her since Mrs. Forbes’ 11 Saturday 
Night” was forgotten. The very joy of seeing 
him was enough for the moment; but now she 
began to feel the solitude of their position, and 
remember the woman she had seen hanging, with 
scarcely concealed caresses, on his arm. She 
remembered, also, the scorn with which Con¬ 
stance Noel had regarded this scene; and the 
bitterness of that hour came back upon her. 

Young, without understanding the cause of her 
silence, was oppressed by it. He saw that the 
smiles had all left her face, and that she walked 
proudly, like one completely given up to thought 
that troubled her. He said nothing then; but 
swerved a little from the road, and gathered some 
wild flowers from the bank, arranging them as he 
walked. 

“Perhaps you will deign to smile on them. 
To me, your countenance has been cloudy. Why 
iB that, Washanee?” 

Washanee took the pretty bouquet he offered; 
looked at it a moment, wistfully, almost long¬ 
ingly ; then dashed it from her. 

“ No, I will not take it. How dare you give me 
smiles and flowers that belong to that woman ?” 


“Another woman? What can you mean, 
Washanee?” 

“How dare you ask that?” cried the girl, 
flashing a look half of sorrow half of scorn upon 
him. “ I have eyes, and saw it all.” 

Young was troubled : he did not really under¬ 
stand her. Then tho truth flashed upon him; 
and with it came a hot flush of resentful shame. 

“ You are thinking of a lady who—who was 
near me awhile that evening,” he said. “ But 
why are you angry with me for that?” 

“ Because you love her, and give me flowers.” 

“ No, no. A thousand times no.” 

Washanee turned upon him, her face all afire; 
so swiftly was the pain swept from it with a rush 
of happiness. 

“No—you say no?” 

“ On my honor, no.” 

Young spoke with thrilling emphasis. The 
joy in that young face was a revelation that made 
his blood tingle, and his heart leap. He lost all 
prudence, all control of himself. That glorious 
creature, offering her love with such innocent 
unconsciousness, intoxicated his senses, Bwept 
away his judgment. 

“You do not love her, and you give me flowers. 
Ah, in my country, we know what such things 
mean ; but not here, not here.” 

The girl was abashed, now ; she felt that her 
words were in some way wrong, that blushes 
arose to her cheeks, while the lids drooped over 
her eyes, leaving them altogether in shadow of 
their lashes. 

“They mean,” said Young, altogether beside 
himself, “that I love you—you. No other 
woman on earth loves me.” Yoyng uttered these 
words under his breath. 

[to be continued.] * 


ONLY A PANSY BLOSSOM. 


BY 1BIN B. BBXFORD. 


Only a pansy blossom, 

A faded, withered thing; 

But I would not give it to you, 

For all the flowers of spring. 

For it brings me back the Jane-time 
Of a summer that Is fled: 

The fairest and sunniest summer 
Of all the summers dead— 

The dear, sweet summers dead. 

There is something strange about it; 

For out of its faded heart, 

As I look at this poor, dead blossom, 
I see a fair face start— 

A face like a sweet wild flower— 


And the tears will dim my eyes. 

Is it under the churchyard grasses. 

Or abloom in Paradise ? 

For me, in Paradise ? 

*1 

It is only the ghost of a blossom 
That I gathered at her feet; 

But the love has never faded 
That made that summer sweet, 

That made it, oh! so sweet. 

Only a pansy blossom, 

But it brings her back to me; 

And I feel her eyes upon me, 

Her tender face I see— 

Her dear, dead face I see. 
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"THAT LITERARY OGRESS." 


BY ILL A WH1BL1B. 

At the tea-table, Mrs. Coleman, mistress of the | " I came because I learned you were coming,” 


genteel boarding-house, at that pretty seaside 
Tillage, Idlewoed, made an announcement. 

“ 1 hare a ne^ boarder coming,” she said. 

"Who is it?” they all queried, in one voice. 

“ A Miss Helen Lawrence. She wonts a quiet 
seaside resort, where she can rest and write; for 
she is a literary woman.” 

There was a chorus of groans from the gen¬ 
tlemen. 

“ Mrs. Coleman,” cried Grant Brown, a hand¬ 
some young bachelor, in tragic tones, “ I did not 
expect this from your hands. 1 trusted myself 
—my peace—my happiness—to your keeping, 
this summer, in perfect security and good faith. 
Is my confidence betrayed—my trust misplaced ? 
Am I, an unprotected man, to be thrown upon 
the mercy of a—a—literary ogress ? Am I to 
be pursued by a woman in spectacles, with a pen 
behind her ear? Never. I will die first.” 

"A literary woman,” echoed John Foster, 
languidly. " Really, Mrs. Coleman, the prospect 
is quite dreadful.” 

“Helen Lawrence I” cried Mrs. Payson, a 
handsome young widow. “ Why, I used to know 
a Helen Lawrence. She has grown literary, has 
she?” 

“Oh, I see it all,” cried pretty, sentimental 
Grace Clair. "You were both rivals for Mr. 
Payson; and you won; and that blighted Miss 
Lawrence’s heart, and turned her into a literary 
▼Oman.” 

“ But you are wrong,” interrupted the widow, 
though with a simper. " It was not Mr. Payson; 
but quite another man, who,” blushing and 
looking down, " did not plead his suit quite as 
successfully—a man who has, however, made a 
great name since.” 

The only silent person at the table had been 
Donald McLean, who had been at Idlewood but 
a few days, yet long enough to have won the 
feaey of Grace Clair, the belle of the season. 
Alas! how little she dreamed that he hod come 
to Idlewood, solely because he had learned it was 
to be the destination of Helen Lawrence. 

He was at the station when Helen arrived, 
the following day. 

“Why, Donald,” she cried. "Fou here? 
Ah,” she added, shakin^her head, "you oughtn’t 
to have come.” 

Vol LXXXI.—32. 


he said, stoutly. 

"Foolish boy,” she said; but smiled as she 
said it. "You know I eame down here to be 
quiet, and write a»>ook.” 

" I will be content with a dozen words a day,” 
he said, " and a sight of you at the table. 1 do 
not expect much more.” 

That evening, as Grant Brown passed Mrs. 
Coleman, on his way to the tea-table, he said: 

" Has the ogress come ?” 

" Yes,” Mrs. Coleman answered. " But I have 
placed your chair close to my own, at my right. 
I will protect you.” 

They were all seated at the table, before she 
appeared: a fine graceful figure, dressed simply 
in white ; with a handsome head, a sweet girlish 
face, with a womanly brow, and a tender mouth, 
and loosely-coiled hair, golden-brown, like her 
eyes, and a tinge of color in her cheeks. 

"Not so very much in the way of beauty,” 
thought Grace Clair, "yet prettier than I ex¬ 
pected.” 

" Awfully kissable mouth, which is odd, for a 
literary woman,” said Grant Brown to himself. 

" My dear Miss Lawrence,” said Mrs. Payson, 
directly, "you surely have not forgotten me? 
Your old friend, she that was Susie Main?” 

" Indeed, no,” cried Miss Lawrence, extending 
her hand, cordially. " It is a pleasure to meet 
so old a friend here; and after—why it must be 
five years of separation.” 

"Six,” amended Mrs. Payson. "It was the 
summer before Fenton Dyke went off so suddenly 
to the West. You know we were all together at 
the Dyke Manor.” 

"Byke, Fenton Dyke,” repeated Mr. Foster. 
" Why, I know a man by that name, a member 
of Congress from Wisconsin. They say he’s to 
be the next Senator. Can it be the same ?” 

"The very same,” responded Mrs. Payson. 
" He threw up his practice all at once, in the 
East here; and went off to Wisconsin. Poor 
fellow!” 

"I have heard that, at one time, he was 
terribly dissipated; but that was five or six 
years ago, before he ran for Congress. I felt so 
sorry for him. Everybody sfrid it would be bis 
ruin. Sorry for him, you know, after it was too 
late.” 
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“THAT LITERARY OGRESS. 


f f 


Helen Lawrence, who chanced to be seated 
next Donald McLean, addressed some remark to 
him, at this juncture; and the conversation 
changed. 

“ It was too bad of me to mention him, as I 
did,” said Mrs. Payson, to Mrs. Coleman, that 
evening. 44 I had fancied the poor girl was over 
her feeling about him: but it is evident she is 
not. You saw how she changed the conver¬ 
sation.” 

“ Tell me the story,” said Mrs. Coleman. 

“ Oh, it is a brief one, and a common enough 
one. We were both guests of his sister, who is 
since dead.' He was twenty-five. We were 
eighteen. Helen loved him. I fancied him. 
He loved me; but I was engaged to Mr. Payson. 
He found it out, and went away suddenly, as I 
have said. I realized, after he had^gone, that 
my conduct had not been exactly fair. I had 
given him, unconsciously, a little encouragement. 
He went away, you see, mad with pain and 
jealousy. Soon after, I married Mr. Payson. My 
husband lived but two years. I have never met 
Mr. Dyke since, though perhaps I may, some 
day,” simpering. 44 I expect, you know, to spend 
next winter in Washington. Helen, poor girl, bore 
her part proudly ; but we all saw she suffered : 
and to this day I think she loves him, though he 
never oared for her. Is it not a sad story ?” 

“Very,” responded Mrs. Coleman. 44 But do 
you think she grieves much? They say all 
Uterary women are heartless, and sharp, too.” 

“ Oh, you mistake her,” smiled Mrs. Payson. 
” Helen is actually devoid of worldly wisdom: 
the most unsophisticated being in the world. I 
hope John Foster will not try his arts upon her. 
He is such a flirt.” For Mrs. Payson had her 
eye on Mr. Foster’s fortune, if everything else 
failed. 

As Mrs. Coleman left, the room, she came upon 
Foster, in earnest conversation with Miss Law¬ 
rence, at the foot of the stairs. 

“I am trying to give Mr. Foster an idea of 
ft literary woman’s life,” said Helen, smiling 
brightly upon Mrs. Coleman. 44 I am teaching 
him that women can really work—” 

“ Be careftil that you do not teach him that 
men must weep,” laughed Mrs. Coleman, as she 
threw a meaning glance over her shoulder, and 
passed on. 

Helen laughed in return, and hummed the 
refrain of the 44 Three Fishers.” 

“ What a finely-cultured voice you have,” said 
Mr. Foster. 44 Come in and sing for us.” Helen, 
without affectation, complied at once, the whole 
household gathering to hear her; Mr. Foster 
himself hanging over her, enraptured. 


44 1 wonder if she fancies, for a moment, that she 
can win Donald McLean,” thought pretty Grace 
Clair, as she watched him listening. But Helen 
disarmed her jealousy, the following day, by re¬ 
fusing to join their picnic excursion to the woods. 

44 1 came here to work,” she said. 44 1 mustn't 
play, even for one day. But I thank you all for 
the invitation.” 

Helen, when everybody had gone, moved her 
little desk out through the open French window 
upon the verandah, for it was cool and shaded 
there. 

Glancing back, as he followed in the train of 
the picnic party, John Foster saw the figure, all 
in white, on the verandah. 

44 1—-I have forgotten something,” he said, 
44 and will have to go back. I will join you 
later.” 

Ten minutes afterward, he was sitting on the 
verandah, beside Helen. 

“Beg pardon,” he said, 44 but I am awfully 
interested in your work; and anxious to know 
more about it. I saw you here, and concluded 
to intrude upon you, for half an hour.” 

It was an hour and a half, instead; and then 
Helen had to drive him off. 

Donald, meantime, began to be jealous. One 
evening, he came upon Helen in the garden, at 
the gloaming. She had just returned from a 
44 constitutional,” in whioh she had chanced to 
meet Grant Brown ; and they had parted only a 
moment before. She greeted Donald with her 
usual smile, that was almost a caress; but would 
have passed on. 

44 Stop,”* he said. “ I want to tell you, Helen, 
that I cannot endure this any longer. I love 
you. Do you know it, Helen?” 

She smiled up into his face. 

44 1 know it, aHd that is why I told you you 
ought not to have come here. I cannot give you 
hope. I have always been frank wjth you, have 
I not?” And she was gone. 

She passed on to her room; but finding it 
close, stepped out upon the long verandah, that 
stretched the whole length of the house. Sud¬ 
denly, she saw the light of a cigar coming toward 
her; and met John Foster, face to face. 

44 1 came up here, hoping to find you,” he 
said, flinging away his cigar. 44 You see a des¬ 
perate man. For the first time in my life, I love; 
and with my whole soul. You are such a revela¬ 
tion to me. I did not know a woman could be 
strong, self-reliant, ^elf-supporting, gifted, and 
at the same time essentially feminine And lovely. 
Will you be my wife?” 

44 1 cannot,” she said^ “I do not love joo. 
Have I ever pretended toF* 
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44 No,” he said, gloomily. 44 But I will not 
take your answer as final. At the end of a week, 
I will come agkin.” And as he spoke, he turned 
and left her. 

The next forenoon, Grace Clair said to her: 

44 Do you not find the life here very tiresome? 
You never go out.” 

44 No,” answered Helen. 44 1 enjoy work, which 
is my life, wonderfully well.” 

44 But do you never long for society and ex¬ 
citement ?” 

44 No. I am quite content.” 

“It seems to me a lonely life,” interposed 
Mrs. Payson. 44 A life almost devoid of com¬ 
panionship. With my love of incident and 
adventure, I cannot comprehend your content, 
Helen. I should die of heart-hunger.” 

A few days later, to Helen’s surprise, Fenton 
Dyke suddenly made his appearance. 

Mrs. Payson immediately monopolized him, 
with a quiet air of ownership, that made Helen 
think the widow had known of his coming. As 
for herself, she treated him with friendly kind¬ 
ness; but at night, alone in her room, she shed 
many tears; for he brought the old life, the old 
dream, back so strongly. 

The third night after his arrival, she was asked 
to sing. It was in the gloaming, after supper. 

She sat down to the piano, and her rich voice 
rang out in. the old song of 44 Douglas.” It was 
almost with a wail that she sang: 

“Oh, to po back to the days that are real; 

Mine eyes were blinded, thy words were few—” 

There were tears in her throat when she sang: 

“ I was not half worthy of you, Douglas, 

Not half worthy the likes of you; 

Now all men beside are but shadows, 

Douglas, Douglas, tender and true.” 

John Foster listened, and his heart died 
within him. Donald McLean listened, and knew 
his doom. Fenton Dyke listened, and rose, and 
followed the singer out into the moonlighted 
portico. 

“ I heard, by accident, that you were here, 


Helen,” he said, “and so I came. Let us forget 
the bitter, foolish past. I'reach out my arms to 
j you. Will you come to the living heart, as you 
sang of going to a dead one ? I have loved you 
all these years; ever since you sent me away, in 
a foolish fit of anger. What did we quarrel 
| about, Helen?” 

s 44 1 do not remember,” she said, as she leaned 
s against his breast. 44 1 only remember the 
l unavailing pain and regret, and the years I have 

< filled in as best I could. It lias made us both 
| better and greater, though, Fenton. We never 
J should have known what was in us, but for this 

< parting and pain.” 

| 44 And you have always loved me, Helen?” 

\ 44 Always.” 

j John Foster, hearing her answer, as he leaned 

< out of his window above, to smoke his cigar, 
\ went straightway and packed his portmanteau, 
j and the next morning announced his departure 

< from Idlcwood. 

| 44 Called away by a telegram,” he said; but 

i aside to Helen, added: 44 1 know all—God bless 
; you.” 

| Donald McLean was more bitter, 
s 44 It is the death of a year-old hope,” he said. 

44 1 did not deceive you. I told you not to 
5 hope,” she answered. 44 But I am sorry, Donald. 

< I like you very much.” And she held out her 
j hand. 

The next day, Donald, too, took his departure. 
44 It’s just awfully lonesome here. I can’t 
stand it,” said Grant Brown, and he also left; no 
one, not even Helen, dreaming why he went. 

| When Mrs. Coleman realized how her family 
was being reduced, she said, snappishly, to Mrs. 
j Payson: 

| 44 1 told you she was a sharp one. To think 

\ that the blue-stocking—the literary ogress— 
\ should have won the field, after all.” 

< And the book ? Oh, well, it was never finished. 

< Perhaps it would have made no great noise in 
| the world, after all. Certainly, Helen Lawrence 
\ was never intended for A Literary Ogress. 


FROM THE HINDOO. 


Tig said that, when we croes the deep, 
And reach the pearly gate. 

Before whose golden portals steep, 

The cherubim await— 

The first to greet ns, as we come, 

In shining raiment clear. 

With welcomes to that heav’nly home, 
Are those we’ve succored here. 


Ah I who will give me welcome there, 
Rome mb'ring one good deed— 

One word to save them from despair, 
When in their day of need ? 

Help me, oh! Father, so to live, 

That when those gates I see, 

Some one I’ve succored here may give 
A welcome Otere to me. 
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N#. 1—Is an afternoon toilette, of self-colored 
sathtt, trimmed with muslin embroidery. The 
skill has kiltings up the front breadth, and a deep 
one around the back. The tunic has straight 
panel* at the sides, and the drapery is arranged 
in.nfcgular puffs at the back. Five kilted ruffles, 


white embroidered flounce, gathered on quite 
full. The some embroidery forms the collar and 
cuffs. Lace may be used in place of the em¬ 
broidery ; and in that case, we would suggest 
arranging it full around the throat and down the 
front, in a jabot. The self-colored satines come 
in garnet, dark-blue, and olive, for the dark 
shades, and pale-pink, blue, and cream. They 
are very fine wash goods, and cost forty-five cents 


per yard. Fourteen to fifteen yards are required 
for a dress-pattern. This model is equally well 
adapted for any wash goods, or for any of the 
light woolen summer textures, such as nun’s- 
veiling, albatross cloth, etc. 

No. 2—Is a cambric costume, cream-colored, 
with blue spots. The skirt has a deep kilted 


niTrlthn deep, cover the front breadth ; the one 
arsund the back is twelve inches deep. The 
basque bodice is closed at the throat, and is but¬ 
toned down six inches below the waist line, 
where it is cut away, forming deep points on the 
hips; then cut up in the back into a corre¬ 
sponding point. The edge is trimmed with a 
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flounce, eighteen inches deep; this is edged with 
either narrow lace or Hamburg edging. Over 
this is a scarf-like tunic, which is bordered with 
a deep lace or embroidery. The pointed bodice, 
which is pointed back and front, has a deep skirt 



No. 3. No. 4. 


attached to it, which fits nearly around the hips. 
Pkits are arranged under the point in the back, 
to give the required fullness. This is edged with 
lace or embroidery, to match the rest of the cos¬ 
tume. Two rows of trimming ornament the 
sleeves. If preferred, the upper tunic, (which in 
our model is adjusted to the waist,) may be 
instead arranged upon the skirt, and the waist 
made in a simple pointed basque. Either way is 
a good one. Twelve to fourteen yards of cambric 
will be required. 

No. 3—Is a walking-costume, of gray satine, 
and the trimmings in cobalt-blue, dotted with 
white. The skirt has a deep kilted flounce, upon 
which a band of the dotted material is stitched 
before kilting, four inches from the edge. This 


band is nearly two inches deep. The tusie is 
arranged in a scarf drapery in front, and im large 
puffs at the back. It is bordered all around by 
a band of the dotted material, four inches wide. 
Stripes of the two fabrics compose the waistcoat. 
The jacket is double-breasted, with turnover 
collar, forming revers in front. Pockets and 
cuffs to match the waistcoat. Smoke-pearl but¬ 
tons. Ten yards of plain, and four yards of 
figured material will be required. 

No. 4—Is a lovely costume, of pale-pink ging¬ 
ham, bordered with bands of figured or pin¬ 
striped gingham of the same shade; or it may be 
reversed—the dress of the pin-stripe or figured 
goods, and the border of the plain. The skirt 
has a deep kilted flounce, with a two-inch-wide 
border. The overskirt is a simple round skirt, 
draped high at the sides, to v display the kilting 
underneath. This has only a tiny edge, to show 
off the border, which forms the hem, and serves 
as a facing for the edge of the tunic. The basque 
bodice is cut without darts in front, and half 
tight in the back, and adjusted to the figure by 
a belt of the border, fastened in front by a heckle 
of pearl. The basque is finished on the edge 



No. 6. 


with a two-inch-wide border. Collar and Mffk 
to correspond. Nine yards of gingham, and Hcree 
yards for trimming will be required. 

No. 6—Is a Hubbard blouse, for a girl tight 
to ten years. It is made of white nainsoftc, wad 
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trimmed with white or colored embroidered $ a flounce of embroidery four inches wide, and 

confined around the waist with a girdle. The 
| sleeves are gathered and finished at the hand 
with a narrow ruffle of the embroidery. A 
gathered collar of the same is tied with a cord, 
| to match the girdle. This is worn over a kilted 
skirt, attached to a petticoat body. 

No. 6.—Sailor costume, giving the back and 
front view, for a boy of two to four years. It is 
\ made of dark-blue serge or flannel, with anchors 
! embroidered in red. The kilted skirt is mounted 




flouncing. 


to a waistcoat of striped flannel, and ornamented 
with four rows of machine-stitching on the skirt; 
two rows upon the blouse. 

No. 7—Is a pretty and dressy pinafore, for a 
little girl of four to five years. Made of plain or 
striped nainsook, and trimmed with Hamburg 
edging. We give the front and back view of the 
garment. These pinafores are very much worn 
No 7—A over c °l° rec *> high-necked, long-sleeved dresses. 

The bow at the back may be of ribbon, or of the 
The loose Hubbard is bordered with muslin hemmed. 


BORDER FOR DARNING ON NET. 


BY MBS. JANE WEAVEB. 


We give, in the front of the number, a design l bright color. A picot edge is sewed on. This 
for a border, for darning on net. This popular border forms a pretty trimming, and an inexpen- 
Vernicelli pattern is darned on the net, either j sive one for evening dresses of thin material, 
in white linen or in silk filoselle, or with any S such as will be worn this summer. 
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PELERINE FICHU. 


BT IMILT H. MAT. 



We give, here, the newest fashion for a fichu. 
It has also the merit of being easily made, as will 
be seen by referring to the Supplement, folded 
in with this number. 

This stylish article may be made of the same 
material as the dress, or of black cashmere, 
Canton crepe, or surah silk: in fact, any soft 
material, if preferred. The pattern we give is 
full size, for a young girl of medium height. 

No. I.—Is Half of the Pelerine. From A 
to B, the dotted lines show where five rows of 
gauging are to be placed: these are to be drawn 
to make the pelerine fit the neck. The little 
rever is cut with the pelerine, and turns back to 
meet the gathered collar. 

No. II.—Is the Piece for the Collar. ’Five 
rows of gauging fit this to the neck. The edge 
of the pelerine and of the collar may be trimmed 
with lace, headed by a narrow row of jet braid. 
Bews of black satin or watered ribbon, the color 
of the fichu, are made in long loops with ends, 
and placed on each end of the fichu, which is 
plaited into a point. The dotted lines show 
where the plaits are to be placed. 

We also give, on the Supplement, a Japanese 
design for a flamingo. Also a design for a 
pillow-sham, with a motto. Full descriptions 
of these are given elsewhere. They are so 
placed on the Supplement as not to interfere 
with the diagrams for the fichu. 


DESIGN FOR PILLOW-SHAM. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


- We give, on the Supplement that is folded in 
with this number, a new and very beautiful 
design for a pillow-sham. It is, as will be 
seen, a group of angels’ heads. Accompanying 
it are two lines, one to be placed above the heads, 
and the other below it; they are: 

Angels Sing Thee 
T o Thy Rest. 

We have inserted them to the left of the heads, 
on the Supplement, because there was not room 
for them above or below, where they should be 
placed, when the pillow-sham comes to be 


worked. The designs may be done either in 
outline, in blue crewel, or in linen. Finish the 
edge of the pillow-shams with a fine nainsook 
ruffle, to be goffered. 

The design would also be a very suitable one 
for a baby’s blanket. In this case, work in silk 
or crewel, on white flannel; and finish the edge 
with either a binding of ribbon, or buttonhole 
the edge with crewel, like all old-fashioned 
blankets were finished. The buttonholed edge 
is considered the most artistic finish, although 
many mammas like the ribbon binding best. 
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CHATELAINE BAG, IN EMBROIDERY 


BT MBS. JANB WEAVER. 



Small bags attached to the waistbands are still 
•worn by young ladies who affect narrow skirts. 
■Our illustration may be carried out in velvet, 
plush, or satin, according to the material of the 


dress with which the bag is to be worn. Th« 
design may be worked either in gold or silver 
thread as outline, and fill in with silks to match; 
or it may be done entirely in silks, either to 
match, or in different colors, corresponding with 
the flowers and leaves of the design. 


LADIES 1 PATTERNS. 

Any style in thi* number will be sent by mall on receipt 
of full price for corresponding article in price list below. 


Patterns will be put together and plainly marked. Patterns 
designed to order. 

Princess Dress: Plain,.60 

“ “ with drapery and trimming, .... 1.00 

Polonaise. AO 

Combination Walking Suits.1.00 

Trimmed Skirts,*.A0 

Watteau Wrapper,.A0 

Plain or Gored Wrappers,.A5 

Basques, ..A5 

Coats,. A5 

“ with vests or skirts cut off,.60 

Overskirts,.A6 

Talmas and Dolmans, .A5 

Waterproofs and Circulars,..35 

Ulsters,.A5 

CHILDREN’S PATTERNS. 

Dresses: Plain. . . . .‘251 Basques and Coats, . . J25 

Combination Suits, . . .35 j Coats & Vests or Cut Skirts .35 

Skirts and Overakirts, . .25 Wrappers,.25 

Polonaise: Plain, . . . .25’Waterproofs, Cinculara 

44 Fancy, . . «35| and Ulsters,. . . . .25 


BOYS’ PATTERNS. 


Wrappers,...... .25 

Gents' Shirts, .... A0 

Wrappers, ... A0 


Jackets,.26 1 

Pants,.20 4 

Vests,.20 

Ulsters,..30 

In sending orders for Patterns, please send the number 
and month of Magazine, also No. of page or figure or any¬ 
thing definite, and also whether for lady or child. Address, 
Mrs. M. A. Jones, 28 South Eighth Street, Pbiladelpjria. 


THE OSCAR WILDE PENWIPER. 


BY MBS. JANB WEAVBB. 


In the front of the number, we give, printed 
in colors, a design for a penwiper, which we 
have called the “Oscar Wilde.” To make it, 
take some pieces of yellow cloth or flannel, and 
cut out the leaves of the sunflower, of the sise 
and number given in the design. These are to 
be worked on the edge in buttonhole-stitch, with 
yellow embroidery silk. Attach these, when 
worked, to a centre-piece of brown cloth; and 
this piece fill in with Trench knots, worked 
(484) 


closely together, and done in a reddish-brown 
crewel, to form the centre of the flower. Cut 
some pieces of brown cloth or flannel, and notch 
the edges; these are to be fastened to the hack 
of the flower, and serve for the actual penwiper. 
Some brown ribbon, an inch wide, is sewed to the 
penwiper, between the flower-front and the leaves 
at the back. Tie in a bow, as seen in the illus¬ 
tration; and suspend the penwiper in a con¬ 
venient place, in or near the writing-desk. 
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CIRCULAR OTTOMAN 



This ottoman is done in appliqud embroidery. \ the work are all fastened down with fine sewing- 
The small bunches of flowers are cut out of some silk of the same color as the flowers or leaves, 
pretty cretonne, and then appliquSd on to a \ Any stool or ottoman may be covered with the 
foundation of cloth, felt, or linen. The edges of j work when done. 


BORDER IN CROSS-STITCH. 


BT MBS. JANE W1AYKB. 

We give, in the front of the number, a very j in red, blue (or red and blue together) French 
pretty border forrtowels, sideboard covers, etc. working cottons. These cross-stitch designs can 
Work on crash, butcher's linen, or Java canvas, i be used for very many purposes. 


SUMMER HAT FOR CHILD. 


BT MBS. JANE WXAY1B. 



We give, here, a hat for a child two years old. 
Make of heavy corded piqufc. Trim the edge 
of the brim with a torchon edging, turned up and 
sewed down to keep in place. The crown is a 
circular piece, the edges cut in deep scallops, and 
then buttonholed in small scallops. A button¬ 
hole is made in the centre of each large scallop*’ 
The buttons are sewed on to the brim. The crown* 
is thus made adjustable, and the whole hat is 
easily washed, stiffened, and ironed, and then 
shaped. 
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PLUSH MAT 


IT MBS. JANE WEAVER, 


In the front of the number, we give a design 
for a plush mat. The foundation of this mat is 
crimson plush, with a thick short tassel-fringe of 
various colors to match the embroidered corners. 
Flat fancy braid is used to form the pattern of 


the squares. The corners are embroidered in 
colored silks, and the tassels are made of colored 
crewels to match, and then combed out, to give 
the fluffy appearance like those upon the im¬ 
ported mats. 


ALPHABET FOR HANDKERCHIEF. 


BT MB8. JANE WEAVEB. 


We give, in the front of the number, an alpha¬ 
bet for marking handkerchiefs, etc., etc. The 
letters are in the aesthetic style—half mediaeval, 
in fact. We also give tlvree ornamental letters : 
C. L. A. Of course, any lady with a different 
initial could substitute her initial for that in 


either of these designs. The letters of the 
alphabet which we give could thus be substi¬ 
tuted, if reduced to the proper size, which almost 
any lady could do herself. The girl with the 
harp would make a particularly beautiful corner- 
piece for a handkerchief. 


DESIGN IN EMBROIDERY. 


BT MB8. JANE WEAVEB. 

We give, in the front of the number, a new j silk, and with silks make the flowers: to be 
design in embroidery, suitable tor ornamenting a , daisies or apple-blossoms; stems and leaves of 
handkerchief-sachet, glove-case, or the corner of different shades of green. This is a particularly 
pincushion and toilet-mat. Work in satin or j graceful design. 


JAPANESE DESIGN FOR FLAMINGO. 


BT MB8. JANE WEAVEB. 


On the Supplement, folde^ in with this num¬ 
ber, we give a design for a flamingo, to be done 
in embroidery in flat-stitch, or Kensington-stitch. 
The design is suitable for a screen, rug, chimney- 
piece, or cushion. It is in full size. 

First trace the outline of the bird, the bamboo, 
the leaves, etc., on the material to be embroidered, 
by using tracing-paper; and then begin on the 
outlines, and fill in with the stitches, following 
the shape of the bird as seen in the model. Use 
four shades of red for the bird, and four shades 
of olive-green for the leaves; brown for the 
bamboo; black for the legs. The shading of the 
illustration shows how to dispose of the colors. 
The body, breast, neck, head, and upper part of 
the legs, are all done in the shades of rose to red, 
(489) 


with a little white for the high lights. The 
feathers of the wing, and the tail feathers, are 
in the same colors, with black and white mixed 
where the feathers join the body. The beak is of 
red silk, separated by a line of black, to mark 
the division. The leaves are all done in the 
shades of green ; and the brown is used for the 
bamboo, with a lighter shade for the leaves of 
the same. 

This embroidery may be done in crewels, with 
silks for the white and black, and for the beak. 
Or it may be done entirely in silk. The best 
foundations are cloth, satin, or plush. One 
must be carefUl to follow the direction of the 
stitches, given in the illustration, or else most 
of the effect of the feathers will be lost. 
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RIDING-HABIT: WITH DIAGRAM. 


BT BMILT H. MAT. 



Since the appearance 
of the article in our 
March number, on “ How 
to Ride,” we have re¬ 
ceived a very great num¬ 
ber of inquiries as to the 
fashionable style of rid¬ 
ing-habit for ladies. Ac¬ 
cordingly, we give, here, 
an engraving of one; and 
add diagrams (reduced) 
by which to cut it out. 
Almost any lady, who 
can make dresses at all, 
can enlarge these dia¬ 
grams to the proper size, 
whether for herself or 
some other. They give, 
at any rate, the cut. 

On the left side of the 
front, for instance, one 
sees a plait going cross¬ 
wise, making the place 
for the knee. The cut is 


far from being a straight line: it is a curve, 


forming a sort of pocket for the knee. The 


front, it will be observed, has a little plait, and 


then it is joined to the gore, which begins at a a. 


The next seam joins b 6, thus forming a fullness, 



making a place fbr the seat, without putting the Qn the front, a dotted line is seen, marked d t 
fullness into the skirt. We might as well say at w hich indicates the place where an elastic is put 

once that the skirt is completely held in place on the inside of the gk i rt| through which the 

around the waist by being gathered into a yoke; foot is pasgec i, S o as to keep the skirt down. The 
this is not seen upon the pattern; but it fits trousers are made half of chamois leather, and 
around the waist, and the skirt is gathered to fit half of cloth . the upper half of leather, the 
it. An opening is put in on the right, between lo^er half of cloth. They are completely closed, 
the flap of the front and of the back ; and it is and button on the sides. The notches show 
closed by buttons and buttonholes, and a pocket w b er e the plaits are put, to fit the waist. We 

is put on the inside. give, above, the upper and lower half of one leg 



of the trousers. 

The basque is of the most approved 
shape; and the seams of the side-body, at 
the back are laid over, and stitched on the 
outside. The tail of the basque lies quite flat, 
and is finished by two small flat cloth but¬ 
tons ; the same kind button the front, and 
the sleeve on the outside of the arm. A 
small standing collar finishes the neck. 

This is the latest and most approved Eng¬ 
lish riding-costume. It is severely plain, 
as is the style now. 
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The materials for this pretty quilt are one 
pound of six-thread fleecy wool, one-quarter of a 
pound of blue or pink ditto, a pair of wooden 
knitting-needles, No. 8, eagle card-board gauge, 
and a coarse crochet-hook and rug-needle. The 
quilt may be done in cotton, if preferred ; but we 
advise wool to be used, as so much warmer. Cast 
on one hundred and thirty-five stitches, or any 
other number which can be divided by twenty- 
four, and leave fifteen over. At the beginning of 
every row, slip off a stitch, without knitting, \ 
putting the needle in as if you were going to purl \ 
it, and at the end knit a stitch, taking it through j 
the centre instead of the front of the loop, as is ! 
usually done. These stitches are not reckoned j 
in the receipt, as they are invariably the same, j, 

First Row. —Knit 13, + make 1, slip 1, knit 1, 
pass the slip-stitch over, * 6 times knit 12 + 
repeat to the end of the row. 

Second Row, and all the other alternate rows 
are purled. 

Third , Fifth , Seventh, Ninth, and Eleventh Rowe. 
—Like first. 

Thirteenth Row. —Knit 1, -f- * make 1, slip 1, 
knit 1, pass the slip-stitch over * 6 times, knit 
12 + repeat to the end of the row, which will 
end with the +, make 1, slip 1, knit 1, pass the 
slip-stitch over -J- fl times. 


) Fifteenth, Seventeenth , Nineteenth , Twenty-first , 

\ and Twenty-third Rows .—Like the thirteenth. 

Twenty-fourth Row .—Purled like all the other 
alternate rows. This completes one pattern, and 
the twenty-four rows are to be repeated until the 
| piece of knitting is as long as is desired, when cast 
l off. Now thread a large rug-needle with wool of 
| the other color; fasten it on at the corner of one of 
s the plain squares; take the needle through the 
centre of the square, to the opposite corner, and 
then the next, in a diagonal line downwards, re¬ 
turning in the same stitches, twisting the needle in 
every loop of wool. When all the plain squares are 
thus worked in one direction, do them in the same 
way from comer to corner in the opposite direction. 
Thus every plain square will have a colored cross 
on it, the open squares being left without. 

A bassinet quilt might be done in stripes of two 
colors, each being worked with the other color. 
For this purpose, cast on thirty-nine stitches only 
for each stripe, and make them an uneven number, 
three, five, or seven, so that the same color may be 
at each edge. They must be neatly sewed together. 
When the centre of the quilt is done, work one 
round of open square crochet, with three stitches 
close together in every corner. In these open 
squares knit a fringe three and a half inches deep, 
and composed of the two colors. 
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CHILD'S DINNER BIB 


BT MBS. JAMB WEAVBB. 



We give, here, a design for a “ child's dinner j broidered in this way are now very popular, 
bib,” to be done in outline-stitch. Bibs em- \ Sometimes an appropriate motto is added. 


NAME FOR MARKING. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. | 

Cookino-Clubs are now all the fashion, in our great cities, j 
The richest girlB go to them; put on aprons; stew, bake, < 
and roast; aud after awhile, venture on French dishes and \ 
other delicacies. We are glad to see this. It seems to us j 
that every woman ought to understand how to cook, just as ! 
every man is expected to understand the business he may : 
be in. Each sex has its part to perform in the economy of j 
life. That of women, speaking of them as a class, is to 
manage the household. That of man, to provide funds to i 
carry the household on. Some women never marry, and - 
never have the charge of a household; but nine-tenths of j 
them do, and it is of the nine-tenths we speak. No matter \ 
how rich a woman is, she has, in this country, to superintend s 
her own domestic affairs. If she does not, they soon come I 
to “ sixes and sevens.” Just as the richest men—the Astors, \ 
the Vanderbilts, etc.—have to look after their investments, [ 
so American wives, even the wives of millionaires, have to j 
see, personally, to the details of the family. Much more are \ 
women of smaller fortunes compelled to do this. But to do 
it effectually, a woman must understand housekeeping as 
a business; if she does not herself have to cook, she must 
know how: her husband has to train his clerks, and she 
must be able, if necessary, to train her cook. 

To this extent, therefore, cooking-clubs are in the way 
of progress. But they do not go to the root of the matter. 
Girls ought to be trained to do other things beside cooking; 
and the proper training-school, after all, is their home. A 
eotemporary newspaper, in a recent issue, speaks out bravely 
on this subject. “ Let all the girls,” it says, “ have a share 
in the housekeeping at home before they marry; let each 
superintend somo departmedt by turns. It need occupy but 
little time to see that the house has been properly swept, 
dusted, and put in order; or to prepare puddings, and make 
dishes.” Idleness, in fact, enervates both body and mind. 
“Women,” says our cotemporary, “do not, as a general 
rule, get pale faces by doing housework. Their sedentary j 
habits, in overheated rooms, combined with ill-chosen food, I 
are to blame for bad health. Our mothers used to pride 
themselves bn their housekeeping and fine needlework. 
Why should not we?” j 

To all which we say, “ Why not?” Many a husband goes $ 
to ruin because his home is slovenly, his food badly cooked, < 
his wife out of temper because out of health. Yet all these, \ 
even the last, could be avoided, a* a rule; for work, when \ 


The “Oscar Wilde” Penwiper. —Our colored pattern, 
for tills month, is a penwiper, after a sunflower design, 
called the “ Oscar Wilde.” Mr. Oscar Wilde, as our readers 
know, is a very “ cheeky ” young Irishman, who has under¬ 
taken to teach the world how it should drees, how it should 
furnish its houses, aud how it should do a great many things, 
that it knows better how to do, or at least if it ean afford, 
than he does. For several years, he has posed, in London, as 
a sort of apostle of the so-called (esthetic school, and has been 
made fun of, in “ Punch,” he, and his lilies, and his sunflowers, 
etc., etc., etc. Last winter, he came to this country, and 
made a tour of it, delivering lectures, which wese neither 
witty nor new. But then, when he lectured, he wire knee- 
breeches, which were a novelty; and that of course was bet¬ 
ter than learning or eloquence. The lectures and knee- 
breeches, however, served his purpose, which seems to have 
been to make a “ pot of money,” as he and our English 
cousins phrase it. All through the spring, and up to the 
present time, there has been quite an outburst of sunflowers, 
lilies, daisies, etc., as decorations for rooms, and even for 
j ladies’ dresses. Our penwiper is after this school. We, 
therefore, call it the “ Oscar Wilde.” It is quite a pretty 
design, very much prettier than Oscar himself. 

“ Her First Hand At An Oar,” our steel-engraving for 
this month, is after a very celebrated painting, from the Paris 
Salon of 1881, that was exhibited last winter, for a short* 
period, at the rooms of Sciiaus, the well-known picture- 
dealer, in New York. “Her First Hand At An Oar,” is , 
really a masterpiece of art. The eernestwes with which 
the little granddaughter addresses herself to her task, is only 
equaled by the pride and affection with which the veteran, 
her gmndsire, regards her. Evidently, he think* her a 
“chip of the old block.” 

A Fire-Grate Ornament.—A s cheap Japanese paper 
umbrellas are flooding the country, some of the dilapi¬ 
dated ones can be turned to account by covering them 
with peacock feathers. Cut off the stalks of the feathers, 
to within a few inches of the eyes; then stitch the eyes on 
in rows around the umbrella, beginning at the outer edge, 
and having each row' to overlap the other, till the centre is 
reached; then finish the centre off with a tuft of small 
feathers. The umbrella should never be closed, as of course 
the shutting would be disastrous to the feathers. 


not too great, is healthy: and “ nerves ” are very often but \ 
the result of idleness and imagination. Feed a man on bad i 
food, and ten to one he takes to drinking; first, to digest \ 
the trash he has been forced to eat; and finally, because ? 
alcohol has become a habit with him. On the other hand, \ 
the wife and children, because of the same wretchedly- \ 
cooked food, have to be physicked constantly. And gen- j 
orally the wife ends by getting “ nerves.” 5 

Of oourse, there are some households in which the opposite k 
to all this prevails: households in which the husband is a J 
tyrant aud brute, and the wife an overworked slave. It is c 
net of such that we speak now. Of them we may have j 
something to say, on a future occasion. < 

Contributors Wishing to preserve their articles must J 
keep copies of them. We do not undertake to return manu¬ 
scripts for which we have no use. ! 

(490) 


The Three Classes into which flowers are divided, are: 
(1.) Annuals, or yearly flowers, which are raised from seed 
to be sown every year. (2) Biennials, or two years’ flowers, 
which blossom for two successive years, then die, but yet 
their offspring lives by offsets, slips, cuttings, and by layero 
and pipings. (3.) Perennials are flowers which continue 
many years, and are propagated by root-offsets, by suckers, 
and by parting ths roots. We would say to our fair corres¬ 
pondent, Jui.ia, that we are always ready to answer this, or 
similar questions, for her or any other subscriber. 

We Give No Premiums to subscribers, for subscribing, 
We only give premiums to repay persons for getting up 
clubs. A magazine that has to bribe people with premiums, 
merely to take it, cannot, In the nature of things, be good 
for much. The wonder is that people ever allow themselves 
to be deluded in that way. 
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REVIEW OP NEW BOOKS. 


A New Volume Begins with the next number, affording j 
■ particularly excellent opportunity to subscribe, if you do 
not wish back numbers. We sti U continue to offer a choice of < 
three costly premium* for getting up dub*. The first is the J 
beautiful steel-engraving, entitled, “ Hush t Don't Wake * 
Them,” of the dee of 20 inches by 16. No more beau* < 
tiful ornament, to be framed and hung on the parlor j 
wall, could be desired. It is a work of real art, and a copy < 
should be had by every family in the land. 5 

Or, in place of it, we will give, for a premium, either a j 
Photograph Album, or our Quarto Illustrated Album, j 
which was so popular last year. The Photograph Album is | 
bound in leatherette, or imitation leather: the Quarto Album | 
Is bound in morocco cloth, gilt. } 

Por many clubs, an extra copy of the magazine will be j 
sent. For others, and larger ones, an extra copy of the 
engraving, or either of the Albums. The inducements to get \ 
up clubs were never before so great; and probably will never 5 
be so great again. See the Prospectus on seoond page of < 
cover. • s 

Now i* the time to get*up clubs for 1882. It is never too \ 
late to do this. We can always supply back numbers to Janu- j 
ary, inclusive, when desired, fie particular, when remitting , i 
to tag whether you wish to begin with the January number, or that \ 
for July. Specimens are sent, gratis, if written for, in good j 
faith, to those wishing to get up clubs. \ 

Quite a Controversy is being carried on among some j 
of our cotemporaries as to what constitutes a good wood- j 
engraving. Most of them seem to thiuk that the nearer £ 
they can counterfeit a steel-engraving, the greater their 
saccess; forgetting that all imitations, at beet, can be but 
second-rate. The truth is, the two kinds of engraving are 
essentially distinct, and their effects are to be reached by 
entirely different methods. A bold freedom may very 
properly characterize a wood-engraving; but it is impossible 
for it over to achieve the delicacy of a steel-engraving. 
Hence, the direction which wood-engraving is taking, hi 
most of our cotemporaries, at present, Is a mistake. What 
a chromo is to an oil painting, that a wood-cut is to a steel- 
engraving. Imitations never are, never can be, a success. 
They are, after all, only u Brummagem ” wares. 

Bad Drainage is just now the bugaboo of the medical 
profession. At least, it is so Id our great cities. No matter 
what disease attacks a patient, the doctors shake their wise 
heads, and say, “ bad drainage.” This absurd scare prevails 
in England, also; and of course is fostered by plumbers, 
so-called sanitary engineers, and all others who hope to 
make money out of It One London journal wittily “ won¬ 
ders how our forefathers could ever have lived at all,'' when 
drainage was so much worse than now. Another says, that 
“ to be secure, a man must live in a balloon, anchored in 
mid-air.” Never exaggerate anything: even bad drainage. 

Ancient and Modern Fans.— -There has recently been 
an exhibition, in New York, of ancient and modern fans. 
Borne of those of the last century were very beautiful, but 
the two which were really the most artistic were contributed 
by Mrs. John Jacob Astor and Mrs. August Belmont and 
were modern. There is a good deal of noustmse written 
about tho “good old times” in art as in other things; but in 
point of fact the present is better than the past not only in 
matters of science, but frequently also in matters of art. 


“ It ie Indispensable.” A lady writes: “ I have arrived at 
the permanent conclusion that * Peterson * is indispensable 
to my present and future happiness. Its Supplements alone 
•m worth more than double the subscription price.” 


Address All Letters, in Future, intended for this peri¬ 
odical, to Peterson's Magazine, Philadelphia, instead of to 
Charles J. Peterson. There are several gentlemen of the 
name of Peterson In business In this city, and our letters 
often go to the wrong persons In consequence, causing de¬ 
lay, and sometimes even loss. There can be no mistake, 
however, if all letters are addressed to Peterson’s Magazine, 
for there is but one Peterson’s Magazine. 


REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

The Book Of The Dead. By George H. Boker. 1 vol, 12 mo. 
Philadelphia; J. B. Lippincott A Go. —The poetry of Mr. 
Boker has always beeu distinguished for its strength. 
After many years of silence, be re-appears, in verse, in the 
volume before us. The book consists of more than a hundred 
short poems—varlatioui^so to speak, on a principal theme. 
It is apparently devoted to the memory of some one now 
dead, whom the poet hod dearly loved: a father, perhaps, if 
we may judge from the internal evidence. Never was nobler 
monument erected, in verse, to the memory of anyone. For 
bursts of passionate affection; for power of invective; for in¬ 
dignant protests against wrong; for strains of high philos¬ 
ophy ; for mastery of language; for scorn of everything base, 
from lust of gold to the betrayal of friendship, the poems ore 
probably without a parallel, taken as a whole, in English or 
American literature. Their style belongs to the severest 
school. They do not depend for success on the mere jingle 
of words. It is the thought that pulsates through, and gives 
life to all. They are robust and strong, with the power of 
a great and disciplined intellect. 

A Fascinating Woman. By Madame Edmond Adam. Trans¬ 
lated from the French. 1 vol., 12mo. Philadelphia: T. B. 
Peterson & Brothers. —Tho author of this novel has held, for 
years, a popular salon in Paris, the central point around 
which its brightest wits, poets, artists, and politicians re¬ 
volve. She is herself a writer of no mean powers, and In 
more departments than one. The novel before us appeared 
abroad, under the name of “Laide;” and is the story of 
the trials of a highly intellectual woman, without personal 
charms, but who eventually regains the beauty she had loot 
when a child. It is generally believed to be, in some re¬ 
spects, the story of Madame Adam’s own life. 

Conversation: It* Faults And Its Graces. Compiled by 
Andrew P. Peabody, LL.D. 1 vol, 24mo. Boston: Lee A 
Shepard. —The aim of this little work is to teach people to 
speak elegantly, as well as grammatically. Perhaps there is 
a little too much “ prunes and prisms ” in it; but the object is 
a good one; and on the whole, it has been successfully 
achieved. The best thing in the book is the little esBay by 
Trench. 

Count Sdvius. From the German of Georg Horn. 1 vol, 
12mo. New York: George W. Harlan. —This is rather a 
romance than a novel; and is, therefore, to some minds, tho 
more agreeable reading. The story is well told, and ends 
happily. The translation is by M. J. Safford, and is com¬ 
paratively excellent. 

Castle And Tower. By Frond* May Peard. 1 vol^ 12ma. 
Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott & Co. —A very charming love- 
story : just the book to read on a summer afternoon, when 
one would forget, for awhile, care and sorrow, and try to 
believe In romance and possible happiness. 

Th* Comparative New Testament. 1 vol, small 8t*>. Phila¬ 
delphia : Porter <t Coats*. —In this volume, we have the text 
of King James’ version, and that of the new one, printed in 
parallel columns, so that the reader can compare the two, 
with little or no trouble. 

Field Botany. By Walter P. Manton. 1 vol, 2Amo. Boston: 
Lee A Shepard. —A neat and compendious hand-book for the 
oollector; well printed, and fully illustrated. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR.—MOTHERS/ DEPARTMENT, 


OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

"It Is Still Ik Tims.” It is still in time to subscribe 
for “ Peterson ” for 1882, whether singly or in chibs. Never 
before did the newspapers speak so enthusiastically of thfc 
ma g azi ne. The May number seems to have been exception* 
ally popular. The Chelsea (Mass.) Pioneer but echoes hund¬ 
reds of others, when it says, of that issue: M It is as bright 
and welcome as May itself. The principal engraving, ‘ Coatin’ 
Thro’ The Rye,’ is especially beautiful, and illustrates a 
capital story by Frank Lee Benedict The article on ‘ Scan¬ 
dinavia,’ with its numerous engravings, and its account of 
the Vikings, is one of the very noticeable papers for which 
this magazine is becoming famous. Then there is a charming 
love-story, ‘ Barbara,* by a new contributor, from whom we 
hope to hear often. Mrs. Stephens* powerful novelet of 
Washington society deepens in interest with the chapters in 
this number. The illustrations for fashions, embroideries, 
and fancy work generally, are as numerous and new in style 
as ever. There are two colored patterns—a specialty with 
•Peterson,’ no other giving these patterns. We do not tee 
how any lady, or even family, can do without Otis invaluable 
monthly. The price is but two dollare a year, with great 
deductions to clubs; and a free copy, or a photograph album, 
or large engraving, for getting up the club. It is still in time 
to subscribe for 1882. Specimens are sent, gratis, to those 
wishing to get up clubs. Address Peterson's Magazine, 
806 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Penna.” 

Horsford’s Acid Phosphate in seasickness, is ot great 
value. Its action on the nerves of the disturbed stomach is 
soothing and effective. 

Fashion’s Whims.—A t the present time, fashion seems to 
indicate a choice, even in such a garraeut as a corset; and 
the preference, as far as we are able to judge, is for a woven 
corset. 

The best of this kind of corset is, without doubt, the 
Double Hip Perfect-Fitting Woven Corset, which we 
heartily recommend to our readers; full particulars of 
construction on page 600. 


MOTHERS’ DEPARTMENT. 

[Medical Botany—O r the Garden, Field and Forest.] 

BT ABRAM LIVRZEY, A. M., M. D. 

No. C.—Elm—Ulmts Fulva. 

The Slippery E/m is a tree growing to the height of thirty 
to fifty feet, with its young brandies virgate. Flowera in 
lateral fascicles, preceding the leaves, purplish-brown and 
downy. Leaves, four to six inches long, two to three inches 
wide, obovate, oblong, very scabrous above, conspicuously 
acuminate, subcordate at the base; petioles, about one-third 
of an Inch long, pubescent; calyx, seven to eight-cleft, 
clothed and dilate with a reddish-tawny pubescence; stamens, 
five, short, and of a pale rose-color; samara, or fruit, cleft at 
the apex, with a broad membranaceous margin all aronnd 
and by abortion one-celled, one-seeded. Flowering in April, 
fruits in Juue. 

The inner bark of this species of elm is so abundant in 
mucilage, and so very useftil in general practice, that it has 
been placed among our indigenous medicinal agents by 
authority; and the bark, in large, long, tawny flakes, or 
ground, is found in stores and shops, and used everywhere in 
domestic practice. The other species of Elm, Ultnut Amen* 
cana, is not very common in districts adjoining Philadelphia, 
though somewhat prized in New England as a noble shade 
tree for streets and avenues. The former species is of much 
smaller size, with straggling branches, and is only prized 
for its bark, which school-boys in the country were wont to 
atrip from the trees, whenever met with, to chew, before the 


pernicious habit of chewing tobacco affected them. We 
pride ourselves on being progressive; but it is a great pity 
we could not go back some fifty yean to a better state of 
habits and ■ morals. Elm hark is an excellen t demulcent, and 
it is often carried in the pockets of those who are troubled 
with an irritant cough, to be chewed to evolve its mucilage 
and thus acts as a soothing expectorant. It is used with ad¬ 
vantage as a drink in diarrhoea, dysentery, inflammation of 
the bowels, and diseases of the kidneys and bladder. It is 
decidedly nutritious, and has supported life. The Indians 
are said to have resorted to the use of the bark aa a food, in 
extreme cases. 

And yet for all these purposes, gum arebio is now" mostly 
used, being more convenient to form a mucilage, is more 
nutritious, and probably more soothing to all internal inflam¬ 
matory conditions. But for external uses, the ground 
bark carries off the palm as an emollient application. 

To make a poultice, it is only necessary to take any 
quantity of the ground elm, add water gradually, and stir or 
mix until every fibre or particle is thoroughly saturated. If 
a poultice is formed too hastily, and with too little water, it 
soon dries by absorption of the water. Cold water is generally 
used, but warm water may be used, and the poultice applied 
warm, if more agreeable to the patient. In boils, carbuncles, 
catarrhs or “ frogs ” of the palm, the parts are generally so 
hot that a cold poultice feels better than a warm one. 

By way of parenthesis, the writer begs leave to remark, 
that a free incision or opening, made into these several 
affections early, wIll save time and great suffering. It is folly 
to poultice by the week, and wait for such swellings to break 
of their own sweet will and accord. This treatment is not 
popular among the common people, but it is nevertheless 
correct. The subsequent cure can be hastened by painting 
with turpentine or iodine, and mixing ground flaxseed with 
a spoonful of yeast to every elm poultice. Fine powdered 
elm will arrest the hemorrhage following an extracted tooth, 
by forming a clotted plug. Fine elm, mixed with milk and 
water, is one of the best domestic remedies for burns » nd 
scalds. Re-wet the poultice without removing it. 


PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 

^■“Everything relating to this department must be sent 
to GEORGE CHINN, Marblehead, Mass. All communi¬ 
cations are to be headed: “ For Peterson’s.” AU are invited 
to send answers, also to contribute original puzzles, which 
should be accompanied by the answers. 

No. 168.— Double Diamond. 

Aaron.— 1. A letter. 2. A fish. 3. Viler. 4. Warbled. 
6. Pastoral. 6. Absurd. 7. Re-illuminated. 8. A race of 
people. 9. A kind of snake. 10. HeAvy. 11. A letter. 

Dow*.— 1. A letter. 2. To prohibit 3. Removed. 4. A 
town in Yucatan. 6. A large archipelago in the Pacific 
Ocean. 6. Pertaining to a systematic classification of dis¬ 
eases. 7. Pleased highly. 8. One who rehearses. 8. Certain 
fishes. 10. A stripling. 11. A letter. 

Baltimore, Md. Hat. TTa«awt> 

No. 159.— Puzzle Bouquet. 

1. A number on dice, and a weapon. 

2. A bird, and to incite. 

3. A season, and a color. ' 

4. Frozen vapor, and a round body. 

6. A fluid, and the emblem of purity* 

6. Precious, and a weapon. 

Gloucester , Matt. Maim 

No. 180.— Complete Diagonals. 

Acrott ,—1. Mystery. 2. Western. 3. A stout woolen staff 
4. Morning. 5. A color, 6. A companion. 


Digitized by Cjoooie 



HOUSE FURNISHING 


498 


Diagonal*. (Up, from left to right.)—1. A consonant. 
2. A town of Chin*. 3. A cap. 4. One of the Weet Indies. 
6. A fruit 6. A fish. 7. An edict of a sovereign prince. 
A Bed. 9. A file. 10. Near. 11. A consonant. 

BL Jo**ph, Mo. Wild Boas. 

Answers Next Monik. 

Anvws&s to Puzzles zm ths Mat Nuxxd. 


No. 154. 

A N I M A T B 
0 R A ▼ B 
ORB 

M 

HOP 

BISON 


John Underhill, A ado tor, Maomchmetts. 


PAD 
P 0 R E 8 
PALATES 
POLYQONAL 
ARAGONITE 
DETONATED 
8 E N I TBS 
SATES 
LED 


HOUSE FURNISHING, Etc. 

Goon Taste, With Economy, is what Is equally rare and 
desirable, in bouse furnishing. The so-called M aesthetic 
erase" originated in a reaction against the stiff, ungainly, 
yet extravagant styles of twenty years ago. But the change, 
while a reform in taste, was not so in point of economy. In 
fact aesthetic furniture soon came to be much more extrava¬ 
gant than that which it was trying to supplant In time, 
too. It grew to be too pronounced: eccentric in fact A late 
number of the New York Sun has a capital article on the 
subject, in answer to a young bride, who has asked its advice. 
We copy that portion which tells how to furnish a boose 
with economy as well as taste. 

“ Oak graining, M it says, “is not at all desirable. It gives 
a common appearance to any room. An imitation of black 
walnut is better, especially in the country, where you have 
plenty of light for your house; but even that is net the best 
Some pleasant colors, not too pronounced, are far preferable. 
A warm brown is good; so is a Pompeiian red, if used with 
discretion. As to the hangings for the windows, there to a 
line chance for the exercise of taste. Avoid the hideous 
lambrequins so often scab, with their stiff and meaningless 
patterns. Get your curtains of some material, no matter how 
cheap, which hangs in agreeable folds, and hare them of a 
•olid color, or of some Moorish or Persian pattern. Yery 
Vol. LXXXI.—33. 


cheap stuffs, made of linen, can now be purchased, and goods 
of cotton handsomely dyed are suitable for bedrooms. They 
have a pleasant tone and a nice texture. Then put at the 
top, instead of ths odious lambrequins, a square piece ef 
material of a contrasting color or shade, or nothing but a 
heavy fringe. Or you can run your curtains on a round rod 
of brass or wood, and so dispense with the top piece alto¬ 
gether. You don’t need a conspicuous cornice. Them to 
nothing more vulgar. 

*For a centre-table, any kind of simple table will do. 
Avoid those hideous white-marble-top ones. If It is a plain, 
square, or round pine table, with lege painted black, it will 
serve as well as another. Then put a pretty cloth on it, of 
agreeable colors. That will go far toward making your 
room bright and cheerful, and the cost of the whole will be 
less than that of a marble-top table, or one of the machine- 
carved monstrosities. As to the chairs, first of all get those 
that people can occupy comfortably. A chair is not merely 
to be looked at, and it is not intended to be an instrument 
of torture. The same thing is true about sofas. They 
especially should invite occupancy by their comfortable 
appearance. Avoid curved-back chairs, with carvings which 
i annoy those who sit in them. There is no need of buying a* 
set of furniture with the chairs matching in their coverings. 
Get only the articles which by themselves please you, no 
matter how great the variety; taking care, however, to have 
them covered with stuffs of agreeable tones of color that ge 
well together. Easy-chairs and sofas, which show no wood 
except iu the legs, and are upholstered throughout, are the 
best Wicker-chairs are desirable, and they are cheap. 
Black is a good color for them. Two or three camp-chairs, 
covered with dark and pretty stuff, are also very convenient 
to bring into use on occasion. 

“ Then put on yonr mantelpiece, which is probably of mar¬ 
ble, a board, covered with a suitable color, and provided with 
a proper fringe. It will not cost much, and will greatly add 
to the cheerfulness of the room. Don’t undertake to load 
your parlor with fUrnitnre. Comparatively few articles are 
necessary, and everything in it should have its use, or a rea¬ 
son for being there because of its beauty. If you wish to 
paper the walls, put on a quiet paper of a pleasant tone with¬ 
out large figures. Even that which to perfectly plain is good, 
provided its color helps to furnish the room, and gives a 
desirable background for pictures. 

** A good carpenter can make for yon e sideboard, which 
will serve any purpose, and be better than the ugly things 
generally sold in the shops. Paint it black, for instance, 
giving It several coats, then apply varnish, and it will loek 
like lacqner-work. Put a little red stripe around to relieve 
the black. A box standing on its side, with two or three 
shelves within it, and perhaps two or three on top, to all yon 
need. A curtain in front will bide the lower shelves, and a 
piece of dark enameled cloth on top will complete the thing. 
There is no need of going to much expense for a sideboard. 

“Paint the walls of your hall a plain tint—Pompeiian red 
is a good shade—and let the washboard be dark-brown, and 
relieve the edge of the ceiling with a black line. Paint the 
floor very dark-brown, and shellac it. Then lay a strip of 
carpet half a yard wide through the centre, put up some pegs 
to hang coats ou, provide a table for hats, a Jat for umbrellas, 
and a chair to sit on, and your h*U will be all right. Avoid 
the stiff hat-racks of an octopus pattern. And generally, in 
carpeting your house, don’t think it necessary to fit the carpet 
into every little Jog. Leave a space of sixteen or eighteen 
inches around it, to be painted dark-brown and covered with 
shellac. And let the carpets be small in figure and quiet hi 
' tone. 

u All this may be done at no great expense—with a very 
i little money, indeed, compared to that often expended in 
i miking a single room hideous. The bride who honors us 
; by asking our advice, can make her country home pretty and 
! a model for the whole neighborhood with a small outlay of 
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money, if her taste is good, and she is not tied down by < 
morely conv&ntiuual notions of house famishing. That she 1 
may succeed in doing it, and that her household may be a j 
model in its peace and harmony, is our hearty wish.” j 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

Every Receipt in this Oooh-Book hot been tsstsd by a 
practical housekeeper. 

MEATS. 

Melton Veal —Cut three pounds of raw real, and half as 
much ham, into small pieces. If you hare any bits of cooked 
real or ham, add them. Cut six hard-boiled eggs into slice*; 
lay part of them in a deep brown pau; shake in a little 
minced parsley; lay in some real and ham, more eggs, 
pepper and salt, till all is used; then add Just water enough 
to cover it; mince one ounce of butter, lay it on top, tie a 
buttered paper over it, and bake it one hour or longer; 
remove the paper, press it down with a spoon, lay a plate on 
it with a weight; let it remain another hour in the oven; 

• turn it out on a dish when it is quite cold. 

potato Puff—Take cold roast meat—beef or mutton, or 
Teal and ii»m together—clear from gristle; cut small, and 
season with pepper and salt, and cut pickles if liked. Boil j 
and some potatoes; make them into a paste with an j 
egg; and roll out, dredging with flour. Cut round with a 
saucer; put some of the seasoned meat upon one half, and 
fold the other over like a puff; pinch neatly around, and fry 
a light-brown. This is a good method of warming up meat 
which has been cooked. 

Beef Collope .—Any part of beef which is tender will serve 
to make collope; cut the beef into pieces about three inches 
long; beat them flat, dredge them with flour; fry them in 
butter; lay them in a stewpan, and cover them with brown 
gravy; put in half an eschalot minced fine, a lump of butter, 
rolled in flour to thicken, and a little pepper and salt; stew 
without suffering to boil; serve with pickles, or squeeze in 


old-fashioned osier whisk is preferable to a tinned one. 
lrt the ojieration be carried on in the pantry, or iu a nwm 
where there is no fire; and when the weather is hot, {dace 
the bowl on ice, or in a larger bowl containing cold water. 
As to the mode of whipping, the whisk should be held 
lightly in the hand; aud we know no better expression to 
describe the way to work, than that the whisk should be 
used in a playful manner. 8omo cooks will put into the 
cream a small quantity of gelatine, dissolved in milk, or the 
white of an egg, or a pinch of gum-tragacauth; all of which 
will, no doubt, help the frothing. 

Gooseberry Cream.— Boil one quart of gooseberries, very 
quickly, iu as much water as will cover them; stir in about 
half an ounce of good butter when they are soft; pulp them 
through a sieve; sweeten the pulp, while it is hot, with 
sugar; then beat it up, with the yolks of four eggs; serve ia 
a dish, cups, or glasses. 

CAKES. 

Holiday Oakes. —One pound of flour, half-pound of butter, 
half-pound of pounded loaf-sugar, three eggs, one teacupfnl 
of cream, half-pound of currants, One twspoouful of car¬ 
bonate of soda, essence of lemon or almonds to taste. Work 
the butter to a cream; dredge in the flonr; add the sugar 
and currants, and mix the ingredients well together. WbMc 
the eggs, mix them with the cream and flavoring, and rtir 
these to the flour; add the carbonate of soda; beat the pasts 
well for ten minute*; put it into small, buttered patty-pans, 
and bake the cakes from a quarter to half an hour. Grated 
lemon-rind may be substituted for the lemon and almond 
flavoring, which will make the cakes equally nice. The 
» same mixture, baked in a large cake-tin, lined with buttered 
! paper, is equally good. The cake would need baking about 
| an hoar and a quarter. 

| Gingerbread Nuts.— Half pound of flour, two ounces of but¬ 

ter, three and a half ounces of moist sugar, quarter-ounce of 
| ginger, half-pound of molasses, quarter of a toaspoonfnl of 
\ carbonate of soda, a few drops of essence of lemon, a little 
\ candied lemon-peel if liked. Mix sugar and flour together; 


half a lemon, according to taste; serve in a tureen, very ^ jn ^ Gutter; add the spices and carbonate of soda, etc., 
hot. and make into astiff dough with the molasses. Having floured 

vkobtablms. your hand, take a piece of the dough, and make it into a 

Spinach. —Have a pot of boiling water; add salt; and to , ong roll from wh f c h cut off pieces the size of a nutmeg, 
each gallon of water, a small teaspoonful of carbonate of j Make tbem round, and lay them two .inches apart on a 
ammonia; when boiled tender, aud carefully dried and j buttered tin; flatten them a little, with your finger; and 
ohopped fine, put in a saucepan, adding butter to taste, with j brush them over with a little milk; bake in a cool oven half 
pepper, salt, a very little sugar, and the Juice of a lomon. j ^ hour. 

May be served on toast, thin buttered, and poached eggs / peesebves amd jelijes. 

over it, that have been dropped in water to which a little j ^ preserve Strawberries.—Take equal weights of sugar and 
vinegar has been added; or serve plain, with hard-boiled j pound the sugar, and put layera of fruit and sugar 

eggs sliced or quartered. j alternately on large ashets; squeeze a little Juice of lemon 

Tomato Sauce. —Cut up some tomatoes, and put them into j on eTery layer of sugar, in the proportion of one lemon to 
a saucepan containing a little water, with some parsley, j gj x pints of strawberries. Let it stand in a cool place for 
basil, marjoram, thyme, and laurel-leaf, according to taste; a \ twe lve or fourteen hours; then gently put it into your pre- 
pod of garlic, a few cloves, some whole pepper, and salt Let J goryiug-pan, and on a slow, clear fire, and allow it to come to 
them boil till thoroughly done; then strain off the water, j the ^ii very 8 i 0 wly. When thoroughly boiling ail through, 
and paas them through a hair sieve. Put a piece of butter j the hob ; or hang up the pan, so that the preserve 

In a saucepan; add to it when melted, a spoonful of flour, \ ^y only 8 j m m 0r , not boil all over; shake, and turn your 
and the tomato pulp; mix thoroughly; and when hot tlie • p* n to prevent burning, but by no means stir, so as not to 
sauoe is ready. \ break the fruit. After it has fairly boiled, stir with a 


Asparagus and Eggs .-'Take cold boiled asparagus; cut the j 
tender part up In pieces; place in a baking-dish, buttered; j 
season with a littlo pepper, salt and sugar; break fresh eggs 
over, without beating them; put a fow lumps of butter over, 
and bake in a quick oven until the eggs are cooked. 

DBSSEKTS. 

To Whip Own.—First let the bawl and the whisk be not 
only scrupulously clean, but let them be oold. If a whisk 
has been hanging in the hot atmosphere of a kitchen, it ia 
not fit to whip cream with. The whisk, as well as the bowl, 
should be rinsed in oold water before they are used. The 


wooden spoon gently. Let it simmer till the syrup gs® 
stiff and gluey, then pot like other preserves. Water should 
never be put in strawberry preserves, as that destroys color 
and flavor. 

To Preserve Unripe Grapes .—The grapea should be aw¬ 
fully picked over, and all injured one# should be needed. 
To one pound of grapes, add half-peund of sugar; no water 
but what hangs about them after they have been waAed. 
Put the grapes into a preserving-pan; then a layer of mpx 5 
then a layer of grapea. Boil on a moderate fire, stirring it 
all the time to prevent Ita burning; and as Che giape^onss 
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rtoe, take them oat with a spoon; so that, by the time the 
fruit is sufficiently boiled, the stones will have all boiled up 
and been taken out. 

Rhubarb Marmalade.—Peel fire oranges, taking away the 
white rind and pips; pnt the pulp Into the stewpan with the 
peel, cut very small; add five pounds of rhubarb, cut small, 
-end four pounds of loaf-sugar; boil the whole two hours, 
and the fruit half an hour, before adding the sugar. Three 
lemons, instead of five oranges, will make an agreeable 
change. 

Preserved Rhubarb .—Peel and cut up the rhubarb; boil 
till reduced to a pulp, with very little water; allow one 
pound of sugar, once ounce of sweet almonds, blanched and 
chopped, and half a lemon (cut in slices), to every pound of 
pulp; boil for three-quarters of an hour or an hour; remove 
the lemon-peel, and put it into pots. 

Stewed Cherries .—Pick two pounds of cherries; pnt them 
into a saucepan, with one pound of moist sugar, and a pint 
of cold water. Stew them gently for half an hour. Serve in 
glass dishea. 


FASHIONS FOB JUNI. 

Fio. i.— Walkino-Dress, or Yellow Cambric. The lower 
skirt is trimmed with alternate rows of white embroidery, 
and of the yellow cambric, embroidered with Indian red 
cotton. The overskirt, which opens shawl-shape in front, 
has long drapery at the back. The corsage is gathered iu 
front, and baa a very small plain piece attached to it, which 
forms a basque, coming to a point at the back. Straw bon¬ 
net, trimmed with yellow and red roses. 

Fio. ii. — Carriage-Dress, or Blub Silk, with Gray 
Satin Stripes. The petticoat is of plain blue silk, laid in 
box-plaits. The basque and scarf-draped overdress are of the 
satin-striped material, trimmed with a rich chenille fringe. 
The looped drapery at the back is lined with straw-colored 
silk. Leghorn hat, trimmed with blue satin, and a large 
bunch of poppies, without leaves. 

Fio. iii.—Visiting-Dress, or Pink Batiste. The under- 
dress on the front is trimmed with two knife-plaited ruffles 
of the batiste, above which are wide white embroideries, put 
on plain. The overdress is in the Princess style, the waist 
slightly gauged, and the skirt laid in scarf drapery. The 
sleeves and col lor correspond with the waist Large Tuscan 
hat trimmed with white feathers and pink ribbon. 

Fio. iv.—Vimtinq-Dbess, or Blue and Dark-Pink 
Changeable Silk. The underskirt is formed of four wide 
skle-plaitings. The overdress is gathered to the waist, and 
carelessly looped back to form a full tournure. The corsage 
Is long over the hips, and pointed back and front and gath¬ 
ered in front Bonnet of open-work Tuscan straw, trimmed 
with blue Aud pink feathers. 

Fio. v.— Walking-Dress, or Slate-Colored NunWeil- 
no. The underskirt is trimmed with alternate ruffles of the 
material, and rows of white muslin embroidery. The over¬ 
dress opens in front i* trimmed like the skirt and gathered 
at the back with wide loops of ribbon, of the color of the 
dress. The waist is round, with a belt and large pearl 
buckle. Jabot of lace down the front of the waist Three- 
quarter sleeves. Slate-colored straw hat and feathers. 

Fios. vi. and vii.—House-Dress, Back and Front, or 
Pink-Striped Cambric, Trimmed with Narrow Cream 
Lace. The skirt is trimmed with three kiltings, each edged 
with the narrow lace. The apron tunic is trimmed to cor* 
rwpond, arranged crosswise, and draped at the back. Bodice 
with very long basque, edged with plaited lace. Hie front 
Is gathered. The fichu collar aud sleeves are trimmed with 
lace. 

Fios. Vin. and ix.—Back and Front or Walkino- 


Dress, or Pompadour-Figured Sateen. The ground is 
mastic or putty-color, aud the flowers are of bright natural 
hues. The skirt is trimmed with three sateen flounces, edged 
with lace. The bodice opens heart-shaped, and is trimmed 
with lace. It has a basque matching the flounces, and is 
worn with a waistband. Coarse straw hat, trimmed with 
lace and blue silk. 

Fio. x.— House-Dresr, of Black Grenadine. The under¬ 
skirt is of black satin, edged with knife-plaited ruffles, and 
headed with jet trimmings and puffings. The Priucces polo¬ 
naise is fastened with Japanese enameled buttons, aud edged 
with beaded lace. The back is pulled. 

Fio. xi.—Summer Mantilla, of Black Silk. It is gath¬ 
ered in front at the waist, fits closely over the anus, And has 
long ends in front, and is trimmed with pluited ruffles, some 
of which stand upright, and with fringe. The plaited collar 
is put on in a point in the back, and looks somewhat like a 


Fio. xii.—Picnic Hat, or Yellow Straw, trimmed with 
Spanish lace. Garland of shaded yellow roees around the 
crown. Strings of Spanish lace, tied in front. 

Fio. xiii.—House-Dress, or Pale-Blue NunWrilins, 
trimmed with white lace. The skirt has five plaitings, edged 
with lace. The upper part is laid in loose upright folds. 
The polonaise bodice with lace Jabot, and the skirt is edged 
with lace. It is draped high at the back with a bow of 
watered ribbon. Bows of watered ribbon at the throat and 
on the sleeves, and a narrow watered sash tied at the side. 

Fio. xiv.—Hat, or Black Chip, trimmed with silver- 
colored gauze, and a steel ornament 

Fio. xv.—Parasol, or Black Satin, lined with pink 
satiu, mounted on an ebony stick. Pink and black satin 
bow on the handle, and a spray of pink roses on the cover. 

Fio. xvi.—Summer Bonnet, or Coarse White Straw, 
trimmed with lace and large daisies. It is lined with black 
velvet 

Mantle, of white moiKa, gathered so as to fall close over the 
arms, and trimmed with embroidery and thick ruchlngs of 
muslin. White watered ribbon bow and ends at the back. 

General Remarks.— There is nothing new, either In 
material or the make of dresses, since our last description of 
the fashions. As has been the case for many years, each 
woman now decides her own fashions, only adhering to a 
few general rules. For instance, all dresses still cling 
closely at the front and sides. Small ton mures or bustles are 
worn, to throw out the skirt slightly at the back; and no long 
dresses are worn on the street, or for walking, though many, 
for more dressy occasions, are worn to just touch the ground. 
If these rules are followed, the skirt may be much or little 
trimmed. P&niers may or may not be worn. Sleeves may 
be tight to the arms, or a little puffed, though the latter 
fashion is not general. Bodioee may be close-fitting or gath¬ 
ered. Overskirts are still fashionable; and, In fact, fancy rules 
fashion with a gentle, graceful.sway. 

For oool summer days, the economical fashion of wearing 
a bodice of one material, with a skirt of another, will be 
popular. The bodice and skirt should harmonize in oolor, 
if they do not correspond. 

Mantles of lace are expensive, but very beautiful. Whits 
muslin mantles, trimmed with embroidered raffles, or with 
some of the beautiful laces, are exceedingly pretty and fresh- 
looking, but must be worn carefully, as they do not look 
well after being l&nndried; but in tbeir place way be worn 
those of white nun’s-veiling, albatross cloth, etc., trimmed 
according to fancy. 

Bonnets are worn smaller, and hats quite as largo ns those 
of last year. Many white straw bonnets, simply trimmed 
with an Alsatian bow of white satin ribbon, are worn, and 
are beautiful in their simplicity. Black straws, trimmed 
with scarlet poppies, buttercups, or white daisies, are in 
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favor; but In the matter of bonnets, as well as of dreeses and 
mantles, the individual preference may safely be followed, 
to be in the fashion. 


OUR PARIS LETTER. 

Ruk des Petits Champs. 

As the season advances, the lighter and more delicate 
materials come into use. There has been an attempt made 
to revive changeable silk, as a material for entire costumes; 
but it did not succeed. Now, plaids are blended with it for 
walking-dresses. in a manner that is exceedingly novel and 
stylish. The plaid is in large mixed checks of the two 
colors of the changeable silk, and is employed for the over¬ 
skirt, corsage, and mantle, while the silk is used for the 
underskirt, and for the plaitings, sashes, bows, etc., of the 
costume. In such combinations as gt>ld and olive, or in 
bronze-brown and green, these toilettes are very tasteful 
and elegant. 

Worth is making up chcni silks extensively. The newest 
patterns show large single flowers, such as a rose or a tulip 
hi its natural hues, on a pale-tinted ground. A pale-blue 
ground, strewn with large pale-pink roses, with shaded 
brown leaves, is vory tasteful and picturesque. Black satin- 
finished silks, strewn with single red roses, with dashes of 
gold-yellow amongst their petals, are made up with plain 
black satin surah, the trimming being a wido black sewing- 
silk fringe, intermixed with floss-silk balls, that repeat the 
hues of the flower. Small-patterned white-grounded ckeni 
silks are a good deal used for summer dinner-dresses. Worth 
has made the corsage and train of this silk, the lattor drawn 
back and looped in a deep graceful fold at the sides, so as to 
show side panels of pale-blue corded Nilk, with a cut-off 
flounce starting half way up the skirt, and terminating with 
dsep scallops at the hem. The front of the skirt is formed 
of folds of the corded sHk, with a full ruffling of white lace. 
With the ckeni silks, watered silk panels are occasionally 
used; but that material is considered heavy for so late in the 
season, and plain silk or satin-flnishod surah are preferred 
instead. 

For stont ladies, a Very judicious and novel style lias Just 
been introduced. It consists of a corsage aud overdrees on 
lUtin-etriped moiri antique, the corsage pointed iu front in a 
deep rounded point, aud forming at the hack a coat, with a 
full plaited skirt reaching to the bom of the underskirt, 
which is iu satin surah. It is laid in deep folds in*front, or 
In folds converging to a point about the height of the kuee; 
but this last is very trying to a stout flguro. 

Brocaded gauzes and silk grenadines come in Vory large 
figures, such as medallions, wreaths of flowers, etc., all- In 
solid colors, black beiug the favorite color in this material. 
These figured gauzes are largely made up with plain ones, 
and Spanish lace aud embroidered silk gauze ruffles continue 
to form the moat usual trimming. 

A most charming style for makiug up transparent 
muslins and flowered organdies has lately been introduced. 
It oonstats iu makiug up the fabric over eolorod silk; not 
the hue of the groundwork, but that of the principal flower 
or design. Pale-bluo is the tint most frequently employed, 
particularly when the ground of the organdie is iu pale 
tea-rose color, or a delicate ecru. A dress thus composed, 
and with a draped skirt looped with pale-blue ribbons, is 
wonderfully picturesque. The new changeable muslins are 
made up over silk of the prevailing tint of the muslin; and 
are trimmed with white lace, put on flat on the plaitings of 
the underskirt. A pointed yoke of the lace forms a charming 
addition to the corsage, which may be cut out underneath 
the lace, so as to leave the yoke transparent. When the 
dress is trimmed with full ruffles of 'ace, a Louis XIII. collar 
of three ruffles of lace is worn with it, fastened with a bow 
ml ribbon at the throat. 


i 
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White alpaca, of a very fine silky quality, is now shown 
for watering-place dresses for young ladies. It is trimmed 
with white satin, or with white Spanish lace, no admixture 
of color being- permitted. 

A new aud very beautiful trimming for light-colored 
dresses of SiciUenne, constats in hand-embroidery in white 
floes silks, representing a wide white blonde or Duchesm, 
lace, on a Sicilienne ground. 

Bonnets are now almost universally worn in the capote 
shapes, though some few pokes and largo hats are still seen. 
The Partaieunes, however, prefer the capote, as it is so pre¬ 
eminently becoming. Some of the newest bonnets are in an 
opeu-worked gimp, in neutral tints, trimmed w ith a scarf of 
the new and very crinkly crape kuown as di&montine. This 
crape is a good deal used in the form of quillings, ruchings, 
aud scarfs, on the latest bonnets. Very few white or self- 
colored straws are seen; the mode runuing decidedly to 
block, marine-blue, or dark-garnet straws. The latest style 
of trimming shows clusters of uuts: such as English walnuts 
or filberts, with their foliage. I saw a capote, in marine- 
blue straw, the other day trimmed w ith a cluster of mush¬ 
rooms iu shaded gray velvet; which formed the oddest 
trimming that I have met with for some time. Owls' heads 
are a good deal worn at the side of the crown of broad- 
brimmed hats of browu straw, the remainder of the trimming 
being in brown velvet. 

Nothing new in the way of gloves or stockings. Every¬ 
body Wears long self-colored Mousquetatro gloves, of un¬ 
dressed kid; solid-colored open-worked silk stockings; and 
Charles IX. or Louis XV. shoes. 

Lucrr H. Hooper. 


CHILDREN’S FA8HIONS. 

Eio. i.— Bot’s Butt, op Iron-Grat Kcrsxtmeri. The 
trousers are long. The Jacket loose, with a rolling collar, 
and fastened by large wooden buttons. 

Fro. n.—L ittle Giri/s Dress, of Crram-Colorkp French 
Bunting. The bodice is laid in box-plaita % from the yoke 
down, where it is trim mod with two ruffles. 

Fia.m.— Young Girl’s Dress, of Pin* Albatross (Tloth. 
The bottom of the lower skirt is laid in large side-plaits- 
Above this is a drapery, looped at the back. The bodice is 
laid in skio-plaitft, and fits closely to the waist, where it ter¬ 
minates in a small ruffle basque, fastened in front with a 
bow. Below the waist is another side-plaited ruffle, like the 
one which forms tho bottom of the skirt. 

-r- 

OUR PURCHASING AGENCY. 

After many urgent requests, ice some time since established a 
Purchasing Agency, and encouraged by the substantial recogni¬ 
tion that has followed our ejforts to meet the tcants of persons 
wishing the best selected goods from the eastern markets, at the 
LOWEST PRICES, tre again call attention to our unsurpassed ad¬ 
vantages for supplying everything used in the hovbk, to the 
entire satisfaction of all who favor us with their orders. Special 
attention is given to every article bought; and the list mdudet 
Ladies', Gentlemen's, and Children's Wear, Wedding Outfits, 
Infants' Wardrobes, Wedding, Holiday, and birthday P rese nts, etc. 

The advantages gained by all persons sending their orders to 
our Purchasing Agency hare been appreciated by the large number 
who have been served since it has been es ta b l i shed, in (he saving 
of money, time, and trouble. 

Samples furnished, only on receipt of 25 oenis. Circulars are 
free to any one writing for them, containing fuR particulars, and 
mode of doing business. Remember all are served, not only our 
subscribers, but any one else in want of goods or wearing apparsL 
Address all communications for our Purchasing Agency to 

MRS- MARY THOMAS, 

P. 0. BOX 1626, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
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(Write for particulars; meatioa this publication.) 


An Age in Advance of all other Inventions. 

From a single spool makes a seam stronger and moro beau¬ 
tiful than by any combination of two threads. 

THE 


> WIRE GAUZE 4 

NON-EXPLOSIVE 


OR 14 NO TENSION” SEWING MACHINE. 

Ladies careful of Health and appreciating the 
Best will now have no other. 

WILLCOX & GIBBS S. M. CO., 653 Broadway, 
New York. 

Philadelphia: 1437 Chestnut Street. 


MADE EASY 


The Adams <fc Weatlak* Stove for 1889 Is 
a complete change from all former pat¬ 
tern*. 

The base or reservoir Is made of solid 
east iron and finished beautifully in imi¬ 
tation of SCOTCH (iUAIVlTE. 

The cone plate and crown plate have 
been greatly improved and beautified. 

A handsomely designed cast Iron door 
forms the entire front of the drum. 

Four sizes. Send for descriptive circular. 

MADE BT 

THE ADAMS & WESTLAKE M'F'G CO. 

8TOVK OFFICES 

CHICAGO: 

95 Luke Street 


BOSTON: 

45 Summer St, 


COItg 

PENs 


Our customers living at a distance are 
well served by our postal system. We send 
samples and prices on inquiry, and forward 
goods ordered, by mail or express. This 
large department is organized as well as 
most banks, and the system insures prompt¬ 
ness and fidelity in every respect. Send for 
our new Spring Catalogue. 


PENCILS, HOLDERS, CASES, ETC 


A GOLD FEN AND RUBBED HOLDER, containing 
ink for several days’ writing. Can be carried in the pocket. 
Always ready for use. A luxury to persons who care to 
preservo their individuality in writing. 

MABIE, TODD & BARD, 

180 Broadway, New York. 

Send for Price-List. Our goods are sold by firet-class dealers. 


JOHN WANAMAKER 


13th and CHESTNUT STREETS, 


In Sheep, Russia and Turkey Bindings. 

ffflDKTIONArfx&uPPLEHENTk \ m 


Dry Goode, Ladles', Gentlemen's and Children's 
Wear, and Housekeeping Appointments. 


1 AHA n° MK Testimonials, from cures of Nervous I>e- 
LUUIJ bility,Rheumatism, Blood, Kidneys. A specialty 
by Du. Fitler, 909 Walnut Street, Phila. Sent by mail freo. 


Get the Standard. 

/T* "|?nn w< ' bster— ^it has 118,000 words, 
UJul J. 3000 Engravings, and a New 
Biographical Dictionary, 
rjiyy Standard in Gov’t Printing Office, 
A JuLEj 32,000 copies in Public'School^ 
palo 20 to 1 of any other series, 
make aFam’ilv intelligent. 
JO JL Best help for SCHOLARS. 

TEACHERS and SCHOOLS. 
It is the best practical English Dictionary 
extant .—London Quarterly Review. 

G. a C. UERRIAM & CO., Pub'w, Springfield, Mass. 


STA2JDAED 

SILK 


WORLD 


dfclNNY MEN. **Wells’ Health Renewer” restores 
) health and vigor, cures Dyspepsia. $1. 
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27 Stops, 10 Sots Reeds, 690 

Boat tv’* BEETHOVEN Orran contatns 10 full sets 
Golden Tongue Reeds,:27 STOCK Walnut or Kbonlxed 
Case. 50etave«,Metal Foot Platee.Upright Bellows, Stool 
Spring*, Lamp Stands, Pocket for Music, Handles and 
Rollers for moving, Beatty’s Patent Stop Action, a 
NEW AND NOVEL Kf ) I>HOAKl> (patented) 
ENOKHOl fi hlCCESH. Sakai over icro u month, 
demand increasing. \JT Factory working 1) \Y and 
b y 320 K diwn'a Eioctrio Lights at NlGH'l to till orders 
(JjSiF^PHeet Boxed, Bellvercd on board 4\A 
Cnri litre, btool, HooL, Ac., only tZ)«/V 
If after one year's u*i fern are not satisfied return Lhyan and ltrill 
jirom/tly refund the iw,ne y trill interest, nothing can be fairer 
Come and examine the Instrument. I-cave N. Y. City, 
Barclay or Chrbtopher Rt. Ferries, 8.30 a. m. or l p. m. 
(fare, excursion only |2 85). Leave Washington at 1 or 
0.30 p. m. arriving In N. Y. at 3 30 or 9 p. m. some day(for 
routes from Chicago. Richmond. Phila.. Boston, Ac., seo 
“Beatty’s Excursion Route Circular,”) $5allowed to pay 
expense* If you buy; come any way, you are welcome. 
Free Conrh with polite uttend ante meets all trains. 
Other Organs #30, #40. S50 up. Idanofortes #195 to #16001 
Bnautirul illustrated tuUlwgue (Tee. Address or call upon 

DANIEL F. BEATTY, Washington, Now Jersey 

THE DINOEE & CONARD COS 

_BE AUTI FUL EVE R- BLOOMI NG 

ROSES 

The only establishment making a SPECIAI 
BUSINESS of ROSES. 60 L A 
for ROSE6 alone. WeCIVE_AV 

uma and Extras, more RO 

UshmentH grow. Strong Pot PI a._ 

diate bloom delivered safely, postpaid,to any post-office. 
5 splendid varieties your choice, all labeled.for SI; 
12 for $2; 19 for 83: 20forfi4; 35 for 85; 75 for 
*10; 100 for 813. OurNEWCUr - 

*" - — -’--antlt/iUustri 


ig a SPECIAL 
^ _ARCE HOUSES 
VE AWAY,inPremi- 
^OBES th an most eslab- 
Plants suitable for lmrae- 


all labeled, for 81: 

foi 

__ _ _■ __ olet 

Treatise >m the /Case. 70 pp, elegantly iUus'rate>l\free to all. 


100 for 813. 


D E, « complete 


Rob* Grovers, 


THE DINCEE A CONARD CO. 

W*rs, West Grove. Chester ( 


be / v Gold-Edge and Chrorno Cards, name on H»c. Book of 
0\F S amples 25c. F. M. Shaw A Co., Jersey City, N. J. 

T HE MYS TERIOUS SKULL. 

endless amusement for old and young 
M <*-t Wonderful GHOST ever pro¬ 
duced. PERFECTLY VISIBLE 
IN T1IE BARk; STARTLING 
EFFECT*, will hcaro Burglars, 
Thieves and Trespassers “ont of their 
boots,” but a mint of fun for tnoee 
“who know.” AGENTS Wanted 


Sole Proprietors, 196 and 197 Fu’ 
ton Street. New York City. 

Size of Skall, 4 x fPfc inches. 




U ABBACH’s-s® 

Hkiqmonette 

NEW MUSIC ALW08DEB ONLY 
InHaadsomeWelnetCas**^ MB 

Simplest in the World. 

Eleqant. Melodious. lyor-nXm a # 

erful. 16 Notes. Plays 


otner. si whw ” 1 ^— — 

HABBACR 0BGANINA CO. 

809 Filbert 8t., Philadelphia._ 

r Series For 1882. 

* logont Imported design*, all Cjbro- 

®^”nuni,(nx board) in beautiful color*, Gold 
A Silver,German «Vr French Florals. Socnery from th. 
Hirer Rhine, Arctle Scene*, Monsro*© Series. Ocean 
Vie ws, Bi rd Mottoes,Ac. n»m« In fancy *cri|jt tj pe, lOc.oc 
QR Extra Large aizo Emboaacd Chro- 
1^Umos.namc in any style.lOo. Ag’ta 

m*k« 40 t*t ernt. 14 pseluof either for #1. Our beautiful bound 
Book of 1OO Stricter 188*. 86e. Full particular* with every or¬ 
der. Blank t’aid, at wholeude-G A Rl) Ml LI.& North ford Ct. 


J AIR REMOVED 

from any part or the body in FIVE 
MIN UTES without injury to the skin.bv 
“ITpham’s Depilatory I , owder, ,, 
Mailed for 9 1.2u {stamps taken f or the 
oeld 2o cents.) Sealod circular Free. 
8. C. UPHAM, P* O. Box 2697, Philatfa., Pa 



VAADS; 


1 edltlon>rit in 


PURCHASERS READ!! 


*70orio©^sr.““s 

n. T - ——-— v sv. ~~ lOc.or 60 Genuine Chreosoa Ea- 

t!r *iy ■ew,|.it -,t edition,Lett in the Biarket,10c. or M5 Large slro 
New Floral Eaibo*«cd Cbromos tamed 1881, 10c. Satin 
F r Inge Card* s Speclaltv.Arti.Simole Book of all styles, including 
Bevel-edge A Imported CarSi,''5c. Great inducement*,and Ele- 
pint premium* ofTcred. Printer* *«]>|>licd with blaak Card*. Send as 
order snd beconrlm-ed that we are dwtennined to please too. 
3 TAH P RI NTING GO. North ford Conn. 

BOOKS ON BUILDING, Painting, Decoraf- 

Ing, etc. For 1882,eighty pago Illustrated Catalogue. 
Address, enclosing three 3-ceut stamps, WILLIAM T. 
COMSTOCK, 6 Astor Place, 3 doors cast of Broadway, N. Y. 

TOiawaSfflSS 

MMOtc.nune neatly printed in fancy type lOcta.14 nnuxM #1. 
Agents make 40 ner c«nt. Book of 90 SUle* for ISSt 2.*»o-or fireo 
with #1.order. CAXTON PRINTING Co. NorthfordCL 


25 


OUR SCRAP BOOK PACK 

Put up expressly for Card Collectors. Contains hO Ele¬ 
gant Largo < ’hromo Advertising ('ards. All the new design* 
coruplfto in sets, embracing Gold, Silver and different 
bright-colored tints, etc. Price by mail, ixistpuid, 25 cento. 
Address Altna Card Co., 119 Fulton Street, New York. 

30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE l 

Wo send free on 30 days’ trial I>r. Dye’s Klectro- 
Vnltalc Itelts and other Electric Appliances TO 
MEN (.uffering from Weakness, Impaired Health, 
and Kindred Troubles. Also for Rheumatism, 
Liver and Kidney Troubles, aud many other dis¬ 
eases. Speedy Hires guaranteed. Illustrated Pamphlet 
free. Address 

VOLTAIC BELT CO., Marshall, Mich. 

^STEEL PLATE & PEABL OHBOMO CARD8 

(lmlf each), name on, 10c. 14 packs, 81.00. 

850 gi veu to best agent. Full particulars w ith first 
order. National Card Works, New Ilaven, Conn. 

S uperfluous haiu. Madame Wamboid’s sj^cific 

pormaueutly removes Superfluous huir w ithout injuring 
the skin. Send for a circular. Madame W'ambold, 34 
Sawyer Street, B«^ston, Ma*a. 

fr A Beautiful Chromo Cards, tho New Picturesque, Bird A 
01* Motto Series, no 2 alike, name on, 10c. always please. 
A fine Album of Samples, 2oc. F. W. Austin, Fair Haven,Ct. 

AND NOT 
WEAR OUT. 

by Watchmaker*. Ry mail, 80 ots. Circulars 
OULU UREE.J. S. BIRCH A CO.. 38 I>ey SL .N.1L 

Q<)A For AVerk can bo mad o in any IcuaUity. Soma- 
thing entirely now for agent*. ?5 outfit free. 
O. W. IN OKA HAM & CO., Boston, Moss._ 

I adv Arlonte < ;in S“ 0 iire permanent employmeut with 
LdUjf flBClllb giK>d salary selling CJueen City Skirt 
and Stocking Supp»>rter*,etc. Sample out fit Free. 
Address, Queen City Suspender Co., Cincinnati, 0. 
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For finishing Walls and Ceilings, is the most valuable mate» 
rial known. It is far superior to Kulsomine, and more eco¬ 
nomical. It is a valuable discovery, and its merits ns a wnll 
finish are nnequaled. It is the only natural and durnblo 
finish lor Walls. It cun be applied_by_an,voi»e. If not^for sale in your neighborhood send direct to us for 

“ “ "" », Ne 


ALABASTINE! 


sample curd and testimonials. NEKLEl' DUOS., 32 Burling Slip, New York City. 



Their chief merits are: Superior Workmanship; Separation of Rolls Without Compressing 
Spring; Non-liability of Cutting the Material; Greatest Capacity for all Kinds oi Work. 


AMERICAN MACHINE CO’S FLUTING MACHINES 


Styled “CROWN,” “ORIGINAL KNOX,” “AMERICAN,” “EAGLE,” 

ARE SOLD AT ALL THE LEADING HARDWARE AND HOUSE-FURNISHING STORES. 


Joseph ri llott's 

* STEEL** PENS. 


Cold Medal, Paris, 1878. 

The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 332, 
351, 170, and his other styles. 

8old throughout the World, 


BFATTT’S ORGANS, 27 mope, $30. Pianos $125 up. 

A a Factory running day and night. Papers 

free._Address DANIEL F. BEATTY . Washington, N. J. 

Chromo, Motto, Himd <t Bouquet Card*, with mime, 10c. 
Sample, book, 2 5c. Franklin IVt’g Co., New Haven, Ct. 


50 


rtyfcjjp 

ihi 60 elf,ui( new ChromoCard* 10c. 14 pk».$l 
H I * innW® bO per «enL Fle«ue .end 20c forAitenf. 

I k iS^jklbum of .ample*, Premium List Ac. Blank turd, at 
[ | KWholc*nlc. KORTMKOnU CARD WOIIKB, North ford,Conn. 


m 


Premium Engravings. 


It Is the custom of “ Peterson's Magazine,” m all Its old subscribers know, to engrave, every year, a premium 
plate, in order to reward persons getting up clubs. These plates are executed in the highest stvlo of art, at an original 
oost of from ONE THOUSAND TO TWO THOUSAND DOLLARS. ** Peterson” having kept up this 
practice for many years, has now an unrivalled selection of ssch engravings. Theee are now, as a great inducement 
(tiered (postage free) fur Fifty Cents each, as follows: 


The Surrender of Cornwallis, . (27 inches by 20) 

Washington's Adieu to His Generals, ..(27 “ « 20) 

Banyan on Trial, (27 “ “ 20) 

Bunyan in Jail, . (27 “ “ 20) 

VfwhinfTton's First Interview with His Wife. .(24 ** “ 20) 

The Star of Bethlehem, .(24 “ 16) 

w Our Father Who Art in Heavenf* . (24 w " 16) 

Washington at Trenton, .(24 “ t( 16) 

Bessie's Birth-Bay, . (24 w “ 16) 

Christ Weeping over Jerusalem, .(24 “ “ 16) 

Angels of Christmas, . (24 w ** 16) 

Not Lost hut Gone Before, . (24 " “ 16) 

Christmas Morning, . (24 “ « 20) 

Christ Blessing TAttl* Children, .(24 “ "20) 

Washington at Valley Forge, .(24 ** “ 20) 

Gran'father TeUs of Yorktown, .(24 ** “ 20) 


V. B.—Any reader o f this advertisement con hare either of then engraving* by remitting fifty cents, which (i the mere cost of 
frinSny and paper. Or Jin will be tent for two dollar*. Always say which you wish. 


Address, PETERSON’S MAGAZINE. 

No. 306 ChMtnut $trso‘, Phlladtipfcla, Pi- 
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set 


This being a swrrrn corset, 
made in one piece , containing 
100 Bobos woven diagonally in 
body cf the corset, retains Its 
shapo under all circumstan¬ 
ces, at the same time yielding to all the 
motions cf the wearer. This is the only cor- 
manufactured that can makegood this claim. 
It is a new invention (f 

THE NOVELTY CORSET WORKS, N. T. 

who are its sole manufacturers. 

EVERY LADY WHO HAS EVER WORN 
ONE. OR DESIRES A SHAPELY FIGURE* 
WILL ASK FOR AND 

Insist upon having the 

DOUBLE HIP PERFECT FITTING 

■ PRICE ’ WOVEN CORSET. 

For sale by a ll dealers in the U. S Sent by mail, 
post-paid, on receipt of price. 


** BUCHUPATHA.’* Quick, complete cure, all an¬ 
noying Kidney Diseases. $1. at all druggists. 


rnysicians recommend tnem on account of their ca¬ 
ptive properties. They furnish a woedorful remedy 
zor Blooplcs:co33, Honoxscess, Qoneril X)etilit 7 f Indigestion, 
Inwaatism and Parilycis, their effect being exhilarating 
tot he wearer. Price (according to thonnmber of insu¬ 
lated plates')$3& $12each: abdominal. $15each. Send 
t#r descriptive circular. For salo by leading retailers, 
THOMSON, IAHQD3N & CO., N. T., SOLE MAMJFACTUREBS. 


Mrs. THOMPSON’S 

Celebrated Patent 

WAVES.” 

The r-markeMe anrrv-aa of 
tbl« charming arilcle of adorn- 
ta line fo the COIMVE!!. 
COni OIlT an I »E- 
nntovFDAPmn. 
A.ME Riv.-n n*every wearer. An ab- 
•nlut» lYECE^SITW to thn«e who 
have lv»t a portion of their once abundant 
hair—nr In thnae who wl»h to LOOK 
\OtI.\C—Tvhoee furrheada are high—at. J 
wh«»o hair will not remain In rrlmp ; made 
natnr >1 cur'. h»ir lli-y rannot g.tout or wave. 
One r.n,\\n FEATURE th«y h*** no 
WUi.LIUF a».|*earance.«n EASILY 
SFIA In ALL OI1II H wav.-a and crimp#— 
while the doing away with ctlmping pins and the 
danger of nillATA'C one’aown hair 1« very Important l<» r»*rr 
lady who VALUES her poraonnl heantv an«l the OPI.MOXN 
of her friends. UR ICES, f rotw <5« to gf« < Hlon.te and Gray. 
extra'. Alan, the n)n»t ELEUAlAiT AtSOttTMFXT of 
R W IT CUE i front to $S». C.RAY l« All! A NPE- 

C1ALTY. Renvu.tH-r th»»« good* ran OM.Y RE FOU.YD 
at my Headqnartera. 32 EAST I4TH ST., N. Y.J «©■* 

Mate St., Chlrn»u | \n. (I Temple Place, Iloiton j 
170 WVat 4th M„ < im innntl. Send lor Illaatnited Cat¬ 
alogue. Good* pent C. O. D.. with privilege of examination. 


BAiiii’g HEALTH PRESERVE 
CORSET. 

SOMETHING ENTIRELY NEW. 

. By a novel arrangement of An® 
coiled wire springs, which yield 
readily to every movement of the 
wearer, the most PERFECT 
FITTING anil comfortable cor¬ 
set ever made la secured, 
la Approval by the Best rhyaicians. 
For salo by all leading dealers. , 
Lady Agents wanted. 

PRICE BY MAIL, $1 60. 
Manufactured only by 
CHICAGO CORSET CO., Chicago, Ill. 

MONEY REFUNDED fOY, IIARMQN *CQ.,Naw Hhvan.CL 


° 


1857. 


[’BEAOTbui^WpMEN.] 

ARK MORE FREQUENTLY KNOWN AS SUCH BY AN ELEGANT 
FIGURE THAN A TRETTY FACE, AND MANY LADIES BY USING 
AN ILL SHAPED CORSET DESTROY THE SYMMETRY OF THEIR 
OTHERWISE SHAPELY FIGURE. ALL LADIES WHO HAVE ANY 
REGARD FOR THEIR PERSONAL APPEARANCE WILL 


WEAR THE 


nomi HI? PERFECT mins 

WOVEN CORSET. 
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^»in) tod the Khedive’s Harem— By Alice Bea, (JUim- 

United,) . 

^ for Small Pocket-Comb— By Mrs. June Weaver, 

(JttufrofcW,). 


truU<l,, * . . - ( y 

; Embroidered Cover for Whisk-Broom—By Mrs. Jane 

Weaver, {Illustrated,) -. 

Embroidered Sutiu Work-Bag—By Mrs. Jane Wearer, 

265 (Illustrated,) .. . . 

Embroidered Tea-Cloth—By Mrs. June Weaver, (///«*- 
79 . trated,) . 
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A Bundle-Bag—By Mrs. Jaue Weaver, (Illustrated,) 
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{Illustrated,) . 
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TOO LAT£ TO MARRY! 



3. Time flew as on she stray’d 

Through Fashion’s giddy round ; 
With many a heart she play’d. 

And laughed at ev’ry wound. 

“ Too late ! Too late ! 

Old Time itself shall wait!” 
Tra, la, la, &c. 


4. Then came the first grey hair, 

And looks and hearts grew cold. 
And wrinkles here and there, 

Their tale unwelcome told ! 
Hard fate! Too late! 

She sang, disconsolate ! 

Tra, la, la, &c. 
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A LONDON DINNER-PARf Y. 

BY MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS. 



gentleman* calling in person. Invi¬ 
tations Jfbltoiwed immediately. That 
from Mr: Rogers wfts to a breakfast, 
of which I wrote an account, that was 
published in this <magazine in 1860. 
That from the Bari was to a dinner. 

The latter invitation came so far in 
advance, that it suggested a banquet 
of considerable importance. This gave 
me no little perplexity. 1 liud seen 
nothing, as yet, of social life in Eng¬ 
land ; and I should have preferred to 
have waited* before going to one of the 
“ great houses/' in order to have time 
to take a few quiet observations else¬ 
where. What kind of toilet, to say 
nothing of other things, would be 
proper ? 

I ventured to mention these mis¬ 
givings to Mr. Rogers, when 1 break¬ 
fasted with him. He smiled at my 
frank confidence; told me to be entirely 
natural; managed to embody a charm¬ 
ing little compHinent in his counsel; 
and assured me that Lord Carlisle's 
mother, the count ess dowager, was one 
of the nicest eld ladies in the world, 
_ _ _ and would be sure to make ine quite at 

r I 0B0RQB 'HEOEaicx, seventh larl or Carlisle. home. Besides, her daughters would 

JL HE letters of introduction, that I took ^probably be there, he eaiql: ehatrming persons, 

whom it would be a pleasure to meet. 

I was compelled to bei satisfied with this as¬ 
surance. After all, 1 thought, well-bred people, 
in general, are essentially (the same all over the 
world, and * ..toilet proper, far the presence of 
our own Chief Magistrate could not be much out 
of place anywhere. So, having often dined at the 
“ White House/’ with different Presidents, I con¬ 
cluded that I need not hesitaie what to wear. 

The founder of the Carlisle family was Lord 
William Howard, second son of that Duke of Nor- 
Botb letters were promptly answered, by each * folk, who perished on the scaffold, in the reign of 

(29) 


OROROS FREDBR1CE, SEVENTH KARL OF CARLISLE. 

HE letters of introduction, that I took 
•ut, on my visit to England, in 1850, were many, 
but there were two that 1 recall with especial 
pleasure. One was to the aged poet, Samuel 
Rogers, and the other was to the then Earl of 
Carlisle. The latter, as 1 knew, had already filled 
several high political offices; and he was ap¬ 
pointed, shortly after my visit, Lord Lieutenant 
of Ireland. At Dublin, his kind heart and varied 
gifts made him universally popular, so that he is 
spoken of, to this day, as the best loved Viceroy 
that the century has seen. 
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Queen Elizabeth, for having conspired in favor ' dially. drew my hand over his arm, and led me 
of Mary, Queen of Scots. Lord William married < into a spacious, superbly-appointed library, in 
the heiress of the great house of Dacre, and : which were several ladies and gentlemen. Among 
through her became possessed of the Castle of) these ladies were the earl’s sisters, of whom Mr. 
Naworth, in Cumberland, close to the Scottish \ Rogers had spoken. One of them, tall and hand- 
border. This old feudal fortress may, therefore, ! some, dressed in cream-white silk and soft old 
be considered the original home of the Carlisles. \ lace, and with her abundant brown hair crowned 
There Lord William held sway, as Warden of the j by a wreath of blush-roses, advanced to meet me. 
Western Marches, and grew so famous as knight < This was Lady Mary Howard, at that time the 
and warrior, that he is still sung of in ballad, as \ only unmarried daughter of the house. 

Belted Will.” 1 Then came another, fair and gentle, and some- 

Naworth, by the bye, is one of the most pic- | what older, her sweet face and soft eyes harraon- 
turesque feudal edifioes left in England. It has j izing with the neutral tints of her dress. She 
a curious library, with some of the books of i led the way to a sofa, and seated herself among 
44 Belted Will” still kept in it, and a quaint j the cushions, by my side. This was Lady 
chamber, where the bed in which the old warrior i Elizabeth Grey, a married sister. Mr. Rogers 
slept is yet shown. It was the grandson of! was right: these two ladies were indeed charm - 
44 Belted Will,” who was created the first Earl of j ing; the one regal in her fair beauty, the other 
Carlisle. This was in 1661. 

I knew also that the grand¬ 
father of my host had been 
connected with our own his¬ 
tory, having been one of the 
Commissioners—Lord Howe 
being another—who had been 
sent out, in 1782, by the 
British Government, to see 
if it was possible to make 
peace with the revolted col¬ 
onies, without acknowledg¬ 
ing their independence. This 
nobleman, Frederick, the 
fifth earl, was the son of Isa¬ 
bella, daughter of the fourth 
Lord Byron, and, through 
that connection, became the 
guardian of the celebrated 
poet, his grand-nephew, George Gordon, sixth j indeed, not to have felt, in its fullest extent, the 
Lord Byron. This Earl of Carlisle was a Knight j graoe 0 f their kindly reception, 
of the Thistle, a Knight of the Garter, and, like Lady Elizabeth dropped into a pleasant con- 
his grandson, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. j versation, at once. But she had hardly time to 

I was thinking about all these things, when • inform me that her mother was suffering ft&m a 
the carriage drew up before a large and well- j slight indisposition, and would not be able to 
lighted mansion, in Grosvenor Place. Two or j join us until after dinner, when other friends 
three broad steps led up to the door, which j were expected, before the rest of the dinner- 
was opened as if by magic, as soon as I appeared, j guests began to pour in. After this, introductions 
I now found myself in a wide, deep hall. A low- \ followed in such quick succession that I should 
voiced servant, advancing and bowing, requested ■ have been bewildered in an entanglement of 
my name, deferentially, as if he had b*m asking j titles, but for the gentle lady by my side; who 
some great favor. Another servant now appeared, j told me, in her low, sweet voice, something of 
who took my wraps, and opened the door of a j each person announced. 

large ante-room, half way up the hall. \ Even in the bright confusion of this gathering, 

I heard my name oalled out; again repeated two ladies, among the younger guests, riveted my 
by someone at the door opposite; and before I ' attention, by their remarkable beauty and the 
had crossed this room, the master of the house ) rich simplicity of their toilets. These were the 
came forward, with the light step peculiar to a j daughters of Lord Carlisle’s sister, the Duohess of 
highly-bred Englishman, and, greeting me cor-5 Sutherland. The eldest was a fair and perfect 


’ lovely. One must have been a rude republican, 



BED-KOOK OT 44 BELTED WILL*’: NAWORTH. 
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blonde, arrayed in pale rose-tiuted silk, with a 
wreath of apple-blossoins twined in the soft golden 
hair,' coiled low down at the bock of the head. ; 
She was announced with her husband, the Mnr-: 
quis of Kildare, and is now Duchess of Leinster. 
The other, Lady Constance Gower, was then in J 
the first bloom of youth, and as yet unmarried; \ 
though shortly after, she became Countess, and j 
subsequently Duchess, of Westminster. Her pre- j 
mature death, last year, is still fresh in memory. ; 


UMAXY or ** HKLTKD WILL”: KAWOKTH, 

It seemed to me that the guests all came within < 
a few minutes of each other. Then dinner was > 
announced. I had no time to wonder where my \ 
place would be, or regret that “ the lovely old ) 
lady,” whom 1 had hoped to meet, was not there, \ 
before our host came forward, presented his arm, j 
and led me from the library, across the suite of j 
rooms through which I had entered, to a spaoioue j 
dining-room. 

Of course, I had no opportunity of knowing 
bow the company arranged itself. But to me, 
it seemed as if the whole proceeding was much 
as it would have been in my own country, until 
we reached the threshold of the dining-room. 
Then, indeed, the splendor of life in the Old World 
broke upon me, with a reality that was almost 
daulmg. The tall buffets, laden down with gold \ 
and silver plate, the inheritance of generations, . 
all heaped and flashing together; the long, broad \ 
table, resplendent with these precious metals, in- J 
terspersedwith rare glass: diamond, white, ruby- j 
tinted, opaline, and amber-hued—each fashioned j 
for the wine it was to hold—and some of it an¬ 


tique as the plate ; all aglow under the light of a 
chandelier, rich in the clouded glass of Venioe 
before she had discovered how to burn the fire 
of genius into her crystal, formed an almost per¬ 
fect picture in itself. But added to this was a 
line of servants, on each side of the table, ranged 
along the wall; motionless, like soldiers on drill, 
clad in coats of silver-gray velvet, with crimson 
plush small-clothes, white silk stockings, and 
buckled shoes. This rich livery, toned down 
by powdered hair and snow- 
white gloves, flung belts of 
magnificent coloring adown 
the room; softened, if not 
subdued, by a background of 
soft, dark window-draperies. 

Between these gorgeous 
bands of servants, that stood 
there motionless and appar¬ 
ently unobservant, we passed 
up the room; where a man, 
out of livery, in dark clothes, 
white necktie, and with a 
grave face, drew back a couple 
of chairs; and I found my¬ 
self in one of them, at the 
earl’s right hand, with a full 
view of the company. 

From the beginning to the 
end of that dinner, there was 
less restraint than I almost 
ever remember at an Ameri¬ 
can table. I was, to the best 
of my remembrance, the only 
person there who did not possess a title. But 1 
canndt recollect hearing a title used in conversa¬ 
tion once. The gentlemen addressed each other as 
Carlisle, Kildare, Stewart, and so on, as very in¬ 
timate friends sometimes use the family name in 
our own oountry* Indeed, the word “sir” is 
oftener repeated by us, than “my lord” is in 
England. Once or twice, I caught myself ad¬ 
dressing our host as “sir;” and laughingly 
apologized. 

“ Oh,” he said, with a good-natured smi)e, 
“that is the highest title we have in England. 
Our kings are addressed as 4 sire,’ ” you know. 

This was a very kind way of putting me at 
ease. Indeed, his conversation, during the hours 
in which the oourses came and went, was the 
pleasantest chat imaginable. He had been re¬ 
cently in America, and had met many of my 
own acquaintances, even friends; and among 
them was Henry Clay, of whom I had taken 
leave only a few weeks before, and whose 
parting gift, a locket containing his portrait and 
hair, was attached to the chain around my neck. 
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Of this wonderful man, he spoke with absolute < “That,” said the earl, “is the only living 
affection. Calhoun, too, seemed to have won his \ daughter of Lord Edward Fitzgerald. Madame 
friendship, to a great degree. Webster’s colossal de Genlis was her grandmother.” I started, 
mind had greatly impressed him. “ His is among ? “ In no country,” 1 said, “ had the misfortunes 

the grandest intellects I have ever known,” he > of that brave man been more deeply lamented 
said, enthusiastically. > than in my own.” 1 told him this, and recalled 

Now and then, in the pauses of this con versa- j to him the pretty home scene described by Lord 
tion, I was startled by his addressing some of his \ Edward, when he wrote that “ Pam was busy 
guests by historical names, that seemed to come > embroidering a little cap for the baby,” the whole 
out of past centuries. For instance, he turned \ scene coming vividly before me. Was that grave 
to the gentleman on my left, and called him ?lady, in the semi-gloom of her widow’s / g&rments, 
Fitzgerald. The name carried my imagination ; I said to myself, the child so tenderly spoken of? 
back into the shadows of history. The Fitz- ; By this time, the dinner had progressed 
geralds had been a power in England, ever since > through many courses. 1 had been so interested 
the days of Edward the Confessor. From that; in the earl's conversation, that 1 had failed to 
time, their greatness had 
been constantly on the in¬ 
crease. The Marquess of 
Kildare was not only the 
next heir to the dukedom 
of Leinster, but held, as 
his courtesy title, one that 
had been transmitted to 
him through twenty-nine 
generations. To me, a 
world of romance was 
woven up with all these 
memories. 1 forgot the 
gay present, the brilliant 
lights, the soft laughter, 
the hum of voices, and lost 
myself in the reign of that 
eighth Henry, who had 
broken a solemn oath of 
pardbn, “ sealed upon the 
holy sacrapient,” and ex¬ 
ecuted the tenth Earl of 
Kildare, one of the bright¬ 
est and bravest of his race, 
at Tyburn, with five 
uncles; thus almost deci- 

mating the family. rrir. u» or «unu 

1 remembered, too, that 


Anne Boleyn had been a Howard, like my host. > 
•‘She was of your house?” I said, addressing* 
the earl suddenly, as if he could have been aware ] 
of my thoughts. I saw a faint look of bewilder- > 
went in his face, and added, in explanation: : 
*• 1 was thinking of Anne Boleyn.” \ 

“Yes,” he answered. “She was connected) 
with the Norfolks. There was another, whom \ 
you may not like so much, Catharine Howard.” \ 
But I suddenly remembered that the sub- j 
ject was too absorbing for the occasion, and j 
changed it presently, by expressing some interest $ 
in a lady who sat lower down the table, dressed j 
in half mourning, with a nun-like head-dress. 


notice that a fresh napkin had been served with 
each change of plates; but that none had been 
taken away. I had mechanically placed each 
new oue in my lap, till the accumulation was now 
a little burdensome, and I began to wonder 
where and how my neighbors had disposed of 
theirs. Leaning slightly back, when 1 had the 
opportunity, I saw a whole snow-etorm of fine 
linen, that had been cast, piece by piece, under 
the table; and so 1 swept my small avalanche 
after them, with a laughable sense of relief. 

At last, the plate—for the dinner had been, up 
to this point, served on silver—gave way to a 
rare old set of Sevres, the most beautiful hnr- 
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binger of hot-house fruit you ever saw. I had 
gathered up the hull of a strawberry with my 
fingers, and was dipping the fruit in sugar, when 
a sudden thought took away my breath. 

I knew that there came a period, at every Eng¬ 
lish dinner-table, when ladies were accustomed to 
withdraw, and leave the gentlemen to their wine. 
In the absence of the countess, what lady, I be¬ 
thought myself, would be expected to break up the 
table? Was it possible that this duty might fall 
on me ? I occupied the seat of honor. I began, at 
the very idea, to feel particularly uncomfortable. 
How on earth was I to know when to rise ? Or 
what would be expected of me, when I was once 
on my feet? How could I lead a dozen British 



LADY 00K8TANCE 00WEE, 

(afterwards duchess or westmdwtkr.) 


peeresses, through some unknown region, into a 
drawing-room which I had never seen ? 

These thoughts absolutely made me feel faint. 
As the strawberry melted in fay mouth, I almost 
wished it would choke me. I looked around. 
How happy they all seemed. No anxiety, like 
that which had seized upon me, disturbed them. 
If I could only faint away, and be carried out of 
the room by some of those dainty fellows in 
crimson plush and silver gray, what a relief 1 
Vol. LXXXII.—2. 


At last, the conversation flagged; then stopped 
entirely: the whole company seemed watching 
for something. All eyes were turned toward the 
head of the table. 

Was this silent appeal addressed to the young 
marchioness, on the other side of our host, or 
was it intended for me? 

I waited in breathless suspense, hoping with 
all my heart that she would arise. She gave no 
signal, but glanced toward me; smiled; and, 
with a bend of the head, took up her gloves. 

It was some comfort, at least, to know what 
was expected of me. RiBing from my chair, I 
waited a moment, to make sure that no one 
would precede me; and then led the way down 
the room, and into the halL There, Lady Mary 
came to my side; and turning toward the grand 
staircase, we ascended to the drawing-room 
above. 

Everything in this apartment was essentially 
English: very rich in material, and elegant in 
form; but too substantial for the generality of 
our smaller dwellings, where French taste and 
airiness of style prevail. Though a state room, 
it was one of the most home-like I had ever seen. 
No special arrangement for company was evident 
anywhere. Books and magazines were on the 
large centre-table, as if cast there from recent 
use. The rare old vases were full of flowers. 
Easy-chairs stood about, apparently just as they 
had been left by the family. Some of the ladies 
dropped into these chairs. But I joined others, 
who walked about, admiring the various objects 
of art. scattered about the room, and the pictures 
hanging against the walls; among which, some 
fine landscapes by Cuyp, and gems from the old 
masters; were distinguished by a particular 
arrangement of light. 

Turning from one of these pictures, I saw that 
an old lady, clad in black satin, with a ker¬ 
chief of old cardinal point about her neck, and a 
lace cap, tied with black and white ribbons, had 
quietly entered the room. Several of the guests 
arose to meet her; so I knew that it was the 
earl’8 mother. Directly, most of the ladies were 
gathered around l\er sofa; and when she began 
asking questions about my country, they joined 
in, each having some special object of interest 
to inquire about: our gorgeous autumnal forests, 
Niagara, and the society of New York and Wash¬ 
ington ; in all of which the old countess joined, 
with such interest that I really believe that most 
of us would have been better pleased if the gen¬ 
tlemen had not come in so early. ^ 

After this, Lord Carlisle was speaking of Castle 
Howard*, his estate in Yorkshire, which I had 
not seen. He regretted that public duties kept 
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him from receiving friends there, just then; but ^ “ Oh, madams, I am ooming over to your 

in compensation, brought out some fine drawings \ country, very soon.” 

of the interior decorations, especially of somej “That is pleasant news, I answered. “You 
carvings by Gibbons. > will find yourself weloomed.” 

He had just done, when the evening gnests j “ And that is pleasant news for me. But I 
began to drop in. Among them were Thackeray, \ am ooming over to make money.* 1 
whom I had not met before; and Dickens, with j “Perhaps we may be able to appreciate the 
whom I had become well acquainted, during his j motive,*' I said, laughing. “But you will find 
first visit to the United States; and with them \ many things worth coming for, beyond that.*' 
appeared at least a dozen other celebrities. \ “lam not ooming to see Niagara,'’ he went on, 

I was sitting near the countess, when Thack- \ with the same half humorous frankness, “ the 
eray came forward to pay his respects. Directly ’ Kentucky cave, and all that; but your society at 
after the introduction, he said, with a cordiality j Newport, Saratoga, and Washington. It’s your 
that was pleasantly abrupt: { people that I care for. I mean to give them some 
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lectures worth hearing, about the ‘Four Georges.' I looking man, whose very presence brought a smile 
The lectures are nearly finished,” he said, turn- of welcome from the countess, as she received 
ing toward the countess. “ I mean to deliver j and introduced him* 

them first in England ; and if J don’t make your j “ My heart always warms to a person from 
ladyship cry. I’m a Dutchman.” s * The States,’ ” he said. “ You have been so kind 

The old lady laughed, and replied that Mr. to my poor countrymen on the other side.” 
Thackeray could always command both her j Then I comprehended that this was the O’Gor- 
smiles and her tears, as he wished; and that man Mahon, a member of Parliament, from the 
she certainly would go to hear his lectures on the Green Island ; whose ancestry ran back to the 
“ Four Georges.” S Irish kings. Then and afterward, I found him 

Thackeray was far too great a favorite in the as perfect a specimen of the Irish gentleman, 
room for long conversation with anyone; and or of any gentleman, os could be. 
soon gave way to a tall and remarkably fine- > I think that evening was one of the pleasantest 
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I ©Ter spent. In the hall, when I rose to go, I 
found a servant waiting with my wraps, which 
Lord Carlisle took from him, placed upon my shoul¬ 
ders, and led me to the carriage. One© there, 

I remembered, with something like amusement, 
how anxious I had been, before entering the 
house; and I realized that simplicity of manners 
—in itself the essence of high breeding—was sure 
to prevail in a company like that. 

Indeed, the dainty old cotfhtess, with her kindly 
manners and pleasant talk, was a far less pre¬ 
tentious personage than many a shop-girl at home. 
Yet this lady was the daughter of Georgians, 
that beautiful Duchess of Devonshire whose won¬ 
derful loveliness has been the theme of poets for 
a century; and whose grace and elegance still 
live on the Canvas of Gainsborough. Georgiana 
wag not the ctel/Wif© of the dUke, however; for \ 


after her death, he married her intimate friend, 
Lady Jane Foster, who was only less lovely than 
her predecessor. There is a famous picture by 
Angelica Kaufftnann, representing the two, the 
faces being given in profile; but it hardly does 
justice to die beauty of either: much of that of 
Georgiana, especially, having come from the ex¬ 
traordinary brilliancy of her complexion. 

Lady Carlisle’s father, thus, had been a duke; 
her brother was a duke; she was the widow of 
an earl; and she lived to see two of her sons 
earls, two of her daughters married to dukes, 
and to be the grandmother of three dukes. 

By birth, marriage, and through her living 
descendants, she was, when I met her, related 
to one Prince of Rome, and to seven of the most 
powerful dukes in England: and yet, as I have 
said, her manners were simplicity itself. 






A NOMINAL DIFFERENCE 


BY EMILY 

Miss Fbakobs Browk had just finished reading 
the most delightful, but at the same time the 
most confusing, letter in the world. The fol¬ 
lowing is an extract from it: 

44 You know I hare long been counting on a 
visit from you; but heretofore there has always 
been some insurmountable obstacle: either you 
were so situated that you could not come, or I 
was not in a position to ask you. Ifats, notti 
ovons chctngi tout edat You will be surprised, 
no doubt, to learn that we have moved to Yon¬ 
kers ; yet such is the case. We are occupying 
a charming little house, and are prepared to 
entertain you to the best of our ability. Every¬ 
thing is auspicious; so pack your trunk, and 
come at once. I feel sure you will not hesi¬ 
tate when I tell you that I have met with an 
accident which keeps me a prisoner to the house. 
Let this account, also, for my long silence. I 
was thrown out of a carriage, and succeeded in 
battering my bones pretty well. I broke my left 
leg, just above the ankle; and three fingers of 
my right hand. I suppose you noticed that this 
letter was not embellished with my own . elegant 
chirography. Stella is my amanuensis. Write 
and let me know when you are coming. Did you 
receive my brief note of the 16th ? 

Your friend, Charlie.” 

44 I must have missed a letter,” Miss Frances 
observed, as she put the above communication 
back in its envelope. 44 1 never received the 
note of the 16th. I wonder who Stella is? 
Charlie forgot to tell me.” 

Then, with a feeling of pleasant anticipation, 
she took the letter out, and read it over a second 
time. There were some things in it which she 
did not quite understand. Especially was she 
surprised at the rather startling discovery that 
her friend Charlotte, or more familiarly Charlie 
Mayhew, who had lived in Cambridge all her 
life, had suddenly emigrated to Yonkers. Then 
there was the accident, so casually referred to, 
which was a terrible thing to happen to a young 
lady of nineteen summers. Miss Frances felt as 
if she had skipped an important chapter in a 
book. It seemed to her that, if she had only 
received Charlie’s lost letter, all these allusions 
would have been explained, and everything be 
quite clear to her. She meant to take the one 
( 86 ) 


LIXXOZ. 

she had just received up to Yonkers with her, 
and ask for an explanation of some of its subject 
matter; for she had piade up her, mind, on the 
instant, that she would go. 

Mis® Frances was at present in a position quite 
uncongenial to her tastes. She and five other 
young ladies, all students in the Academy of Fine 
Arts, were occupying a French fiat, on the fourth 
floor, in one of our Eastern metropolitan towns. 
When the girls were all there, it was a very jolly 
household: full of life and gayety, end even fun. 
But the holidays were now at hand, and her 
companions had all gone for a three weeks’ 
vacation. Miss Frances, unfortunately, had no 
home, except with & crotchety guardian whom 
she despised; and she had made up her mind to 
face the dreariness of a solitary Christmas, rather 
than undergo the torture of Mr. Jordan's hospi¬ 
talities. It was in the midst of this gloomy 
prospect that Charlie Mayhew’s letter arrived; 
and without a moment’s hesitation. Miss Frances 
dispatched a breezy little note, saying that she 
would leave for Yonkers by the six o’clock train, 
on 44 the day after to-morrow.” 

When the train, thus designated, thundered 
into the Yonkers depot, the mysterious 44 Stella” 
was in waiting. She was quite a pretty girl, 
enveloped in an elegant sealskin dolman; and 
her bright eyes flashed inquisitively on the free 
of every passenger who got off the train. Miss 
Frances had entered the waiting-room, before 
they met; and then a very unexpected scene 
was enacted. Both girls fell into each other's 
arms, with exclamations of surprise and delight 

44 Why, Stella, is it you?” Miss Frances in¬ 
quired, breathlessly. 44 Why have you never 
written to me ?” 

44 1 lost your address,” was the prompt reply. 
44 Oh, I am $o glad to see you. It quite brings 
back the dear old days at schooL But how did 
you happen to come here ?” 

44 1 came to see Charlie,” Miss Frances ex¬ 
plained, at which her companion gave a little 
exclamation, coupled with a prolonged stare. 

44 To see Charlie?” said Stella, to herself. 
44 Well, I think Charlie might have told me of 
this. What a mean thing to let me think Frances 
Brown was a man 1” 

But of course she said nothing of this to her 
old schoolmate; and her resentment at Charlie 
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was soon swallowed up in genuine pleasure at 
meeting an old Mend, whom she had not seen for 
three years. As the two girls drove up from the 
depot, it did not seem that they oould talk fast 
enough. In some fifteen minutes, Stella Bryant’s 
jaunty little phaeton sleigh drew up in front of 
one of those picturesque houses for which the 
banks of the Hudson are celebrated. The cottage 
—it was hardly big enough to be called a man¬ 
sion—had a low verandah in front, and windows 
that reached to the floor. The interior was brill¬ 
iantly lighted, and between the curtains Miss 
Frances caught a glimpse of what awaited her. 
She could see that the parlor was a perfect bijou of 
an apartment: the more cozy, and even beautiful, 
because apparently in every-day use. A glorious 
wood fire blazed and roared in a great square 
chimney. But no one seemed to be in the room, 
except a young man of about twenty-seven years 
of age—handsome, bnt rather pale—who sat be¬ 
fore the fire, with a bright afghan spread over 
his knees. 

A moment more, and the two girls had alighted, 
and were in the hall. Here, a lovely little white- 
haired lady met them, to whom Stella presented 
her friend, saying: “ Mamma, this is my friend, 
Frank.” 

They passed through the parlor door, as she 
spoke, and the young man in the easy-chair 
started up at the name, and glanoed out; but 
sank back helplessly, the instant after. 

“ This is my old school-friend, mamma,” con¬ 
tinued Stella. “ You remember hearing me talk 
of Frank ?” 

44 1 am very glad to see you, my dear,” Mrs. 
Bryant said, cordially. Bnt instead of leading 
the way into the parlor, she led the way to the 
foot of the stairs, saying: 44 Hadn’t you better 
take her up to your room, at once, Stella?” 

Stella ran upstairs, gayly, bidding Miss Frances 
follow her. The latter young lady obeyed, but it 
was in a dazed way. 

44 Take off your things, my dear,” Stella said, 
setting the example. 44 Charlie is downstairs.” 

Then she added, slyly, when her back was 
turned toward Miss Frances: 

“ Charlie never told me a word about you. I 
think it was very shabby of you not to tell me, 
when you might have known how pleased I would 
be.” 

“Why, what do you mean, Stella?” Miss 
Frances inquired, wonderingly. 

“ Oh, very well,” her friend replied, in a ban¬ 
tering tone. “ I shall pay you back, some day.” 

“ Charlie never told me that you were making 
your home with them,” Miss Frances said, with 
some resentment. 

Voi. LXXX1I.—8. 


“ With them t Withy whom ?” 

“ Why, with her aunt’s family.” 

“ Whose aunt ?” 

“ Why, Charlie’s aunt.” 

“ What aunt?” 

“ How silly you are, Stella! You know very 
well that I mean Mrs. Shaw.” 

“I haven’t seen Mrs. Shaw for qix months,” 
was the solemn response. 

“Does Charlie keep house here all by her¬ 
self?” Miss Frances exclaimed, in astonish¬ 
ment. 

“For heaven’s sake, Frank? Who are you 
talking about?” 

“ Why, Charlie Mayhew, of course.” 

“ Didn’t you know Charlie went to California, 
last month?” 

Miss Frances gave f one gasp of astonishment, 
and then sank down, in a helpless little heap, on 
the floor. 

“That can’t be,” she cried, when she had 
found her voice again. “ I had a letter from her, 
day before yesterday. It was she who invited 
me here. I have the letter in my pocket. I’ll 
show it to you.” 

Mist Frances was growing very much excited, 
and at that instant there flashed across Stella’s 
brain a suspicion that her friend might be crazy. 
The next, Miss Frances had thrust a crumpled 
letter into her hand—a letter signed “your 
friend, Charlie.” 

“ Why, this is my brother’s letter/’ Stella said, 
without hesitation. “I wrote it for him, day 
before yesterday.” 

44 But it is addressed to me,” Frances exclaimed, 
nervously. 

“There is some ridiculous mistake here, dear,” 
Stella said, soothingly. “Come downstairs. 
Perhaps Charlie can explain it.” 

Charlie Bryant was seated in his easy-chair, 
when they entered the parlor. He could not 
stir, without assistance; but he was on the way 
to convalescence. 

“You have been playing one of your odious 
jokes, Charlie,” Stella exclaimed, when she had 
presented Miss Frances to him. 

“ I protest,” was the rejoinder, with a puzzled 
look. 

“ What do you mean by addressing such a let¬ 
ter as this to Miss Brown?” said Stella, and with 
this imperative question, she thrust the inexpli¬ 
cable letter into his hands. 

44 Why, how the—I beg pardon, ladies—but the 
truth is—why, this letter is addressed to an old 
friend of mine, Frank Brown.” 

14 Where do you live, Frank l” Stella-asked,, 
desperately. 
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“ No. — West Forty-fourth Street,” wm the 
reply. 

41 No. — ?” Charlie shouted, in a perfect vortex 
of mirth. 44 In a French flat?” 

Miss Frances nodded. Charlie went off into 
another paroxysm of laughter. 

“ The most natural mistake in the world,” he 
said, when he oould control himself. “ My friend 
lives in the same building. You occupy one flat 
and he another. As both of you hare the same 
name, it is not at all strange that you should 
have received his letter. Look at the envelopfe, 
and you will see it is addressed to Mr. Francis 
Brown.” 

It was just as he said, and after various expla¬ 
nations and comments, all joined in a general 
laugh at the singular adventure, and at the odd 
train of circumstances that Had led to the reunion 
of two warm friends, whom the whirlpool of fife 
had separated. 

“ I shall go right back to the city to-morrow,” 
Miss Frances said, stoutly, when they arose from 
the supper-table. 

44 You will do no such thing,” Stella answered, 
indignantly. 44 Do you think you are going to 
cheat me out of a visit which heaven has very 
plainly intended me to have?” 

Miss Frances made some feeble objections; but 
they were soon overruled. 

44 1 have sent off a telegram to Mr. Brown,” 
said Charlie. 44 1 expect him up, to-morrow or 
next day. You iflajr be sure I took pains to 


address it to Mr. Francis Brown, No. — West 
Forty-fourth Street, Third Fhor .” 

Not the next day, but the day after, Mr. Frauds 
Brown, banker and broker, arrived at Yonkers; 
and then, as the servants put it, there were 44 great 
goings-on.* ’ Never were holidays more thoroughly 
eqjoyed. The three weeks’ vacation, which Miss 
Franoee had allowed herself, lengthened out to 
six; and Mr. Brown did not leave any sooner. 
Charlie was able to go about by the middle of Feb¬ 
ruary ; but, even though he was no longer confined 
to the house, he was loth to lose Miss Frances’ 
companionship. I question whether he would 
ever have let her go, had she not promised to come 
back for good, and share with him a charming lit¬ 
tle house he was bent on building. Oddly enough, 
Mr. Francis Brown had made a similar compact 
with Stella; and the four entered into another 
agreement, which was that in summer they should 
all live together at Yonkers, and 'in the winter 
they should go to New York. 44 Living together” 
did not mean in the same house, but within a con¬ 
venient distance, which allowed them to eqjoy 
each other’s society to their heart’s content. 

•* Wasn’t it odd?” Stella has said a hundred 
times, in referring to the mistake, which had 
ended so happily. 44 And yet it was only a 
4 nominal difference,’ between your name and 
Frank's, that led to it all.” 

44 It was one of the things that were fore¬ 
ordained,” Frances says, gravely. 44 It was the 
inexorable decree of fete— Kismet.” 
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'This morning full of breezes and perfume— 

Brimful of promise of midsummer weather— 

When bees, and birds, and I are glad together, 

Breathes of the full-leaved season, when soft gloom 
'Clteckers thy streets, and thy close elms assume 

Round roof and spire the semblance of green billows; 
-Yet now thy glory Is toe yellow willows— 
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The yellow willows full of bees and bloom. 

Under their mealy bkasoms blackbirds meet, 
And robins pipe amid the cedar? nigher; 
Through toe still elms I hear the ferry’s beat; 

The swallows chirp about the towering spire; 
The whole air poises with its weight of sweet, 
Yet not quite satisfied is my desire. 
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What spirit evil with wan eyes of gloom 
Stood by me at my birth, and shadowed me 
With heavy mists plucked from some barren sea, 
Sluggish, opaque, and sad as early doom ? 

What spirit wreathed with me the narrow room, 

And crowned with thorn the happy mantel-tree— 

Bach window that looked o>r the summer lee— 


And sprinkled gall upon the threshold stone? 

Then, leaving, whispered thro’ the Iron-bound door; 
* Dwell evermore in thine owneelf aloud, 

For none shall ever know thee, or atone 
To thee for unjust words, and thoughts, and deeds; 
Nor dream a heart behind that darkness bleeds— 
That even death shall be a friend to thee f* 
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Lotta Martth was the very antithesis of her 44 Dear me! He could have reached the station 
Cousin Jane. The former had not, I fear, a very ever so much quicker, if he bad taken the other 
well-regulated mind, and what is more, I fear, road, instead of this one,” said Lotta. 
rather tosk pride in the fact. But she was pretty, The gentleman named entered, approached 
amiable, generous, and very lovable. The cousin, Cousin Jane, and said: “I hope you are well, 
mentally considered, was perfect. She was older Miss Nesbitt.” 

than Lotta, and quite the “ correct thing,” in all “ Oh, how can I bo—after—when—” 

she did. Conventionality culminated in her. Leaving her phrases incomplete, the spinster 

She was the goddess of propriety personified. subsided into her pocket-handkerchief, and the 
It needs hardly to be said, after this, that Lotta nearest arm-chair. 


and Cousin Jane did not get along well together. 
They mutually rasped and irritated each other, 
without either, perhaps, being much to blame. 

One morning, after quite a “ battle royal” at 
the breakfast-table, Cousin Jane rose in her wrath 
and made for the door. But before she could, 
reach it, Lotto, who chanced to look towards the 
window, arrested the fugitive, by calling: 

“ Here comes E. B. B/* 

“ E. B. B. 1” echoed Cousin Jane, stopping 
short. “ What do you fne&n ?” 

41 You begged me not to say elderly, battered 
bean,” said Lotta. 

4 4 Mr. Mid die more 1 You mean Mr. Middle- 
more is coming.” 

44 Yes,” rejoined Lotta, 44 and so is his wig, 
and so is his gouty leg, though he tries to walk 
as if he had left it at home, and brought a spick- 
and-span new one out for the occasion. I warn you, 
Cousin Jane, if he attempts to lecture me this 
morning, I’ll pull his wig off and step on it.” 

44 Letts,” groaned Cousin Jane. ~ 

“,1 will,” cried Lotta, viciously, stamping her 
fodL$i»ftjj£ing so exasperatingly pretty that any 
man in the world would have let her stamp on 
him with pleasure. 

She was a tiny creature, with a delicious pink 
and white completion, delightfully wicked brawn 
eyes, and a halo of golden curls, which, in spite 
of her relative, She wore cropped short, and 
parted on one side,, in a fashion as becoming as 
it was unorthodox. Altogether, she was quite j 
an incarnation of fun, mischief, and loveliness. 

The door opened, and old Simons appeared, 
with the information that Mr. Middlemore pre¬ 
sented his apologies for calling at such an 
unseemly hour, but trusted that Miss* Nesbitt 
would kindly receive him, as he was obliged to 
go to New York by the eleven o’clock train, and j 
would be absent for several days. 1 


44 And how are you, Miss Wickedness?” the 
visitor continued, turning towards Lotta. 

“I’m gloomy,” replied Lotta; 44 hopelessly 
gloomy; and grand and peculiar also.” 

44 It’s very becoming to you,” said Mr. Middle- 
more, gallantly, whereupon Cousin Jane groaned 
aloud, behind her pocket-handkerchief. 

44 What have you done to Cousin Jane, Mr. 
Middlemore, that she begins to sob, at sight of 
you?” demanded Lotta, mischievously. 

44 Oh, oh, oh !” moaned Cousin Jane, and re¬ 
moved her handkerchief from her eyes. 44 Lotta 
has been going on in the most dreadful way, Mr. 
Middlemore, ever since she come into this room. 
I am perfectly in despair—perfectly.” 

* 4 Well, PH leave you now,” said Lotta, 44 and 
you can cry and confess on Mr. Middlemore’s 
shoulder/* 

44 Lotto,” squeaked Cousin Jane, in an agony 
of spinster confusion and outraged modesty, 
though Mr. Middlemore was so old that he had 
once been her ‘guardian, as he was now her 
youthful relative’s. 

44 I’m afraid I can’t spare you, just yet, my 
dear Lotta,” said he, as the girl was making for 
the door. 44 Do me the favor to wait a little.” 

44 Oh, if you have anything special to say,” re¬ 
turned Lotta, hesitatingly. Then she flashed a 
fiery glance at him, and added: 44 But I worn 
you, I’m not in a mood to be lectured/* 

44 1 don’t think I ever lectured you in my life/* 
said he, laughing; 44 why should I begin now ?” 

44 Ah, well, then,*’ said Lotta, smiling. 44 1 am 
all attention/* 

44 Well, my dear, I fancy you have an idea what 
it is that I want to speak about—” 

44 Oh,” broke in Lotta, with a groan, 44 1 do 
think it’s horrid to be obliged to talk over such 
things. My mind is made up. I shall not go back 
from my decision. What is more, if Jack Temple 
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had any delicacy or sense, he would accept it as 
final, and leave me in peace, instead of persuad¬ 
ing you to come and open the matter again.” 

“ He hasn’t,” replied Mr. Middlemore. “ But 
I hare had a letter from him—” 

“Jack has written to you about it?” bunt in 
Lotta. “Well, it would hare been rather more 
polite, if he had written to me.” 

“ My deat, you asked him not to.” 

“Oh, he has been complaining.” Her tone 
was triumphant. 

“ Far from it,” replied Mr. Middlemore. “ I’ll 
just read you his letter.” 

Lotta had it on the tip of her tongue to refuse 
to listen ; but her curiosity was too strong. Mr. 
Middlemore took the epistle out of his pocket, 
adjusted his glasses, and read, slowly: 

“ My Dear FriendHare just received your 
note. I shall be quite ready to attend to the 
business on* the day you have set. I got Lotta’s 
letter yesterday, and accept her decision as final. 
No man can force a girl to marry him. No man, 
but a fool or an ass, can ever want to marry a ; 
girl, when she owns that she does not love him. i 
Lotta has at length convinced me. I am only : 
sorry I have bothered her so much, during these ! 
last months- I would write and tell her so, but 
she asked me not to answer her letter. You can 
assure her that she need not fear my worrying 
her any farther. She is a dear, jolly little body, 
though made somewhat after the recipe for cream- 
cakes, in Alice in Wonderland: with a good deal 
of pepper. However, now that we are to be only 
cousins, I daresay we shall get on admirably.” 

“ Shall we, indeed ?” cried Lotta, scarlet with 
wrath. “ I never heard so impudent a letter, in 
my life. If he ever sets foot in this house, I 
leave it—if—” 

“ Gently, gently. Don’t excite yourself, my 
dear,” said her guardian. “ I wouldn’t have 
read it, if I had supposed you would be vexed to 
find how easily Jack takes the matter.” 

“I don’t care how he takes it,” said Lotta. 
“He’s a brute.” 

“Because he won’t let you break his heart?” 
asked Mr. Middlemore, so quietly, that Lotta was 
silenced. “ The rest of the letter—” 

“ Oh, I thank you. Fve heard quite enough,”' 
said Lotta, interrupting. 

“ The rest of the letter,” imperturbably con¬ 
tinued her guardian, “ is merely to say, that he is 
sure he shall be quite ready to coincide in my 
views for the division of the property. You 
understand, of course, that, by your aunt’s will, 
if there is to be no marriage, you inherit thirty 
thousand dollars, and Jack fifty—” 


“ Let him have the whole. Say I wish it.” 

“Thanks, but I should decline being the 
bearer of that proposal,” said Mr. Middlemore. 
“Master Jack might tumble me downstairs, his 
temper being what he says yours is—peppery.” 

Lotta absolutely clenched her little fist. Cousin 
Jane swayed back and forth in her chair and 
groaned. But Lotta saw so plainly, by her guar¬ 
dian’s fiLce, that he was amused at her anger, 
that.she did her best to repress it. 

“ Have you anything else to say ?” she asked. 

“ I want to explain to you what property I 
propose to select for your share, and the way in 
which I mean to invest it.” 

“Don’t—don’t—I shouldn’t understand—I 
don’t want to hear.” 

“ You are quite capable of understanding, and 
I wish you to hear,” persisted he. « At eighteen, 
a young woman should begin to take an interest 
in her own business affairs.” 

“ Well, I shan’t,” cried Lotta. 

[ “Just as you please, my dear. But I.shall 
| explain, all the same.” 

Lotta knew this obstinate mood. It always 
quelled her, and made her ashamed, too, of her 
violence. She listened in silence, and as Cousin 
Jane was luckily called out Of the room, was 
ready, when he finished, to express contrition for 
her naughtiness. 

“ I’ll never be impertinent to you again,” she 
cried. “ Oh, you are the dearest, best man in 
the world.” 

“ And you are a very good little girl, only— 
peppery,” laughed he. “There, there, don’t get 
vexed again. You can be quite content You 
are to have your own way. Jane has promised 
me not to torment you, and you can see that Jack 
doesn’t mean to.” 

“Oh, he’s evidently delighted,” cried Lotta. 

“ All his talk about being fond of me was pre¬ 
tence.” 

“Ah, you think he ought to be unhappy. 
Isn’t that rather unreasonable ?” 

“I don’t care what he is. I detest Jack 
Temple,” vowed Lotta. “ I hope he will marry 
six widows, all with red hair and ten children 
apiece.” 

“ I’ve no doubt he will marry,” said l^r. • 
Middlemore, laughing. “But I think he will 
content himself with one wife at a time, and try 
to find some young girl as pretty as you, and,” 
with emphasis, “ less hard-hearted.” 

When he had taken his departure, Lotta went 
up to her own room, in an exceedingly subdued 
mood. Her guardian’s words kept echoing in 
he* ears: “ You can be quite content—you are to 
have your own way.” 
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Somehow, she felt far from content. The inde¬ 
pendence and triumph of having “ her own way ” 
seemed much less enjoyable than she had ex¬ 
pected. In fret, there was no triumph in the 
matter. Jack Temple apparently did not care & 
straw, or, more mortifying and inexplicable still, 
regarded his newly-gained freedom with com¬ 
placency. He had loved her—she was sure of 
that. Why, a year previous, when she had first 
openly talked of wanting her liberty, he had been 
in a state of absolute despair, which, though She 
tried to think it fretted and annoyed her, had 
been exciting and agreeable. Sh'e was forced to 
admit that she had tormented him abominably. 
Cousin Jane had warned her that she would wear 
out his affection. Could this really be the case? 
She still told herself she wanted her freedom, 
and should be happy now she had got it. But to 
have roused no excitement, to have all opposition 
suddenly withdrawn, her grand, tragic determi¬ 
nation treated as of no importance, even Cousin 
Jane to refrain from pathos or censure, made 
such a Bat denouement, that she was mortified 
and disgusted. 

Lotta’s engagement with her cousin—we say 
cousin, but the relationship was distant—had 
been entered into just after her sixteenth birth¬ 
day. She had then only lately come back from 
South America, where, for three years, her father 
had held some diplomatic appointment, and 
where he and his wife had both died suddenly. 
She had come back to make her home with 
Cousin Jane, and an old maid aunt, who was 
dying slowly of consumption. 

Jack Temple was then tbree-and-twenty, an 
age when it is easy and natural for a youth to 
fall in love; and finding Lotta positively be¬ 
witching, he proceeded to adore her, with a depth 
and earnestness which gave a certain dignity to 
his exaggerated enthusiasm. 

Lotta was unable to decide whether she had 
a real tenderness for Jack, or whether she was 
only pleased and flattered. But Jack overdid the 
matter. He made the mistake of being positively 
abject in his adoration—the greatest blunder a 
man can commit. In the end, Lotta found her¬ 
self engaged to Temple, almost before she knew. 
Miss Martyn died soon after, and in her will 
left a legacy to each separately; but not in equal 
proportions: fifty thousand dollars to Jack, and 
thirty thousand to Lotta, on the conditions we 
have see®. 

When her aunt was dead and buried, and Lotta 
began to realize what she had done, and whnt 
was expected of her, she began to indulge in a 
feeling of ill-usage and constraint, which grew so 
rapidly, that, before many months, she told herself 


she had been forced into the affair, and so the 
tie became a bond which appeared to her a 
dreadful slavery. 

Cousin Jane made matters worse, by constantly 
holding np Jack before her eyes, as her right Ail 
counsellor and judge. Jack would not approve 
of this, she said; Jack would be annoyed to hear 
she had done that. Jack would be horrified at 
her wilfulness and caprices. In the end, Lotta 
came to feel that Jack was an embodiment of 
eternal negation, standing between her and what¬ 
ever was pleasant to do. 

Lnfton, where the two ladies resided, was only 
three hours distant, by rail, from New York; so 
Jack was a frequent visitor at the house, and had 
the habit, during each summer, of passing several 
weeks in Mr. Middlemore’s old-bachelor estab¬ 
lishment near by. 

The girl teased him dreadfully, and the young 
man committed the great folly of being always 
in extremes. Either he was too submissive; or 
when she frretted him beyond endurance, and 
rendered him jealous, then he attempted to call 
her to order; and showed, as she frankly told 
him, more like a schoolmaster than a lover, and 
quite unbearable in either capacity. 

The first time Lotta had ventured so far as to 
vow that she wanted to break her engagement, 
the declaration created an excitement which was 
very pleasurable; and after that it had become 
her war-cry, by aid of which she kept Jack and 
Cousin Jane in a state of wholesome frar. She 
had continued to utter it, until she herself be¬ 
lieved that she was qnite in earnest; and had 
fully expected, after this definite rupture, to 
enjoy her freedom, and find life assume a 
brighter aspect. 

The weeks went on. Jack left her alone. 
Cousin Jane, whatever else she might find fruit 
about, never upbraided her with the step she had 
taken; and Mr. Middlemore appeared to think 
her conduct quite natural. 

“ Boy and girl engagements very seldom come 
to anything,’ 1 he said, coolly; and then seemed 
to dismiss the matter from his thoughts. 

As the days extended into weeks, our heroine 
began to see that the want of Jack caused a great 
void in her life. She had nobody to tease, 
nobody to rebel against; and what was worse, 
nobody to rule. Finally, she learned that Jack 
Temple was coming to pay Mr. Middlemore his 
annual visit; and so managed to get up a certain 
sensation of annoyance and ill-usage. 

“ I think it is very bad taste on his part,” she 
said to Cousin Jane; and the spinster stared at 
her, and laughed, scornfully. 

“ He has always been in the habit of spending 
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August here,” said Cousin Jane. “ Pray, in the \ putting off the excursion—as he might easily bare 
name of goodness, why shouldn’t he now?” done, since it was not definitely arranged—he 
“ Oh, very well,” cried Lotta. “ I con give him i insisted on carrying it out; and they all spent * 
fair warning of one thing. If he means to worry j delightful afternoon. To increase her annoyance, 
me, or hopes to coax me to change my mind—” j several of the girls came to relate how charming 
“Lotta,” interrupted Cousin Jane, “you have j it had been; how more than delightful Jack 
always been wilful and capricious. You make Temple was; how he had given them, at the lake, 
me tremble, often, for your future in this world the surprise of a supper, with fireworks and 
and the next. But at least you have had one dancing in the evening: they had not got home 
merit that girls don’t always possess—you’ve till after midnight, etc., etc. No wonder their 
never been a fool. Don’t begin now.” \ condolences were exasperating to Lotta. 

“ May I ask what calls forth this remarkable j Thanks to Mr. Middlemore's wisdom, the 
and polite exordium?” demanded Lotta, in her engagement between the young couple had been 
most stately fashion. kept a secret; so that, at the time of the rupture, 

“You may,” retorted Cousin Jane; “and I’ll no disagreeable explanations were necessary, 
tell you, with pleasure. Jack Temple doesn’t But Lotta had a fresh mortification to undergo, 

want you to change your mind. You nave done “ We used to think,” said Annie Knowles to 

what I predicted you would: you have worn out her, one day, “ that Jack Temple was quite your 
his affection. You have sown the wind, and you property. But you’ve lost him,'my dear. I’m 
must reap—” } afraid he must be a bit of a flirt. Anyway, he 

“ That’s rushing away from the point,” inter- flung himself, yesterday, at the head of that 
rupted Lotta, sarcastically. “The maxim is not 5 pretty Southern girl, Miss Leslie, in the most 
applicable.” open and outrageous fashion. You’d better be 

“Well, I’ll tell you what is,” said Qousin on the lookout, if you care.” 

Jane. “ If you show that you believe Jack The girls teased and jested, and it seemed to 
Temple still cares for you, and so avoid him, or > Lotta that they believed she had really cared for 
fear that he means to persecute you, then you’ll j Jack, and were watching for signs of anger and 
be ridiculous, and make yourself a general laugh- disappointment at his disaffection. So she 
ing-stock. You know what is said about girls \ plunged into a violent flirtation with a Mr. 
who always fency every man in love with them. \ Akers, a flirtation carried on principally in Jack 
Nobody has been more severe than you on such j Temple’s presence. But she never succeeded in 
folly. So, take care.” rousing Jack to any show emotion, though she 

Cousin Jane retired, with great majesty, as \ did bring disapproving looks and lectures from 
she concluded; and Lotta actually cried from \ Cousin Jane. But Mr. Middlemore dealt her the 
anger and mortification. j severest blow; for, when the spinster called him 

In a few days, Jack Temple reached Mr. j in to express his oensure, he only shrugged his 
Middlemore’s house; and of course came over 5 shoulders, and said to Lotta: 
at, once to visit his. relatives. Lotta thought he » “My dear, you overdo it. You are making 
had grown much handsomer, that he had im- everybody think you are trying to tease Jack, 
proved in every way; but his manner showed * Pray, for your own sake, bo more careful.” 
indifference. He treated her with the affectionate In that moment, Lotta told berself that she 
familiarity a brother might have shown, only he : was no longer indifferent to Jack Temple; for 
was more polite and Attentive than brothers > she hated him, utterly, fiercely; and she would 
usually are; and. Lotta could not manage to get tell him so, on the first opportunity. The oeca- 
up a disagreement, <m any subject; which, some- \ sion offered, that very day. He to the 

how, it would have been a great satisfaction for j house, to bring Cousin Jane some new books, and 
her to have done. j Lotta contrived to twist a perfectly innocent 

There were plently of young people in the \j remark into a cause of offense. But she failed 
neighborhood, that summer, and more gayeties > to get up a quarrel; for Jack would only be 
than in general; and of the whole of them. Jack amused ; and so she lost her temper. 

Temple was quite the head and front. But, “You can’t help being peppery,” was all he 
though as nice as. possible to Lotta, it was morti- said. “ You always were. Now if you only had 
fyingly evident that her wishes and pleasures the good luck to be as calm as stately Miss Leslie ! 
were not the motives which influenced him in What a complex ion that creature has! And it’s 
his efforts to help the weeks pass agreeably, all because she never loses her .temper. By 
One day, when she had a really bad headnche, l Jove, she’s a regular Juno I” 
and could not join a riding-party, so far from \ “And you are—you are—” 
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“Just Jack, and your devoted cousin/’ said 
he, as he bowed himself out. 

When he was gone, LoUa got a terrible lecture 
from Cousin Jane, and finally vowed she would 
go off and spend the rest of the summer with old 
Mrs. Sanborn, a distant relative, who had been 
begging for a visit from her. 

“ I really wish you would, Lotta,” said Cousin 
Jane. “I am tired out—completely tired out.” 

Lotta packed her things and departed, and a 
weary time she ha^ of it; for Mrs. Sanborn was 
taken ill, and the girl had to nurse her, during 
an entire month. She received several epistles ; 
from Cousin Jane, who told Lotta, frankly, that: 
her wilfulness and oaprioee would at length dull: 
the affection even of those who loved her best. 

The winter was spent, as usual, in New York. 
Jack Temple did his best to make it pleasant for 
them, but only in a cousinly fashion. He was a 
good deal occupied, however, and had only occa¬ 
sional evenings to devote to them. Miss Leslie, 
moreover, was spending the season in town, and 
the and Jack Temple were very intimate. Lotta 
received plenty of admiration, but somehow she 
was sick of flirtations; and, gay as the winter' 
was, she often found herself almost wishing it j 
over and done with. She could not help feeling j 
that she missed Jack. Every day, too, she grew j 
mare jealous of Miss Leslie. | 

One evening, when dreised for a party, she! 
had gazed at herself, with a good deal of satis- { 
faction. But her complacency was short-lived; \ 
fbr just after she entered the ball-room, she met j 
Miss Leslie on Jack Temple’s arm; and the latter j 
looked surpassingly .beautiful—really, as Jack 
had said, “ like a Juno.” To crown her mortifi- 
•ation, she overheard Miss Leslie say to Jack: 

“ Your cousin is such a pretty creature. She 
always reminds me of one of the figures on a 
Watteau fan, she is so dainty and so trim. But 
ian’t she rather peppery ? It always amuses me 
to make her put out her claws.” 

“ Oh,” thought Lotta, “ I wish—-I wish I was 
a tiger, and had you in my daws. She’s a great, 
•old marble statue. I don’t believe she can feel. 
And people say Jack will marry her. It’s nothing 
to me. But I’m sure he will live to regret it. 
Men are all idiots.” 

One man proved himself te be so, certainly, 
only a few weeks later; and that wae Mr. Akers. 
He had always rather presumed, to use Lotta’s 
own expression, on their acquaintance of the 
summer before, and had followed her about per* 
mstently, though even Cousin Jane admitted that 
Letta behaved remarkably well, and gave him no 
encouragement whatever, new. He long wished 
a chance to pour his-confessions into Letts’s ear, 


but got none; so at length he sought a mediator, 
and of all people in the world, he chose Jack 
Temple. Jack interviewed Lotta, and told her 
of Mr. Aker’s despairing state, speaking with the 
utmost coolness, yet with the best possible 
diplomatic taste. 

“ He asked you to come—you ?” cried Lotta, 
surprised into an emphasis on the pronoun; for 
which, in another instant, she blushed scarlet, 
and oould have bitten her tongue off. 

“ It was perfectly natural/’ said Jack. “ He 
and I are quite intimate. He regards me in the 
light of your brother—as I hope you do.” 

“ 1 shall regard you as very impertinent, if 
you come to tease me about Mr. Akers,” said 
Lotta, hotly. Then she stopped, and made a 
dutch at her dignity ; for Jack's eyes began to 
laugh, though he answered, gravely: 

“ My dear cousin, don’t think me a bore; but 
such a matter ought to be treated seriously; you 
mustn’t be—” 

Then he paused, and after an instant, added: 

“You mustn’t be hasty/* 

But Lotta knew that he had come near saying 
“ peppery,” and she knew that he knew that she 
knew it. 

In cold, terse phrases, she begged her cousin 
to inform her rash admirer of the utter vanity of 
his hopes, sad then turned to leave the room. 

“Perhaps you ought to think awhile,” said 
Jack, impressively, stopping her. “ Akers is 
olever enough, good-looking enough, a capital 
fellow, and veiy, very rich. Perhaps—don’t be 
offended—but perhaps you ought to talk with 
Cousin Jans, or Middlemore.” 

“Iam not in the least offended. I quite ap¬ 
preciate your common-sense advice and your 
kindness,” said Lotta, with a dignified air and 
composure, though she felt as if she had a raging 
furnace inside her, “ but I must decline the pro¬ 
posed honor. I beg that I may never hear of the 
matter again.” 

“ Of course not—if you are quite sure about 
your own mind,” said Jack, stepping qride to let 
her pass. 

“1 am quite sure/’ replied Lotta. “I shall 
not marry till I can fall in love. I have never 
yet succeeded in doing that.” And she swept out 
of the room. 

This final declaration was a little comfort for 
awhile to Lotta, as she sat thinking over the con¬ 
versation, in her own room; but not much. If 
she had wanted proof that Jack had no lingering 
affection left for her, she had it now. How, in 
the old days/she had underrated him, in every 
way! How completely she had misunderstood 
his character 1 He was strong, proud, resolute, and 
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oh, so clever; and she had flung away his love— 
flung ty away from childish wilfulness, before she 
had developed enough to prize its worth. 

A couple of hours later, she and Cousin Jane 
went for a drive. The air was soft and mild, so 
they got out of the carriage, and walked about, 
in a shady nook of the Park; and when the 
spinster was tired, she sat down to rest, and 
Lotta still walked to and fro in the shady alley. 

She heard the sound of horses’ feet; glanced 
«p; and saw Jack and Miss Leslie riding by, 
talking so earnestly they did not notice her. 

Lotta was absent so long, that Cousin Jane 
tame in search of her. 

“I couldn’t think what had become of you,” 
she said. “ Why, child, you have stopped a fall 
hour. You’ve taken cold. You are as white as 
a ghost, and shaking from head to foot.” 

“ It’s only a chill,” said Lotta, carelessly; but 
she felt it was like the chill of death. 

She knew the whole truth, at last. Not only 
had she flung Jack Temple’s love away, but he 
had given it to another; and now that it was too 
late, she knew she loved him. She knew, too, 
that she had loved him always. 

It was now the beginning of May, and Cousin 
Jane was already longing for the quiet of her 
country home. So she experienced unalloyed 
delight when, a few days subsequent, Lotta de¬ 
clared that she should be glad to go back. The 
announcement of their immediate departure was 
so sudden, that Jack Temple could not even dine 
with them on the last evening, as Cousin Jane 
had invited him to do. He was extremely sorry, 
he said, but the Leslies gave a grand dinner, 
that very night, and he was engaged to it. 

So Cousin Jane and Lotta journeyed home, and 
Lotta sat down with her sore heart, in the quiet, 
to look present and friture in the face. She 
meant that no human being should suspect her 
secret, and showed a courage and resolution few 
girls of her age would have displayed. 

Early in July, she learned that a great trial was 
in store fqr her. Jack Temple was coming up, 
much earlier than usual; in fact, would arrive 
in a few days; and Miss Leslie was to return for 
the summer. 

“ Run away ?” cried Lotto, in response to a 
very natural cowardly impulse that rose in her 
soul. “No, I won’t. I’ve been a fool, but I’ll 
not be a coward.” 

It was late hi the afternoon of the day on 
which Mr. Middlemore had told Lotta he ex¬ 
pected Jack. Our heroine had gone out for a 
walk, and had turned into a beautiful wood, at! 
the end of which was a seat, by the side of the j 
little river that skirted the grounds. 


The river, in fact, was but a narrow brook, 
that a healthy man could almost leap over. Just 
above where Lotto sat, it was crossed by a bridge, 
that led to the road on which stood their house. 

Lotta had a ring, whioh Jack had once given her, 
and which, recently, had beoome doubly dear to 
her. She wore it, to-day. She was sitting, lost 
in reverie, listening unconsciously to the soil flow 
of the waters, and gazing at this ring, as she turned 
it idly, now and then, when all of a sudden she 
heard the sound of hoofs, a^d looking up, and 
across the brook, she saw Jack riding along. The 
road, in fact, at this point, ran quite close to the 
water. He had come by an earlier train than he 
had at first intended, and was now on his way, she 
knew, to Cousin Jane and herself. He did not 
apparently see her, and her first impulse was te 
let him pass. She wanted time to prepare for the 
meeting. He had dropped the reins over his left 
arm, to leave his hands free to light a refractory 
cigar. Suddenly, a bird whirred up, directly in 
front of his horse’s head. The animal was fright¬ 
ened; shied, and reared; and Jack was flung 
upon a boulder, and lay insensible. 

With a cry of horror, and a “ Oh, Jack,” that 
had a world of love in its very tone, Lotta 
started up; gazed around, for one instant, dased; 
and then, recovering herself, darted forward to the 
bridge. In almost less time than we have taken 
to describe it, she had crossed it, and was beside 
him, supporting his head, her hands stained with 
the blood oozing from a cut he hud received on 
the back of his head. His eyes were dosed. 
The face was rigid and white. 

“JackI” moaned Lotta. “Oh, my darling, 
my love, are you dead?” 

For an instant, she was near feinting. But 
she roused herself. She kissed the pale forehead, 
laid his head down on the grass, and Bprang up, 
remembering that the gardener’s cottage was just 
beyond the turn of the road, and that she might 
be able to find assistance there. But just then a 
farmer’s wagon, with a couple of men seated in 
it, appeared; and presently they were lifting 
Jack in on the straw, and Lotta was holding his 
head again. It was all like some awful dream. 
But as one of the men caught Jack’s horse, and 
galloped off in search of a doctor, he called: 

“ He’s not dead, Miss Martyn. I could feel 
his heart T>eot.” 

Had he said it, or did she only fancy U! 
Anyway, she dared not ask ; and the wagon jolted 
on down the road, and crossed the little bridge; 
and after what seemed an endless while, but was 
really lees than ten minutes, reached the house. 

The next thing Lotto remembered—it might 
have been hours, it might have been years after— 
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Mr. Middlemore was telling her that the fall had 
produced concussion of the brain. There would 
be a night of stupor, then Jack would rouse up; 
and then would come the crisn. Perhaps he 
would die—the chances were that he would; 
but he was so young and strong. 

How she lived through the succeeding three 
days was a marvel to Lotta. To those about her, 
the was in turn a marvel, such was her quiet reso¬ 
lution and helpfulness. But at the end. Jack could 
speak and recognize them all; and the doctor 
promised, if no fever set in, that another eight- 
and-forty hours would see him out of danger. 

The eight-and-forty hours passed. It chanced 
that Lotta was sitting alone by Jack's bed when 
he awoke fVom a long, peaceful sleep. 

44 It’s you, Lotta?" he whispered. 

" Yes, Jack; but don't try to talk. You must 
take this." 

He swallowed the potion, obediently enough ; 
kept fast hold of her hand; and murmured, 
dreamily, with a smile on his lips: 

44 1 heard what you said, Lotta, when I fell. 
It seemed as if you spoke from a great way off; 
but I heard; then I don’t remember any more." 

44 It’8 no matter/’ she answered, simply. She 
meant that his having heard her betray herself 
did not matter. In her overstrained, excited 
frame, it seemed to her as if she ought to aocept 
this humiliation as a punishment for all her 
wickedness in the past. 

44 But it does matter,” he said, slowly. 44 1 
want to get well. I will, if you’ll say it again." 


44 Oh, Jack! Oh, Jack !" 

44 Yes, those were the words, but in a different 
tone. Did you mean it?" 

44 Do you wa?t—do you care to know ?” Then 
recollecting the harm auy agitation might cause, 
she left her sentence unfinished. But she bent 
over his pillow; kissed him; and added, softly 
and solemnly, 44 1 love you, Jack. I love you." 

So he lay quiet and holding her hand, till he 
fell asleep again; and still Lotta could not tell 
whether she was awake or dreaming. Indeed, 
from that hour, life became so happy that it was 
all rather like a dream, for a long while; and 
when Jack could sit up and receive visitors, 
Miss Leslie was permitted to be the first to con¬ 
gratulate him. 

44 1 told Mr. Temple bow it would end, you 
naughty girl," said she. 44 1 felt certain, front 
that first time you put out your claws at poor me. 
Though I was not so poor, either; for I had a 
lover of my own, and had no need to take up 
with yours, when you cast him off." 

44 She only mislaid him," Mr. Middlemore 
observed. 44 1 knew she would realize her 
mistake, if only he oould behave sensibly, and 
he has—eh, Lotta?" 

44 Pretty well—for a man," assented Lotta, 
with a laughing maliciousness, which showed she 
was rapidly recovering her spirits. 

Nevertheless, in her after years, whenever 
she became too wilftol, she got back again te 
good behavior the moment she thought of that 
day At Thr Bridge. 
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Tin great tea sent a message to the mountains, 
Clad In eternal snow, 

And to the palms beside the southern fountains, 
Where the magnolias grow. 

* Behold/' it said, 4 * a song dies out in silence, 

A soul has taken flight 

To And the summer of the Happy Islands— 

The poet died last night 44 

Dead! Gan it be the song we loved is ended. 
And we no more shall hear 

The strain in whose sweet music often blended 
The cadence of a tear? 

The pen lias fallen horn the weary Angers, 

Low lies the dear white head; 

But evermore his tong’s sweet echo lingers— 
The poet is not dead! 

He cheered ns when he sang his songs of labor, 
The hymns of honest toll. 

And made ns strong to help a falt'ring neighbor 
In life’s heat and ftnrmoil. 


And when he smote the bondsmen's galling fetter 
With words intense and strong, 

Ws knew how great his heart, and loved him better 
Because he hated wrong. 

He sang to help the heart in aspiration. 

And made it brave to dare; 

All men, in every land and any station. 

To him as brothers were. ' 

He claimed them by the ties of hope and sorrow, 
That makes the whole world kin; 

To that great heart that dreads no coming morrow. 
May endless peace oome In 1 

Best, white-haired singer, by the peaceful river 
That you have loved so long. 

Our love shall be a stream that will deliver 
Tonr legaey of song 

To those Who oould not listen to its singing. 

Sleep well, with work all done, 

And dream of those to thy grave’s Mecca bringing 
Their tributes, one by one. 
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CHAPTER I, 

“We will find him in the summer-house, I 
trow,” said Pietro Tartini to his wife, a comely 
and gentle-looking dame, as drawing her arm 
through his own, he led her from the shaded 
Terandah of their dwelling down a few steps 
through a flowery garden, and onward through 
smooth alleys, bordered by gay parterres, toward 
the little building he had named. 

It was a rustic temple, simple and unpre¬ 
tending in appearance; but its rongh walls were 
So thickly clothed with climbing vines, that it 
seemed rather some green and lovely bower of 
fairy-land. As the two approached it, strains of 
delicious music floated through the living drapery 
that curtained the open window; but as the 
wonderful harmony greeted his ears, an ominous 
oloud darkened Pietro's brow, and he muttered, in 
growling accents: 

“ A curse upon that eternal violin 1 I would 
that the vile thing of wire and oatgut were At the 
bottom of yonder ocean, since not all the schools 
of Padua will make the boy delight in learning 
till it is fairly wrested from his grasp.” 

“ But then he touches it with such rare skill, 
husband,” said the gentle Pauline, “and from 
his cradle he has loved it so fondly, that it would 
be cruelty to deprive him of it. List, now, to 
those wild, yet tender, tones. Go they not to 
thy heart, breathing on they do a melody so 
plaintive and so fond?” 

As she spoke, strains that might have softened 
a sterner heart than that of old Pietro, fraught, as 
they were with impassioned grief and tenderness, 
flowed out upon the evening air; and the strains 
oontinued unbroken till they reached the summer¬ 
house, and ascended the short flight of steps 
leading to the apartment in which the young vio¬ 
linist sat Alone. It was a small octagon, very 
simple, yet filled with such objects as a poet and 
musician would love to gather about him. 
Flowers, from without and within, loaded the air 
with their fragrance; casts, from exquisite origi¬ 
nals, occupied vacant spac^, and a few choice 
pictures lent life and coloring to the walls. 

The evening breeze came in with refreshing 
coolness, through the vine-clad windows, beyond 
Which could be seen the Adriatic. Innumerable 
sails studded its surface, glorified by rainbow tints 
caught from the sunset splendor; and ever and 


DEL DIAVOLO. 

L. OVIHIIO, 

1 anon, the song of the passing voyager came wafted 
' to the ear, blending its untutored melody with 
the thrilling tones which the touch of the rapt 
musician drew from his instrument. For rapt 
indeed he seemed—spell-bound by the magic of 
his art, deaf to the step of those who were 
approaching. He sat, his head thrown back, the 
\ unclosed collar of his coat revealing his white 

1 throat, fair and beautiful as that of a young 
maiden, the light breeze with loving fingers 
v gently stirring the rich brown curls that clus¬ 
tered around his brow, and his deep-bine eyes 
lifted with melancholy yet passionate enthusiasm 
to the gorgeous sky. 

As they softly stood upon the threshold of the 
little chamber, the elder Tartini for a moment 
remained silent, struggling to subdue the softened 
feelings which the plaintive music had awakened 
within him; but Pauline stepped excitedly across 
the room, and laying her hand lightly upon her 
\ son's shoulder, said, with tender reproach : 

! \ “ Thou wilt leave us to-morrow, my child, and 
> is it not right that thy last hours should be 
> given to thy parents, whom thou wilt so soon 
leave desolate?” 

The youth looked vaguely toward her, as 
^ though unable immediately to recall his soul 
) from the world of harmony in which it had been 
| reveling; but at the sight of his mother's tender 

I fece, and her loving eyes hent tearftilly upon 
him, he cast aside his violin, and rising, pressed 
her fondly in his arms, saying, as he pressed a 
warm kiss upon her cheek: 

“ Dearest mother, my last hours, as also my 
\ last thought*, shall be with thee and my father; 
i but when I saw you busy together, I stole hither, 
\ to bid a sad fhrewell to all the dear objects which 
\ here surround me: to this earthly Paradise, amid 
j whose blessed influences ay soul hath daily 
? expanded into a fuller and a nobler life. But 
| to-morrow I commence my exile, and—" 

\ “Aye, to-morrow,” interposed the mother, 
s sadly, “ to-morrow, I shall wot see thoe, and des- 
j olate will be the borne, no longer gladdened by 
\ thy presence.” 

I She bent her face on Guiseppe's shoulder, as 
she spoke, and he felt it wet with her tears. 
Pietro made an impatient movement. 

“ Thou art a good wife, Pauline, but a foolish 
mother,” he said, “ or thou wouldst say to thy son, 

(46) 
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* thou art no longer a sapling, drawing strength and * language, which asks not the aid of words,” 
nourishment from the parent root; but a sturdy j and taking up his Yiolin he taught the flying bow 
tree, whose trunk must new be my support, and \ to touch with exquisite delicacy and skill the 
beneath whose green branches my age must seek \ yielding strings, producing with wonderful varia- 
a protecting shade.* This wouldst thou say to s tions the very strain with which the lovely 
him. Nay, more; for thou shouldst bid him cast s warbler, from her flowery covert, had just rav- 
away all ehildish thoughts, and go forth in his j ished the air. At the entrancing sounds, the 
manhood, to gird on the armor of knowledge and j nightingale for an instant suspended her song, 
science, which shall endue him with might and \ only to break forth again, when Guiseppe ceased, 
power when he enters the great arena of life, and j into tenderer and more eoatatio melody. It was 
cause his name to be enrolled among the lights \ indeed a regular duet, to which Pauline, who 
and benefactors of mankind.” | loved music almost as passionately as did her 

“ Many times, dear husband, have I uttered jj son, listened with delight. But Pietro’s face ex- 
‘these very thoughts to our son, as he himself j pressed more annoyance than pleasure, and 
will tell thee; but fond as is my mother heart, ^ though he struggled for complacency, he could 
there is a pride mingled with its fondness, which \ not avoid a somewhat testy tone, as he said: 
yearns to see him attain that excellence which \ “ At another time, Guiseppe, thy folly might 

may be his, if he gives earnest heed to tbe guid- \ cliafe me; but for thy mother’s sake, I will not 
&nce and instruction of those to whom we are j suffer auy cloud to darken these last hours spent 
about to entrust him. But now the parting \ with thee. 1 find,comfort in the assurance that the 
hour draws near, and I would fain hallow it i nobler studies in which thou art about to engage, 
by words of only tenderness and love.” 5 will so elevate thy mind that thou wilt learn to re- 

“ It shall be as thou sayest, good wife, since j gard the songs and sonatas which now enrapture 
thou art not oft in the wrong,” said Pietro, touched \ thee, os recreation only for thy idle hours, and 
by her emotion ; “ and so, my son, the one word \ unworthy to become the pursuit of a life which 
more of counsel that I have for thee, shall be < was bestowed for higher and nobler purposes.” 
given in thy private ear, and till the moon dips \ “ There can be none more glorious, my father,” 

her crescent in the Adriatic we will sit together l said the youth, ardently, “than the God-given 
at this open window, and enjoy the cool sea- j power to speak through the harmonious combi* 
breeze, as it whispers lovingly to thnse flowers.” j nation of delicious sounds, to the soul of man* 
“ Ah, my father, thou art ever kind; so kind,” j Are we not taught that music is the language of 
said the youth, “ that it grieves me not to yield j heaven ? Nay, hath not the Almighty hand so 
more readily to thy wishes, and turn willingly to hung the spheres, that their very motions pro- 
thc study of jurisprudence. But in very truth it duce celestial melody ? By the divine power of 
hath no charm forme. For thy sake only, I oon- j musk, all that is godlike in humanity may be 
sent to become its pupil, and lest I fail to attain j awakened, and the soul linked, as by a golden 
that eminence in the science where thy love ) chain, to the purity and harmony of heaven.” 
would place me, I must, even on this farewell eve, 5 “ Thou art yet but a boy, Guiseppe, and so. 

confess to thee, that ene divine strain of Corelli’s, j filled with'a boy's untrained enthusiasm,” said 
or one thrilling touoh of Veraeini’s, arouse in me J his father, with a serious smile. “ But I will 
a rapture unknown to the subtlest casuists of the \ wait patiently for the change which one year, 1 
schools; and be not angry if I confess, that to warrant me, will produoe in thee. Then when 
become the pupil, perchance the competitor, of \ thou shalt sit with thy mother and me beside 
those wonderful masters, is an object more \ this pleasant window, if thou dost not lavish 
tempting to my ambition, than to sit crowned \ more of this youthful ardor upon the wisdom of 
with oracular honors, highest among the robed \ ancient pandects and modern digests, than upon 
jurists of the land,” \ Veracini and his coneertoe, I will own myself a 

Guiseppe’s fine face was lit with a glow of J false soothsayer, and leave thee free to twang thy 
enthusiasm as he made this bold avowal, and it < fiddle-bow for aye,” 

had scarcely passed his lips, when a nightingale, j “ A bargain, my father,” exclaimed the boy, 
as if in approval of his words, broke forth, right J excitedly. “ Mother, thou art a witness to it, 
beneath the window, in a strain of soul-stirring jj and at the appointed time I shall claim this 
melody, which thrilled the sensitive spirit of the j promise. Meantime, I have agreed to become 
young musician with delight. “ Seraphic bird,” \ a pupil of the schools, where I will earnestly 
he said, “ thou dost understand and respond to 5 strive to bend my mind to those abstruse studies 
the emotion which I vainly strive to express. 5 which I am almost certain, nevertheless to find 
But I will speak to thee in thy own divine i barren and uncongenial,” 
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“ Thou art a good boy, Guiseppe, and hast my 
thanks for thy willing consent to my wishes,” 
said Pietro. “It is thy good only that I seek. 
It will profit thee to go forth awhile from the 
paternal roof. It will teach thee self-reliance, 
and lend manliness to thy mind and manners.” 

“If worldly wisdom is desirable, my father, 
doubtless I may then obtain it,” said the youth. 
“ But as for enjoyment, I find all that I desire 
in my own happy home, and with my violin.” 

“ Ah, but,” answered Pietro, “ when thou shalt 
have drunk from the fountains of classic lore, and 
listened to the eloquence of minds that bask in 
the sunlight of knowledge, thou wilt awaken to 
a new, even to a diviner life, and recognize 
within thyself the wonderful capacities which 
now lie dormant in the sleep of ignorance.” 

Guiseppe made no immediate reply, but sat as 
though absorbed by some pleasant thought; for 
a smile played upon his lips, and his fingers ran 
mechanically over the strings of his violin, yet 
without producing any sound. Then, after the 
brief silence, he lifted his smiling eyes to his 
father, and said: 

“Dost thou remember the day when I went 
with thee to Venice, and in the church of St. 
Giovanno we heard that wonderftil master, who, 
by his divine music, lifted the listening soul 
upward, even to the opening gates of Paradise, 
holding in adoring silence the vast multitude 
that thronged the spacious courts of the tem¬ 
ple? Then it was—when that marvelous solo 
of Veracini’s ravished my ear—that a new and 
nobler life dawned upon me. Pure thoughts and 
noble aspirations awoke in my soul, whi<A, if 
thy son be ever able to attAin, even then my 
father may be satisfied with his success.” 

“ I will not now, my son, inquire into the 
nature of those aspirations, trusting that they 
point to a lofty goal. It is enough that thou 
hast promised, with earnest endeavor, to pursue 
the course I have chosen for thee.” 

“So let it rest, my father; and in the mean¬ 
time I promise thee that this precious instrument 
shall be the companion only of my leisure.” 

“ I appreciate thy ready obedience, my son; 
and if if lend not to the fulfilment of my wish, 
I promise that its failure to do so shall not, by 
one iota, lessen the love I bear thee. But while 
we have been prating here, thy mother has 
spread her board with ripe grapes and figs— 
pomegranates, too, with bursting rinds, and 
honey from her own hives, whiter and more 
luscious than ever bees of Hybla made. Let us 
gather around the feast, which she blesses with 
her eyes of love.” 

Guiseppe made answer by a grateftil smile; 


and then the three sat down at the tempting 
board, on which Pauline had heaped the richest 
products of her garden, reserved especially to 
enrich this last meal with her son* 

It was a pleasant repast, pleasant though sad; 
for fhrewells between these fond parents and that 
only son were to be taken on the coming morn; 
and this thought, which would intrude, cast a 
shadow over the father's fhce, while a tear 
moistened the eyes of the mother, as they rested 
lovingly on the' face of her darling. 

Guiseppe, too, felt his heart grow heavy, as he 
met the tender glances of those beloved parents, 
and felt that he was leaving them, perhaps for¬ 
ever—leaving every dear and familiar object 
connected with them, and with those Boenes of 
beauty around hie home. When the little supper 
drew to a close, and his mother bade him give 
them a parting sonata before they retired, his 
heart leaped lightly; and rising with alacrity, 
he bent for a moment over the violin, to hide 
the moisture that dimmed his sight; and then 
seising the bow, he broke forth into a strain of 
melody that exceeded in brilliancy every former 
product of his skill. 

So exquisitely clear and rich were the tones 
he elicited, so full of passionate tenderness, so 
varied, and so eloquent, that the very soul of 
Pauline, and even that of the sterner Pietro, 
hung entranced upon the melody. In this 
thrilling and impassioned burst of genius, the 
ardent youth had given most eloquent expression 
to emotions which defied the common utterance of 
words. It was the sudden inspiration of genius; 
and his flushed cheek, his kindling eye, his rapt 
enthusiasm, declared that he alone, who was 
capable of creating such celestial harmony, could 
fully appreciate and enjoy it. 

When at length the seraphic strain ceased, a 
brief pause ensued; and then Pietro pointed in 
silence to the moon, whose slender crescent just 
appeared above the heaving billows ; and loth to 
show how much he had been moved by the music, 
he turned away, with a silent gesture, and left 
the summer-house. 

But the tender mother threw her arms around 
her son, and kissed him with tears. It was the 
last time for many months that she should hear 
again his violin, or sit with him in this their 
favorite retreat; and sorrow at the thought sub¬ 
dued her fortitude. GuiBeppe tenderly soothed 
and embraced her; and speaking with cheer¬ 
fulness of his return, he led her gently down the 
steps, and pausing a moment at every loved spot 
in the garden, they wended their way back to 
the house, whither his father had preceded 
them. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Thk following morning saw Guiseppe at* an 
early hour on his way to Padua, filled with what 
sorrowful thoughts, and heart-breaking regrets it 
would be impossible to say. 

• But after a safe journey he reached the far-famed 
Xjity, and was duly installed as a student in its 
renowned university. For a time, the novelty of 
everything that surrounded him, and the duties 
of the course upon which he had entered, dissi¬ 
pated the chagrin arising from his reluctanoe to 
pursue a dry and uncongenial study. But in 
compliance with his promise to his father,-he 
struggled resolutely to overcome this reluctance, 
and turned bravely from the art he loved, re¬ 
fusing, erven during the hours allotted to recrea¬ 
tion, to touch his .violin. Since he left his home 
at Pirano, he had never yet withdrawn the in¬ 
strument from the oase in which, under close 
lock and key, it still remained. 

Thus, many hours, not claimed by study, began 
to hang heavily upon his hands, which might 
have been pleasantly beguiled by his favorite in¬ 
strument; but not trusting himself, he continued 
to submit to this severe discipline, and sought to 
find, in other channels, a resource for the ennui 
which he felt creeping over him. He had made 
as yet but few acquaintances among his fellow- 
students, yet he was not without some agreeable 
resources; for to a mind constituted like his, 
painting and sculpture, as well as poetry and 
music, presented attractions of no ordinary kind. 
And, as it is well known, luxurious and refined 
Padua possessed, in her rare collections, exqui¬ 
site chef d* oeuvres of art, which became the objects 
of his untiring study and delight — statuary 
from the chisels of the world’s great masters, and 
paintings from the studios of those whose inagio 
pencils stamped the lifeless canvas with the hues 
of their own immortal genius. 

Amid such surroundings, the imprisoned nature 
of Guiseppe found food for its deep longings; his 
imagination grew refined; his conceptions quick¬ 
ened; his aspirations became loftier; his intellect 
ripened and expanded, and the love of the perfect 
svnd the beautiful grew to an intense desire. < 

In harmony with these developments, his 
inborn love of musio. increased; and soon, wher¬ 
ever its sound was heard, whether in the gloom 
of the cathedral, or beneath the dome of the 
theatre, there he might be seen, a rapt and silent 
listener. Daily his resolve to bend his mind to 
study grew weaker; the genius of harmony had 
again touched his spirit with her potent wand, 
till by degrees his violin forsook its case, and 
responded ravishingly to his enamored touch. 
His surpassing skill, rarely as he manifested it 


in the presenoe of others, soon attracted hU 
fellow-students, and a single tone from his in¬ 
strument was the signal for crowds to gather and 
listen to his marvelous performance. 

Nor was his fame confined within the walls of 
the university; it went abroad, awaking in 
numerous circles interest and curiosity. Many 
noble amateurs honored him with invitations to 
their soirees musicals; but he shunned the pub^ 
licity of such a debut, and turned resolutely 
from many a stately palace, the portals of which 
were held open by patrician hands, inviting hhn 
to enter. Once only, at a small f&te given by a 
noble lady, whose son was his friend and fellow- 
student, Guiseppe was won to lend his aid to the 
musical entertainment, when he carried off the 
palm from every other performer. Such an eclat 
followed him in consequence of that night’s 
brilliant success, that he was shortly afterwards 
solicited, through a courteous letter from the 
Bishop of Padua, a rich and hanghty prelate, to 
bestow upon his niece, Donna Ianthe, instruction 
in the divine art of which he was the master. 
But tempting as was the proposition, he promptly 
but respectfully declined it, urged by a sense of 
duty to his parents to reject an offer which 
would necessarily* interfere with the severer 
duties of the school. 

Yet, day by day, as the master passion gained 
supremacy, his repugnance to the barren field of 
jurisprudence deepened, and though he still gave 
the alloted hours to study, he no longer scrupled 
to employ every moment given for recreation to 
the enjoyment of his violin. It soon became 
almost his only companion, and oertainly his one 
delight. Day after day, he wandered off with it to 
solitary places, that undisturbed he might drink 
in the very spirit of the harmony his hand created. 

One quiet nook there was on the banks of the 
Brenta, which he made his favorite haunt; not 
only because of its sequestered loveliness, but 
that it seemed to him quite isolated—shut out, as 
it were, from the world abroad. Spreading trees 
and interlacing vines enclosed a small area of 
turf, so smooth and bright that one could have 
imagined it a chosen spot for the revels of Oberon 
and his elfin court. The songs of a thousand 
birds filled the enclosed 'space with serial music, 
blending deliciously with the whispering waves, 
that sparkled through the leafy screen as they 
glided swiftly by. 

In this lovely temple of nature, the genius of 
Guiseppe found new inspiration, and tasted a 
rapture not less intoxicating than that which he 
had often experienced in the little garden-house 
which overlooked the queenly Adriatic, in his 
native Pirano. 
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Hither, one bright morning, when a holiday j 
gave him freedom from study, he came, bringing l 
with him his beloved instrument. His soul, as » 
finely strung as the cords of his own violin, felt! 
jarred by the rude contact of daily life among ? 
those with whom he had little or no sympathy; \ 
and longing for solitude, he sought this favorite { 
haunt, and with the sweet and dreamy music \ 
that he loved floating through his soul, he cast \ 
himself upon the turf, and delicately drawing the j 
bow across the strings, awoke such music as made S 
the very birds suspend their songs to listen. 
Hour after hour he lay there, in blissful enjoy¬ 
ment of the solitude, hit eyes upraised to the j 
cloudless azure of the heavens, as if seeking \ 
inspiration from its Silent beauty, while the 1 
thousand delicious melodies of nature suironnd- j 
ing him soothed his restless spirit; and yielding 
to the quiet influences of the hour, the young 
enthusiast forgot even his treasured instrument, 
while sleep sealed his eyelids, and he wandered 
off at will through the strange and shifting 
scenery of dreamdatid. 

But even there he was pursued by the haunting 
thought that filled his life, and he fbneied him¬ 
self striving to execute the role which had trans¬ 
ported him with rapture, when long ago he had 
heard it executed by Veracini in the Church of 
Giovanno at Venioe. It appeared as beaotifbl and 
fresh to him as it did when he first listened to 
it, and as the last note died away, it seemed in 
his dream that the devil suddenly appeared 
before him, and saluting him with reverence, 
offered to serve him for a year, on condition that 
within that time he would impart to him the 
secret of his skill on the violin. Guiseppe readily 
yielded to this proposal, and the compact Was 
signed and sealed; but previous to giving this new 
and strange pupil his first less cm, the youth in¬ 
quired if he could play at all on the violin, to 
which Satan modestly replied, “ that probably be 
might be able to pick out a tune, as he had often 
made the attempt/’ then brandishing the bow for 
a moment over the cords, he coinmenoed playing 
with a bold and rapid sttoke, Instantly ©locating 
a splendid sonata, so strange and wildly beanttifal, 
that, as Guiseppe said afterward, he had never 
heard ndr imagined anything so exquisite. 

He listened in breathless amazement, till the 
unearthly music ceased; and then, in violent emo¬ 
tion, he awoke. Trembling in every limb, his 
heart beating tumultuously, and perspiration 
standing in large drops upon his brow, he looked 
eagerly around, to dieoover the demos erf his 
dream—if dream St really oould have been— 
whose strange impression was stamped with the 
vividness of truth upon his mind. j 


But all was calm and still around him. The 
birds had ceased their songs, and sat screening 
themselves from the noontide heat beneath the 
leaves; and over all brooded a silence broken 
only by the low murmur of the waves as they 
rippled on their course. No trace of cloven hoof 
or demon eye met bis inquiring gaze; but the' 
wonderful music of the divine sonata still rang 
in his ears, and seizing the violin, he drew the 
bow across its confc, striving to repeat the rav¬ 
ishing strain. 

Some approach to it he thought he made; but 
never satisfied himself, till, almost despairing 
of success, he bad half a mind to dash his instru¬ 
ment to pieces. Yet still he persevered; but 
never, as he thought, reached the perfection of 
the original. Still, he could not deny to himself 
that even his imperfect recollection had enabled 
him to achieve a performance more striking and 
splendid than any his genius had ever before 
produced; and in remembrance of the strange 
and mysterious manner through which it hod 
been communicated to him, he called it “Tin 
Sonata, del Diavolo/** which name it ever after 
retained. 

Quite insensible to the lapse of time, Guiseppe 
lingered beyond his usual hour in this fovorite 
retreat, forgetfW that the thrilling tones which 
again and again he drew from his instrument, 
so unlike the quieter melodies which in this spot 
he usually indulged in, might reach the ear of 
some distant loiterer, and draw intruders to his 
retreat. Suddenly, hi the reiterated execution of 
a difficult bar, he was startled by a sonorous 
“Bravo!” and the next moment, a handsome 
bpy, in the dress of a page, swept back the screen 
of drooping branches, and stood gazing at him 
with a look in whidh curiosity and admiration 
were curiously blended. Guiseppe, indignant 
and surprised at this intrusion, threw a look of 
haughty inquiry toward the lad, who retreated 
before the giotaoo. 


CHAPTER III. 

Drascrtv, however, the youth stopped, and 
still grasping the uplifted branch, said, in an 
spdlogetlc tone; 

« C I pray you to pardon me, signor. It was 
your martelonO music that dreW me here. We 
have heard it often before, bttt riOver knew from 
whence it came, for it seemed as if it were in 


•Mozart, In spanking: of this Singular production, says: 
"Time, and the wonrierfol flight of ttodofn performers, 
bare deprived this sonata of an/th log diabolical which it 
onoe possessed; bnt It has great fire and originality, sod 
contains diffieuitles of no sommon magnitude, even at tbs 
prmot day." 
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the air; but this morning it has rung out so 
clearly that I had only to follow the sound along 
yonder path to find it here.” 

44 1 never dreamed that 1 was within earshot 
of anyone, in this sequestered spot, nor was it 
my wish to be discovered and intruded upon,” 
•mid Quiseppe, ooldly. 

44 If you desired privacy, signor,” said the 
page, pertly, 44 you did ill to ehoose this spot for 
your orchestra, since it is on the private domain 
of his reverence, the Lord Bishop of Padua, 
whose livery I, his unworthy servant, have the 
honor to wear.” 

44 If, in saying this, you speak the truth, sir 
page, I make my apologies for coming here,” 
•aid Guiseppe, in a tone of chagrin. 44 But is 
there any spot within the environs of Padua 
where one may be free to enjoy an hour’s solitude 
undisturbed? By the mass,” he continued, 
testily, 44 there is more quiet to be found in the 
busy little seaport of Pirano than exists within 
a league of this old city. But I will away, 
and if your master chafes at my intrusion, say to 
him that it was a sin of ignorance.” 

44 Nay, signor, you are over hasty,*’ said the 
pnge, as, letting the green branch drop from his 
hand, he stepped forward into the little area 
where Gniseppe was standing. 44 Your pardon, 
signor,” he said, humbly. 44 1 did not presume 
to blame your presence here. I only wished to 
excuse my own intrusion upon your privacy. 
You are ignorant, perhaps, that the Lord Bishop 
is a patron of the divine art, and many of his 
household are skilled performers on various 
instruments; so that, being one of the craft, 
you will, I am bound to say, be welcome to sit 
wherever you Kst on the domain of his reverence, 
for it is his pleasure to reader honor to all of 
your calling, especially to those who give proof 
of excellence such as you, signor, manifest.” 

44 He has taste, then, and discernment in the 
noble art of music, this lordly bishop whom you 
serve, and so I yield him due respect,” said 
Guiseppe. 44 But though your master grant me 
the free use of this lovely temple, I may not 
worship in it, but strive to draw in the subtle 
learning of the schools, which, in comparison with 
this small instrument, I must own that I detest .” 

44 1 do not marvel at your love for the divine 
art, signor; for never have I heard such celestial 
harmony as that evoked by your cunning touch, 
which drew me hers to listen.** 

44 Aye; but give me not the praise for those 
wonderful strains: they are due to the Satanic 
tempter, who haunts this spot. Nay, never look 
•o incredulous, boy; for I swear to you that, 
while sleeping in this shady spot, he came to | 


• me, and taught me that wonderful sonata whiok 
\ brought you here to listen.” 

I «• You are surely mad, signor,” said the boy, 
| glancing around him with a look of terror, that 
made Guieeppe smile. 44 But,” he added, 44 it mat- 
J terB not whether the Prince of Darkness or an angsl 
of light taught you that divine melody, I wear a 
| reho of tbs true woes,” and he kissed devoutly 
I the consecrated morsel of wood which he drew 
{ from his bosom, 44 and guarded by it, I defy both 
! Satan and his legions to harm me, while I listen 
to the marvelous strain.” 

44 Since you have a soul so capable of enjoying 
it, and you desire to hear it, you shall. So, if 
the shades of twilight do not make a coward of 
you, meet me here to-morrow at sunset, and I 
will play it for you. Farewell, sir page; clouds 
are gathering yonder, and I must hasten baek 
to the city before the shower fells.” 

| 44 1 will show you a short and pleasant way 

back, which you may traverse at your pleasure,’ 9 
| said the page. 44 It will take you through 
| fragrant shrubberies and shaded groves to the 
| suburbs of Padua.” 

| Gufeeppe accepted the offer with thanks, and 
$ leaving their retreat they soon struck into a mae* 
| row foot-path, which, gradually becoming broader 
\ as it wound through cultivated grounds whose 
| graceful undulations were beautifully diversified 
< by wood and stream, terminated at a fairy lake, 
s from whose wooded bank the eye caught a glimpse 
of the bishop’s lordly palace, its marble walls 
| and glistening colonnades gleaming through the 
} luxuriant foliage in which it was embosomed. 

| From this small sheet of crystal water, paths 
l diverged in virions directions, and pointing to 
t one of them, the page bade Guiseppe follow it, 
j till he reached a ruined tower, that stood alone on 
j the skirt of a chestnut grove; and from then os 
| be would descry the oity, lying a short di»» 
| tanoe beyond. Guiseppe promised to observe 
the directions, and with renewed thanks, bade 
farewell to his new friend, who at the sudden 
sound of a hunting-horn turned hastily away, 
and bounding over a myrtle hedge, disappeared 
from sight. Guiseppe looked afrer him a moment, 
and then proceeded to fellow the designated path, 
whose pleasant windings, checkered with light 
and shade, revealed to him at every step glimpses 
of airy landscapes afar. Before he was aware 
how for he had gone, the ruined tower, gray and 
moss-grown, appeared suddenly before him; and 
at no great distance, the old city, its towers 
touched with the golden hues of sunset. 

In no haste to reach it on this lovely evening, 
Guiseppe seated himself upon ono of the crumb¬ 
ling pillars that lay strewed around, the better 
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to enjoy a view of the ancient tower, that amid 
ruins still retained its original completeness of 
form, though covered with moss and lichens, and 
clothed to its very summit with mantling vines. 
Around its base, there still remained broken 
arches and decaying pillars, beautiful even in 
ruin, and indicating, by the wide surface over 
which they were scattered, the size and import¬ 
ance of the monastery of which they once formed 
a part. A dilapidated wall defined the limits 
of the former court-yard, in the centre of which 
a fountain threw up its glittering jet. 

It seemed a sweet spot, looking forth from a 
grove of ancient chestnuts, that nearly encircled 
it. Guiseppe’s artistic eye dwelt long with de¬ 
light on the rare loveliness of the scene which lay 
before him: on verdant hill and dale, and misty 
mount, following the course of the sparkling 
Brenta, as it wound onward through a Paradise 
of beauty. It was to him a painful thought that 
his home, for an uncertain period, must lie in the 
midst of those crowded thoroughfares, yet the 
thought was softened by the oonviction that he 
would, daily, for some hours, steal away and be 
alone with nature. Thus musing, he leaned 
against-the pedestal of an old sun-dial, which, 
though half buried in the rank luxuriance of the 
place, still told upon its disk the hours, when 
suddenly he was roused by seeing a shadow 
darken, for a moment, one of the[narrow windows, 
set here and there in the rough masonry of the 
old monastery walls, and then pass swiftly away. 

Can that lonely chamber contain an inhabitant, 
was the thought that rose within him, and his 
fancy pictured the worn form and venerable 
features of the anchorite who might perchance 
abide there; when lo! he beheld a white hand 
part the ivy that screened the window, and then 
a face like one of Guielo’s angels looked momen¬ 
tarily forth, and ns quickly disappeared; the 
vines fell heavily back; but a young voice 
burst forth in song. The next moment, as the 
songstress descended the winding stairs, he heard 
her silver voice caroling some stanzas of an old 
ballad that told the history of the tower. The 
melody itself, so rich and sweet, would have held 
the music-loving youth a spell-bound listener, even 
had not a strong desire to behold the invisible 
singer filled him with an impatient longing. 

The old sun-dial, against which be still leaned, 
stood at only a short distance from the postern 
through which she must pass on her way out, 
and from it a well-trodden foot-path diverged, 
crossing the old garden toward the palace. 
Fixed as a statue, Guiseppe stood, his eyes bent 
en the low-arched doorway, whence ere long two 
ladies appeared emerging through it, and lightly 


following the path which wound close beside the 
dial, would have passed on without perceiving 
him, had not the sudden flight of a beautiful 
butterfly from the top of the dial attracted their 
attention. A sudden start betrayed their sur¬ 
prise at the discovery of a stranger, and with a 
half-suppressed exclamation, the younger was 
hurrying on, when the elder, a magnificent but 
haughty-looking beauty, addressed to her a few 
whispered words, which, though reluctantly, had 
the effect of detaining her. Then turning to 
Guiseppe, who stood with bare head before this 
sudden advent of female loveliness, the elder of 
the two, assuming an offended air, said, imperi¬ 
ously : 

“ Are you aware, young sir, that you incur a 
heavy penalty, by trespassing on this forbidden 
ground?" And then, in a lighter tone, which 
she strove to moke serious, she added: “ By my 
faith, were the old monks who once trod these 
walks still in their cells, thou wouldst not escape 
without a night’s vigil in Father Hugo’s haunted 
tower, and the gift, to boot, of a silver chalice fbr 
the altar.” 

“ Since "such you deem to be my deserts, fur 
lady,” said Guiseppe, gaining courage from the 
badinage which she strove to hide under as- 
Burned severity, “ and the reverend fathers are 
not here to read my doom, I submit humbly to 
any decree which in your wisdom you may see 
fit to award, for my offense in ignorantly in¬ 
truding upon these sacred precincts; for which 
high crime and misdemeanor may the saints 
assail me.” 

'‘Since, then, you are repentant,” said the 
lady, striving to suppress a smile that gleamed in 
her dark eyes, “ I will, for this time, give you 
absolution, requiring only os an expiation of your 
offense a few touches on that marvelous instru¬ 
ment, whose tones we have sometimes heard, 
distant and faint, uncertain from what 'fount 
divine ’ they guBbed.” 

11 1 shall obey you, to the best of my poor 
ability, lady,” said Guiseppe, bowing with grace¬ 
ful modesty; “ though this is but a sorry instru¬ 
ment, except in the hands of a master, and such 
I do not yet claim to be.” 

“ You are young to fill so high a position; but 
time and patience ripen all good endeavors,” 
said the lady, graciously. 

“ Aye, lady, and my aspirations point to the 
moment when I Bhall stand beside Corelli, second 
only to him in skill,” said Guiseppe, with a flush 
of enthusiasm. 

“ That moment may not be far distant,” she 
answered, smiling. “ I have heard Corelli; but 
his strains, exquisite as they are, want the soul 
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of passionate sweetness that filled the wonderftil \ 
melody, which, though heard afar off, ravished j 
our ears this evening.” \ 

A bright glow of pride and pleasure flushed j 
the handsome face of the young musician, as these 
words fell from the lips of tha beautiful speaker; \ 
but he answered, quietly, “ Thanks, lady, though j 
your praise so far exceeds my humble deserts, | 
that 1 cannot but reap a salutary lesson from the \ 
satire which lurks beneath the words.” j 

“ Not unless you wilfully pervert their true j 
meaning,” she said, with pretty pettish ness; j 
“ for I intended no satire, neither can you so j 
understand me, since I have warrant for my j 
sincerity not only in your ravishing music to-day, | 
but also in what you played the night of the Mar¬ 
chess del Monti’s f&te, when you bore away the 
palm of victory from all performers.” 

“You then were present on that night, lady?” 
asked Guiseppe, with pleased surprise. “Par¬ 
don me, if I failed to recognize, in the galaxy of 
beauty which was there my inspiration, one 
peerless star above the rest.” And the young 
man bent low, as in homage before her. Yet his 
eye strayed from the . haughty and commanding 
features to the face of her young companion, who 
still stood apart, partially hidden by the tall 
oleander against which she leaned, her lovely 
lace gleaming through the foliage, a perfect type 
of angelic innocence and beauty. 

His stray glances were not unnoticed by the 


elder lady ; and though not undisturbed by them 
—for she was a consummate mistress of herself— 
she said, while a smile curved her ripe lips, till 
it resembled the very bow of Cupid, ready for the 
flight of his most fatal arrow, “Is it in the 
schools of Padua, young signor, that you have 
learned to con your cunning flatteries? If so, 
you prove yourself already an apt proficient in 
the art.” 

“Too apt, lady,” he said, emboldened by her 
manner, “ to be outdone by one of the tender sex 
in fair speech; for when gentle hands lavish 
gems, he would be nnconrteous who would 
render back worthless gauds.” 

“You will prove, before long, a learned casu¬ 
ist,” she answered, laughing; “but all this 
time, you forget the penance I enjoined you. 
So play me, please, one of your thrilling son¬ 
atas. Come nearer and listen, Ianthe; for you 
too have raved about this muBic.” 

“Y’es; as you do, I thought it divine,” said 
the girl, as she drew near them; and the low 
reed-like sweetness of her voice lingered in Gui¬ 
seppe’ s ear like a cadence of seraphic music, while 
his eye rested admiringly upon her exquisite and, 
as no other term can express it, her flower-like 
beauty, which evidently annoyed the elder lady, 
covetous always of admiration, and loth that an¬ 
other should ditide with her even the passing 
homage of the graceful student. 

[to bx contuiuxd.] 


RED CLOVER. 


BT MABIX S 

Flock me this homely flower. 

That with mild fragrance loads the common air 
That all do breathe alike, and let me wear 
Its blo«om for the hour. 

No hot-honee beauty this. 

Whose perfume reaches bat the favored few, 

With lipe that ne'er deceived the heaven’s dew, 


LADD. 

Or felt the wind's wild kiss. 

But strong for wind or shower, from oat the sod 
It blooms abundant in the fields of God, 

All rich with memories, its odorous breath 
Ip freighted sweet with life, and rank with death. 

Oh, bind within my hair this purple clover flowerf 
My childhood I would wear, this dreamy summer hoar. 


THE MASTERLY RETREAT. 

II JOS1PHIRI POLIABD. 


A crtkitain famous in the art of war. 

Who led his heroes bravely to the fight, 

Hss left on record words that gleam afar: 

“The only vict’ry over love is flight." 

With Mare we may contend, and win the prize— 
__ And boast, exulting, our superior might; 

Vol LXXX1I.—4. 


But Oupid such ascendancy denies: 

“ The only vict’ry over love is flight." 


Though fete to face we meet the rebel foe, 

And pride and valor scorn the coward’s fright, 
Hearts battle thus unwisely, when they know 
14 The only vict’ry over love Is flight." 
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Shelton Park, the stately mansion of Sir 
Peter and Lady Shelton, is full of guests. The 
latest arrived is Sir Walter Wynne, a handsome 
young ffellow, with a fine estate, who follows his 
aunt, the widow of his uncle, from whom he had 
inherited his title and estate: a lady to whom he 
is very much attached, and who has been at 
Shelton Park for a fortnight already. 

These two find themselves alone in the drawing¬ 
room, just befor$ dinner. 

“ Who are here. Aunt Bess ?” the young fellow 
is asking. 

“Well, first of all, General and Mrs. Fanshawe, 
and that very pretty flame of yours, their 
daughter. Mistress Blanche.” 

“/> she a flame of mine ?” Sir Walter asks, 
laughing. 

“ I thought so. Very well, then that very 
handsome, haughty Miss Harrington, who has a 
pretty little fortune, and I think is making a 
conquest of Captain Barton, who is here with bis 
sister. Then that very idle young scamp, Lord 
Ellerby—” 

“ Ah—Ellerby! They say Ellerby has run into 
debt heavily, and means to marry an heiress. 
Is it Miss Harrington who attracts him V* 

“No, my dear. You do not know, it seems, 
that we have a millionaire amongst us. Yes, a 
cousin of Lady Shelton’s, the orphan datighter of 
Captain Wardom, but niece, by the mother’s side, 
of a rich old iron manufacturer of Coedshire, who 
died six months ago, and made this girl, Jean 
Wardom, his adopted daughter and heiress.” 

“Ah, what is she like?” 

“Well, a nice little girl, I should say; quite 
too good for Ellerby.” 

“Nevertheless, Ellerby is a great 1 catch.’ 
Vast entailed estates, you know. Anyone else?” 

“ Only the Spencers. Sweet little girls they 
are; and Mrs. Spencer is a kindly soul, if she is 
silly. And half a dozen others.” 

Lady Wynne stops; fdr thd db6r kqftns, 
there glides in such a vision of loveliness: 
an exquisitely beautiful girl, fair* stately, graceful 
as a lily on its stem. She looks like a lily, in 
her soft flowing drapery of glistening white silk. 

“ Oh, Sir Walter! What a pleasant surprise I” 
she says, in sweet, soft, languid tones, as she 
stops in pretty astonishment; and the young man 
hurries to meet her. 


“ But I have had all the pleasures of anticipa¬ 
tion!” he replies, gallantly, as Miss Fanshawe’s 
little snow-flake of a band is laid, for an instant, 
with Directed shyness, in his. 

The room is full of people directly; and the 
buzz of conversation grows louder. 

Presently, Sir Walter sees a pretty, slender lit¬ 
tle figure, in deep mourning, entering the room, 
and slipping quietly into a seat. Lord Ellerby 
makes his way to her speedily, and begins to talk 
to her with an air of absorbed devotion ; but Sir 
Walter is near enough to see that she answers him 
quietly, coolly, and almost in monosyllables. 

“ Come and be introduced to Jean Wardom, Sir 
Walter,” Bays bluff, good-natured Sir Peter, and 
in a moment Sir Walter finds himself bowing to 
Miss Wardom, who smiles, and looks up at him 
out of the very loveliest pair of dark-gray, black- 
fringed, honest-looking, innocent eyes he has 
ever beheld. She has dark hair, too, that waves 
deliciously, and a clear complexion, that is 
usually pale, but has now a soft rose-blush that 
comes and goes constantly. 

“ You have beeh at Shelton Hall often before, 
I suppose, Miss Wardom,” says Sir Walter. 

“ No, never. I never even saw Lady Shelton, 
before I came here, a week ago,” is the reply, in 
a voice as clear and soft and frank as the eyes. 

“ And all these people were strangers to you. 
Well, you have a fine opportunity to study char¬ 
acter now, and find us all out,” Sir Walter says, 
jestingly. 

“ Why, I knew something about you all, before 
I saw you,” Miss Wardom says, smiling. 

“ About all of us ? About me, too? Why, what 
have you heard?” exclaims Lord Ellerby, so 
eagerly that Miss Wardom laughs. 

“Better not press that question, Ellerby,” 
Sir Walter says, with a laugh in his hazel eyes. 

“ Lady Shelton told me something about each 
one of her expected guests,” Miss Wardom 
resumes. It, was vei*y kind of her. She did 
not want me to feet that t was among strangers.” 

“ Lady Bh^ltpn! Oh, my character is safe in 
her hands,” Lord Ellerby declares, with a gay 
laugh. 

“ I trust she made honofoble mention of me ?” 
Sir Walter half questions. 

Miss Wardom shakes her head smilingly, as 
she answers: 
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44 Of ooun« I shall not betray her. But after 
all, I do not mind yery much what one person 
tells me about another/’ A mischievous gleam 
laughs out of her eyes. 44 Each one has his own 
impression about every one he knows. lady 
Shelton gave me her impressions—mine may be 
▼ery different.” 

I “ Frightful thought,” cries Sir Walter, gayiy. 
But here the conversation is interrupted by the 
butler announcing dinner, and Sir Walter goes in 
with Miss Fanshawe. But all through the meal 
he is thinking of Jean Wardom’s eyes. 44 How 
they seem to look into your very soul,” be says 
to himself. 44 1 would not Hke to have to face her, 
with a lie on my lips.” 

It is the dtill interval after dinner, when 
the ladies are alone in the drawing-room. 
Miss Harrington is reading a novel; for she 
always does whatever pleases herself most; and 
the rest of tfcfe ladies are keeping up a languid, 
intermit tout conversation. 

44 Ate you fond of Codlskho, Miss Wardom?” 
asks Mrs. Barton, a good-natured, rather gush¬ 
ing matron. 

44 1 was very happy there,” Jean Wardom 
aa sy o re, smiling. 44 1 have lived there nearly 
all my life.” 

44 Ohjthon, you must have hunted a great deal. 
It is such an awfUlly jolly hunting country. 
Don't you adore riding?” exclaims MiSs Barton, 
a dashing, handsome girl, who is 44 very popular 
with gentlemen,” and whom gossip says will even 
smoke with them. 

44 1 have never hunted in my life. A sober 
jog on my uncle's old horse has been the extent 
of my riding.” 

Miss Barton opens her eyes wide with amaze¬ 
ment. ♦* Live in CoalshirO, and not hnnt? Why, I 
thought everybody—but you are afraid, perhaps?” 

44 1 do not think I 'should be afraid,” Jean 
says, quietly. 

“Then why—” begins Mms Barton. But Lady 
Shelton deftly interrupts^ 

44 You shall hunt, Ahis winter, Jean. Sir 
Peter will take ploasuisxn teaching you to rids,” 
she says. 

44 1 suppose yos often met the Jfockess of 
Kosedale, Miss Wardom,” says Mrs. Futhawe* 
in her most condescending tones. 

44 1 often mv her. Indeed, I spoke to her 
once,” (and she breaks into a merry little laugh, 
but checks herself and goes on again;) 44 but I do 
not know her at all.” 

44 Miss Wardom’s uncle was tuck an invalid, 
and she of course could not leave him. She has 
been quite a recluse, poor dear child,” Lady 
Shelton says, pityingly. 


44 Yes, I have gone out very little, and I doubt 
whether the duchess would ever have known of 
my existence, if I had not once had the ill-luck 
to tread on the train of her dress, at a flower- 
show.” 

“ You didn’t do that?” ejaculates Mrs. Spen¬ 
cer, rousing herself from her usual state of sleepy 
indifference, to turn and look at Miss Wardom 
with awe-struck eyes. 

44 What did the duchess say?” ask May and 
Ella Spencer, breathlessly. 

i “Oh, she said, ‘Bless my soul, ohild, look 
where you are going,’ ” Jean answers. 

“And you— what did you Bay?” pursues 
Ella. 

“I stepped off the train, and said I was 
sorry. Poor lady! She must bave thought us 
a dreadfUl rabble; for while I was begging her 
pardon, someone else hooked a parasol into her 
hair, and I had to untangle it.” Jean stops to 
laugh at the recollection, as she says this. 

“And then, were you introduced to her?” 

! ' asks Miss Fanshawe, with interest. 

44 No. I did not know any of her party. I 
did overhear her say to our rector’s wife, after¬ 
wards, 4 Who is that young woman talking to 
| your daughter ?* And Mrs. Castleman told her 
$ it was 4 Jeanie Wardom.’ So I supposeber grace 
sometimes remembered my existence, when she 
arrayed herself in her brown satin dress. I am ' 
; afraid I tore it out of the gathers. I was very 
sorry, for she seemed a nice, jolly little wo¬ 
man.” 

Jean says this with perfect serenity, and leans 
back in her chair, still smiling a little at the 
remembrance of her encounter with the duchess. 
Lady Shelton looks a little annoyed, and rather 
abruptly asks Ella Spencer to open the piano and 
play something. 

A brilliant duet from Ella and May has the 
effect of bringing the youhger gentlemen imme¬ 
diately from the dining-room. Lord Ellerby 
slips adroitly into a seat beside Miss Wardom. 
Captain Barton devotes himself to his capricious 
and haughty idol, Miss Harrington. Other 
people stray about, or stand around the piano. 
Suddenly, there is a hush, for Blanche Fanshawe 
is singing the 44 Jewel Song ” in Faust. Blanche’s 
singing 1 It is like the jet of a fountain, throw¬ 
ing its sparkling waters high into the sunlight, 
and foiling again in a cascade of diamonds. 
Liquid, brilliant, clear, and flexible as water, is 
Blanche’s voice. Long before the song is over, 
Jean Wardom has stolen across the room, and 
stands by the piano, listening, fascinated, with 
deepening oolor and sparkling eyes. 

44 Oh,” she sighs, softly, when it is over, 44 1 
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never, never heard any singing half so lovely.” j 
Sir Walter is standing near her. He does not say j 
a word; but Blanche sees that his eyes are fixed 
upon Miss Wardom’s face, with evident, undis¬ 
guised admiration. She rises abruptly from the 
piano, and no entreaties prevail upon her to sing 
again. 

44 Thanks. I am not in voice, to night,” she 
says, coldly, to Sir Walter. 44 But I am sure 
Miss Wardom will sing for ^pu.” 

“Do you sing, Miss Wardom?” asks Sir 
Walter, eagerly. 

Jean blushes her pretty wild-rose blush as she 
answers, unwillingly, 44 1 used to sing a little, 
at home. But it was only songs and ballads. 
No one could care for them after Miss Fanshawe’s 
lovely singing.”. 

44 Oh, but we do care. We all love old songs. 

I adore ballads,” Blanche protests, eagerly. She 
plainly sees that Miss Wardom’s attempt to sing 
will cover her with ridicule, and she is deter¬ 
mined she shall sing. She entreats, and makes 
other people entreat, until Jean yields; and going 
to the piano, softly touches a chord or two, 
and begins to sing. 

It is indeed an old-fashioned Bong she has 
chosen: the song about 44 My Nannie, 0!” that 
nobody sings in these days. She sings it simply, 
clearly, in a sweet, sympathetic voioe that touches : 
the heart. 

The men, at least, like it. They draw around 
the piano, and listen eagerly. If her voice 
trembles a little at first, it is full and steady 
long before she reaches the last verse : 

44 My Nannie’s simple, fair, and young, 

Nae artful wiles to win ye, 0; 

May ill beta’ the flattering tongue, . 

That wad beguile my Nannie, 01 
Her face is fair, her heart is true. 

As spotless as she’s bonny, 01 
The opening gowan, wet wf dew, 

Nae purer ie than Nannie, 0 P’ 

44 My child, that is charming,” exclaims old 
Lady Wynne, her bright, dark eyes looking j 
suspioiously dewy. 44 No, no, you shall not 
stop. Sing again for us.” 

There is a chorus of entreaties for more. The 
gentlemen are so enthusiastic in their admiration * 
of the song and the singer, that Blanche oould 
almost bite out her tongue in her vexation. She 
had brought it on herself. She had meant to 
make 44 the girl” ridiculous, and she has given j 
her a triumph. 

The days go by. Jean Wardom has been two j 
weeks at Shelton Hall. She is very happy, j 
Lady Shelton and Sir Peter pet her; Lady j 
Wynne unbends to her more than to anyone \ 
else; and the gentlemen unanimously admire j 


her. If some of the ladies dislike, scorn, or 
envy her, she does not seem* to be aware of it; 
but goes on her way, bright and sunny, and 
sweet as the summer weather itself. 

44 Who are going to walk, this lovely morning?” 
Jean asks, as she stands by the drawing-room 
window, and looks out on the emerald lawn, and 
the cool shadows of the park beyond it. 

“You and I* are,” answers Lord Ellerby, 
so very promptly that everyone laughs. Eveiy- 
one but Jean, who colors a little, and parts her 
lips, as if to speak, hut closes them again. She 
is undeniably vexed at this cool appropriation of 
her, and it is not the first time, either. At least 
Sir Walter thinks this of her. 

44 1 beg your pardon, Ellerby,” lie says, coolly. 
44 Hate to disappoint you, but Miss Wardom is 
going to ride with me. Are you not. Miss 
Wardon?” 

44 Oh, I should like it vary much,'” Jean replies, 
eagerly, giving him a quick, grateful glance. 

44 Do I understand that you have a pvdtlous 
engagement with Sir Walter, Miss Wardom?” 
Lord Ellerby says, with wrath and indignation 
in bis tone. 

44 Mias Wardom can surely do as she plemes, 
Ellerby,” Sir Walter says, carelessly. 

44 Wat it a previous engagement, Miss Wardom? 
Otherwise, Wynne had no right—” 

Lord Ellerby is speaking hotly; but Jesn 
stops him, with a little smile and gesture. 

44 1 had no engagement with either,” she says, 
very gently, 44 but I prefer to ride.” And then 
she quietly leaves the room. 

Sir Walter looks out of the window, and 
whistles softly to conceal a smile, while Lord 
Ellerby frowns darkly, and flings himself down 
in a chair beside Miss Fanshawe. 

44 Oh, I am to much obliged to you for taking 
me to ride, this morning? ’ Jean exclaims, as she 
and $ir Walter go. 

44 The obligation is entirely bn my side, Miss 
Wardom,” laughs Sir Walter. 

44 Yea, I know,” Jean amnfere, laughing in 
turn. 44 But if you knew hew much I did not 
want to walk with Lord Ellerby. And I really 
saw no way out of it, till you so nobly came to 
the recant.” 

44 Then it is Ellerby I am indebted to, after all; 
you only ride with me, to escape a worse fhte,” 
Sir Walter suggests, mischievously. 

Jean laughs, and flashes a demure little glance 
at him; but she does not speak. He leans for¬ 
ward to aee her face; for a sudden doubt comes 
over him, at this, like a dash of cold water. 
Perhaps she it only riding with him, to escape 
a worse fate. The decided discomfort which this* 
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idea occasions him, opens his eyes to the knowl- j 
edge that he cares very much to ride with her; j 
to talk with her; and that he would like this j 
Bummer day, and this ride with Jean Wardom, to j 
go on and on, indefinitely. j 

“ You don’t answer me,” he exclaims, rather 
vehemently. 44 You are too honest to disclaim, j 
and you cannot say you would have cared if—” 
But he never gets any farther; for Jean lifts 
her lovely eyes to his face, in utter undisguised j 
astonishment, and interrupts him. I 

44 Why, of course I wanted to come, anyway,” j 
she says. 44 You and I have always been friends. I 
You are always good to me. Why shouldn’t I j 
like to ride with you ?” 

“ Why, indeed,” he replies, gayly. “I was j 
talking nonsense. Bat tell me why you disliked j 
so much the prospect of a walk with Ellerby.” j 
Jean looks away, and colors a little, but will \ 
not answer. j 

“ Don’t you like him ? Ladies generally adore > 
Ellerby, and I am sure he tries hard to make you 
like him,” Sir Walter continues, watching her 
keenly os he says it. ‘ 

“ No. 1 neither like, nor respect him; and I ] 
wish he would not try to moke me like him; for j 
I never shall,” Jean answers, at last, with em¬ 
phasis. 

44 Poor Ellerby 1 Thai is hard lines for him,” 
Sir Walter says, generously. 

44 Not at all. fie is not a person to be in 
earnest about anything, except that, like some 
people I have read about in the Bible, he 4 does 
evil with both hands, earnestly.’ ” 

Certainly, Jean herself is earnest, in the quiet 
contempt with which she says this. Then, 
giving her horse a touch with the whip, she goes 
off in a canter. 

Through quiet country lanes they ride; by the 
side of peaceful streams, shaded by drooping 
willows; then slowly homeward, through shady 
wood roads, where the summer sun scarcely pen¬ 
etrates. It is an enchanted ride, that Sir Walter 
never forgets. 

44 Are you tired? I hope not,” Sir Walter 
says, as he assists her to dismount. 44 Remember, 
we are to have a great many such rides. I will 
bring over my 4 Belle,’ as 1 said, and then I hope 
you will ride with me every day ?” He half 
whispers this audacious request; but his eyes 
seek hers, boldly. 

44 Oh, I don’t know! Perhaps, if—if Lady 
Shelton will let me,” Jean replies, with a pretty 
blush, and then she runs away upstAirs, the hap¬ 
piest girl in the world. 

Sir Walter strolls into the drawing-room, 
which is fall of ladies, and Mrs. Fanshawe asks, 


with a half sneer: “I hope you found Miss 
"Wardom able to ride, without holding on by the 
pommel ?” 

44 She doesn’t lack confidence in other things,” 
interposes Miss Fanshawe, with a sneer she does 
not attempt to hide. 

44 What do you mean?” says Sir Walter, 
bluntly. 

44 Oh, it is her manner,” says Blanche, inno¬ 
cently. 44 It is not fast, you know, but—well, 
she speaks her mind with such terrible plain¬ 
ness, sometimes.” 

44 Has she much mind to speak of? She 
strikes me as a silly little thing,” Miss Har¬ 
rington remarks, carelessly. 

44 She lacks culture, poor dear child,” Mrs. 
Barton chimes in. 

44 Shockingly under-bred,” Mrs. Fanshawe 
utters, with a portentous shake of the head. 44 No 
girl should be allowed to—” 

44 To speak the truth ?” breaks out Sir Walter, 
with a rather dangerous look. 

Mrs. Fanshawe glares at him, and does not 
answer. 

44 Don’t you think her—a kind-hearted, oblig¬ 
ing sort of girl, though ?” ventures Ella Spencer, 
in a timid voice. 

Mrs. Fanshawe looks at her, and shakes her 
head again. 

“Ah, indeed!” she says, coldly. 44 Isn’t it 
rather a pity, my dear, that you should copy 
such very defiant and objectionable manners os 
hers?” 

Sir Walter feels that he can endure no more, 
and so walks off into the library. Lady Wynne 
is writing there. 

44 What is the matter, Wat?” she asks, looking 
up as he enters. 

44 Those cwomen J” he exclaims, vehemently, 
j 44 Why can’t they let Miss Wardom alone? She 
has done nothing to them.” 

| 44 Oh yes she has,” Lady Wynne replies, tran- 

\ quilly. 44 She dares to be pretty and pleasing; 
j and she shames them, too, by her truth and 
j honesty. Do you know what she makes me 
s think of? She always brings to my mind that 
i line of Keats’: 4 Oh, what a power has white 

l simplicity !* ” 

> Two more .weeks of glorious summer weather 
S drift by. Jean has half a doaen delicious rides, 

| on Sir Walter's pretty bay,. “ Belle,” which he 

> has had brought over from his place, twenty 
| miles away, as he had promised. 

> Can she ever forget that last ride of all, when 
/ they draw rein on the summit of the highest hill 
| in the county, and watch the sun going down in 
! splendor behind the western hills? Jean leans 
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forward to rest her cheek on her hand, and they To-morrow ! To-morrow! Well, it comes; 
are both silent. a balmy, perfect summer day. Jean appears at 

“ In that lost land, in that soft clime, breakfast in a soft, flowing white dress, and 

In the crimson evening weather." looks ravishingly pretty. There is a handful of 

She quotes this in an absent tone, scarcely above dewy roses on her plate. She doe» not need to 
her breath. ask who put them there; but glances across the 

“What are you thinking of?” Sir Walter asks, table at Sir Walter, nods in answer to his bow 

bending to see her face. “ There is no ‘ lost and smile, and proceeds to fasten the flowers at 
land,’ surely, in your memoiy ?” her throat. One great, velvety crimson rose she 

She rouses herself, and looks up with a smile, tucks prettily away amidst her dark hair. 

“ No—I was only saying it over, because it is so “ What time shall we ride, to-day, Miss War- 
pretty: ‘the crimson evening weather.’ Did dom ?” asks Sir Walter, after breakfast, 
you imagine,” with an arch look, “that ‘I was “ Not till after luneheon, I think,” she answers, 
thinking of my first love,' like Owen Meredith ?” “ I have promised to show Mrs. Spencer a new 

“ I—rather hoped you might be—and that knitting-stitch, this morning.” 
your thoughts had not very far to go, either,” he “Then I will ride over to Langford, with Sir 
says, daringly, bending his dark eyes on her. Peter, now. You will be ready ?” He goes away 

Jean tnrns and looks at him, laughing. reluctantly, and Jean watches him riding down 

“ I won’t pretend not to understand you,” she the avenue, and turning to look back and wave 
cries, gayly. “ I can only admire your sublime a farewell to her. 

assurance.” Then she gives her whole mind to Mrs. Spencer 

“Do you think I am jeBting?” he exclaims, and the new stitch, 
pressing nearer to her, and laying his hand on Meanwhile, May, who is an enthusiastic little 
hers. “ Don’t you know I would rather have a soul, sits and watches her, admiringly, 
place in your thoughts, than have anything else “ What is the matter with you to-day, Jeanie?” 
this world can give me?” she asks, presently. “You look—so pretty—I 

“Why, you have a place there—a very high > could just eat you.” 
one, too,” she replies, blushing and smiling, yet > “ Oh, you goose,” Jean laughs. “ If you were 

drawing her hand gently away from him. \ not sitting there idle, you wouldn’t talk such 

“ Ah, but—I cannot be content without the j nonsense. ‘ Idleness is the parent of mischief.’ ” 
first—the dearest place there,” he says, quickly j “ Well, but—oh, I do think you ought to be 
and passionately. > the happiest girl in the world. You have every- 

Jean shakes her head, smilingly. “ Isn’t it a \ thing: beauty, and riches, and—” 
little too soon to expect rat to give you that?” i “ Do you call five hundred a year ‘riches?’” 
she says, and then she adds, quickly: “ flee, j Jean asks, carelessly. “ It k quite enough for 

the sun has gone down ! We will be late for diu- j me, but it is not generally considered riches.” 
ner, if we do not hurry.” And with a word j “Five hundred a year? Why, I thought— 
and a touch to Belle, she is off. j we heard—” 

Sir Walter acknowledges to himself that it is May stops, in open-mouthed astonishment. 

“ too soon ” to dare hope that she loves him, and l “ Heard what?” Jean asks, putting down the 
he determines to be patient. He will not speak ) knitting, and looking at her inquiringly, 
again yet. But is there no “ love-making ” j “ Why, that you had millions,” May gasps, 
without words ? His eyes, his voice, his manner, > “How did you hear that? Who oould have 
say so plainly “I love you,” that Jean hears it, * told you such a falsehood?” Jean asks this, 
feels it, during all that long, delicious ride home j with quick, sudden surprise. No one answers, 
in the twilight, and during all the evening that ; There is a dead silenoe in the room. She sees 
follows. She does not talk much to him; for ; everyone looking at her, with surprised glances. 
Lord Ellerby manages to get his “ innings” bow, j “ May, tell me, is it only your nonsense, or 
and makes love to her himself in away that leaves did ’ anyone really think—-Lady Shelton, what 
her very angry and indignant; but now and then does she mean ?” 

she meets a glance of those earnest dark eyes ; She turns, with a sudden appealing look, to 
of Sir Walter’s, that sets her heart beating, and her hostess. But the latter looks as blankly 
there is a moment at “ good-night” time, when anmied as anyone else; and when she speaks, it 
her hand rests in his, and he whispers, softly : is in an utterly bewildered tone. 

“ Will to-morrow be too soon ?” She runs away, j “My dear, I thought—” she soys. “Good 
without answering, except by down-dropped eye- 5 henvens, you don’t mean to say that—that your 
lids and the sweetest blush, \ uncle didn’t leave you his money?” 
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“He left me five hundred pounds a year. He j “I always felt there was something wrong 


thought that was enough for a woman. The 
rest of his fortune he left to his nephews.” 

Jean speaks very steadily and clearly. The 
words are fatally distinct. Everybody hears 
them. Mrs. Fanshawe and her daughter ex¬ 
change swift glances of triumph; and Miss 
Harrington puts up her eye-glass deliberately, 
and stares curiously at Jean. 

There is nothing for Lady Shelton to do but to 
burst into tears, and waddle out of the room; 
which she does promptly. Jean looks around 
the silent circle, and says, with quiet dignity: 

“ I am very sorry there has been such a mis¬ 
taken impression about me. I do not know how 
it happened.” ' 

“Never mind, my love,” says kindly Mrs. 
Spencer, taking Jean’s hand. “ I am sure we 
all love you as much as if yon had millions. 

“I am sure you do,” whispers Jean, with a 
grateftil look, and then follows Lady Shelton. j 
Lady Shelton is bitterly mortified and dis- \ 
tressed. She is not a reasonable woman; so \ 
poor Jean finds herself treated as a culprit, and l 
scolded, because of Lady Shelton’s mistake. \ 

“You did not tell me he had not left yon his < 
money, when I asked you to come here,” she 
sobs, fretfully. I 

“ You did not ask me about it. Lady Shelton. j 
You wrote to me, kindly; and I was gratefbl. \ 
I thought you were kind to me because you had j 
been fond of my fhther,” Jeon says, with quiv- \ 
ering lips. j 

“Oh, so I was. But then, couldn’t you see 
that if I had known you were poor, I would ] 
never have wanted to take you out of your proper > 
sphere—” j 

“ I might have seen it, but I did not, some- j 

how,” Jean replies, too bewildered to*be angry, j 
“ And since yon have been here—all this time \ 
—when Lord Ellerby and Sir Walter Wynne 
have paid you such devoted attention—dear me, 
child, ask yourself: Would such men care to 
devote themselves to an. ihsignificant little chit, 
with — with a m-miserable f-five hundred a j 


year?” sobs Lady Shelton, quite overcome with \ 
wretchedness and chagrin. | 

Jean rises up, very pale and very proud. ! 
“ You are quite right. I have been blind agd \ 


foolish,” she says, in a cold, restrained tone. j 
“ I am quite 4 out of my proper sphere ’ here. I j 


about that girl,” Mrs. Fanshawe exclaims, ex- 
ultingly, as the door closes after Jean. 

“ It was all Lady Shelton’s folly,” says Miss 
Harrington. 44 Really, the little thing behaves 
very nicely about it.” 

“ Her head has been quite turned, I fear. 
Dear me, what a pity,” vaguely laments Mrs. 
Barton. i 

They all have a great deal to say about it: all 
except Lady Wynne, who preserves silence. 

An hour later, there comes a quick tap on 
Jean Wardom’s door; and when her little maid 
opens it, there stands Lady Wynne. 

“ May I come in ?” she says. Before Jean 
can answer, she is in. 

“ I hear you are going away, child. I am very 
soiTy for it.” And she takes Jean’s hand in 
both hers, and clasps It firmly. 

Jean has been crying, but she is very pale and 
calm now. “ Yon are very kind. Lady Wynne,” 
she says, in a quiet, controlled sort of way. 

44 1 was commissioned to bring yon a note, my 
dear, and to take an answer,” the old lady 
continues. 44 1 will sit down, and wait for it. I 
hope you will not refitee any request you find 
there.” 

With trembling fingers, and-a sudden scarlet 
spot on each cheek, Jean opens the note, and 
reads as follows 1 : 

“Is it possible you are going away? Pray, 
come down to the library. I must speak to you. 

Yours sincerely, Walter Wynne.” 

She turns away from those bright old eyes that 
are watching her, and goes to her desk, to write 
an answer. The cold little fingers that hold Uia 
pen are very steady and resolute. 

44 Yea,” she writes, 44 1 am going away. I 
ought never to have been here. I cannot come 
down. I am busy packing. I must say 4 good¬ 
bye,’ now. Very sincerely, your friend, 

Jean Wardom.” 

Lady Wynne rises to take the note; takes Jean’s 
hand with it, again, in her warm, firm clasp; 
looks kindly in the girl’s face a moment; and 
then stoops and kisses her. After that she walks 
out, without a word. 

Jean’s eyes fill with sudden tears; but she goes 
bAck steadily to her packing; and that finished, 
dresses herself for her journey. Half an hour 


thank you and Sir Peter for your kindness to '* lster, comes a note from Lady Wynne herself, 
me, and I am going away, bow.” 44 Who can talk, with a maid in the room ?” it 

Lady Shelton begins a weak expectation; says. 44 Come down to my little parlor, child, for 
but before she concludes, Jean is gone. j awhile, to ‘bid me good-bye. Don’t refuse to 

Downstairs, there is much flutter and excite- j gratify an old woman, who loves*you. Your friend, 
ment about this astonishing discovery. j Elizabeth Wynne.” 
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Lady Wynne’s room is cool, and shady, and | fortune—I shall think I am dreaming, if you do 
perfumed with roses, that climb around the case- not say you love me.” He whispers this with 
ment. Jean has spent many a pleasant hour tender reproach. 

there; but she goes down unwillingly enough Then she raises her head, and looks at him, 
now. She hesitates; half turns back ; but at last with those wonderful dark-gray eyes, that had 
she enters, looking very pale in her black dress. ; looked his heart away the first time he saw 
She is closing the door behind her, but in an > them. 

instant turns to open it again; for instead of “an “Ah, I do, indeed) lore you,” she murmurs, 
old woman” in a steel-gray silk dress, there softly. 

starts forward to meet her a young man, with an She does not once think, now, to tell him that 
eager, handsome face, and imploring dark eyes, it is “ too soon ” to love him. She only knows 
She puts out her hand, blindly, towards the that, half an hour ago, she was utterly, hopelessly 
door. But he is there before her. wretched, because she thought she was never to 

“ Jean, you are so cruel! You would not see him |£»in, and now his arms are around her, 
come to me, until Aunt Bess cheated you into and he loves her with all his heart, 
it.” He looks at her reproachfully, standing “ But how did you know I hadn’t any money ?” 
with his back against the door. she bethinks herself to ask, an hour or so after 

“Let me go! Oh, I must not talk to you,” this, 
she says, her breath coming quickly, and her “ The Duchess of Roeedale told Aunt Bess, 
cheeks turning from snow to flame. ( Lady Shelton^ only imagined tfie money,’ she 

“ I will let you go, when you have listened to wrote. ‘ You had no millions; but you had the 
me,” he replies. Then he leaves the door, to sweetest face, and the prettiest manners, she 
take both her trembling little hands, and hold ever saw.’ I wasn’t prepared to contradict her,” 

them fast, and look down, with passionate love, Sir Walter says, laughing, 

into her eyes. “ But did you never think that—that perhaps 

“Oh, Jean, my darling,” he cries. “You do I knew people thought I was rich?” Jean 
love me, don’t you? How can you help it, when j; inquires, earnestly. 

I love you so much—better than my life?” “Never, my darling! Could I look in those 

She cannot help it. She does not speak; but dear eyes, and believe you so false?” he asks, 

he sees it in the depths of her lovely, truthful eyes, with indignant tenderness. 

Yet she keeps him back, when he is going to take “ Young people,” remarks Lady Wynne’s 

her in his arms. voice, at the door, “ I suppose you do not know 

“No, no!” she cries. “You have been that the luncheon-bell rang long ago, and that if 
deceived, all this time—and I did not know it. you have come to any conclusion, (oh, I see you 
You thought I was very rich—” have,) perhaps it might be as well to relieve 

“You are mistaken,” he says, gravely and Lady Shelton’s mind. She is still shedding floods 

earnestly. “ I have known, for two weeks, that S of tears, I believe. But first—kiss me, child.” 
the man who married you would get nothing And with tears in her bright eyes, she takes 
but the priceless treasure of your dear, dear self, j Jean in hlr arms and kisses her tenderly, 
and your love. Jeanie—am I to have that ?” > “ You don’t mind his loving me, then?” Jean 

She makes no resistance, now, to the strong \ whispers, anxiously, 
arms that clasp her so closely, or the warm The old lady laughs, and kisses her again, as 
kisses that are pressed upon her lips. She is too j she answers: 

happy to speak. j “I am very glad, my dear little White Sie« 

“Jeanie, I shall not believe in my own good i plicity.” 


•HEART SIGHS. 

BY ANNA ROTlStoN. 


Thru* is a sigh, whose voice is never heard— 

A sigh which never moon, nor cry, nor word, 

Could tell its anguish. "Tis that hopeless pigh 
Which steals the brightness from the brightest eye, 
And leaves the cheek, once colored like the rose, 

As pale as winter’s snow. Unheard, it throws 


A shadow o’er the brow. H* weary-heart 
Moat hear the pain thafenever wifi depart. 

Say, do yon doubt that there is such a pain. 
And such a sigh ? Oh, no, for it is vain! 

’Tis fplt when woman’s joy and peace is floWn, 
And she is left to bear her grief alone. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Caleb Stewart was not a man to cast all the 
seed he possessed at one throw, or without first 
examining the soil he wished to plant. During 
his talk with young Gray Hawk, that evening, 
when he seemed mostly interested in the game 
that had occupied many of the Cherokees, he 
had been reading the young chief's heart, and 
recording the weak points of his character, as 
they betrayed themselves occasionally, in spite of 
the stoicism which he shared with all his race. 

Two facts had established themselves in his 
mind. Gray Hawk was ambitious, and held 
himself next to Washaning in power with the 
various tribes of their nation. A’gain, the young 
chief, redeemed from the savagery of his birth 
by superior education and some experience of 
civilized life,‘loved Washanee with all the force 
of his wild nature, softened, somewhat, but in 
no way diminished, by a'rare degree of culture, 
that had lifted them both far above the level of 
their people. This love, and the ambition to 
Bucceed the old chief in his power, had entwined 
in his thAights and thriven with his growth so 
completely that they became to him like destiny 
itself. It had never entered Ills mind that this 
was not the fixed design of Washaning, when 
that astute chief had insisted on securing to him 
all the advantages of his own knowledge; while 
by counsel, and more than a fatherly interest, he 
had initiated his young mind into those broad 
ideas of statesmanship that had led the Cherokees 
so much in advance of all the other Indian tribes 
in their progress toward civilization. 

Stewart read this belief, and saw in it a great 
lever of strength for his Own purposes. All his 
chief’s faith in the man he had been taught j 
efforts hitherto had foiled to shake the young 
to look up to as a superior being; who received j 
his wisdom from the Great Spirit, and used it \ 
grandly. Taking counsel of his own venomous I 
jealousy, he took keen pleasure in shifting his \ 
point, of attack, with dexterous cunning, against j 
the heart of this young savage. \ 

Full of this object, he sought the Cherokee 
lodging-house, one morning, and proposed that \ 
young Gray Hawk should take a ramble with ! 


him 1 in the woods, that were then thick with 
: primeval trees and dense almost as fofests, 
around Washington, and so remained until the 
civil war s#%pt them away forever. “They 
would takC*thcir guns," he said, “ for birds were 
numerous amCfcg the trees; while rabbits and 
| squirrels, if nothing better, might be Scared up 
from the bushei.” 

In his owri lodge at home, Gray Hawk might 
have scorned such helpless game as this; but 
j the savage principle was strong in him yet, and 
j he accepted the proposal eagerly as he would 
J once have gone upon the war-path ; for the very 
thought of anything resembling a forest was 
inspiration to him, after bpending day after day 
in that close room. 

There was, however, some distance to walk 
before woods of sufficient expanse could be found 
to allure the young chief into hopes of game; 
but the road they took was bright and beautiful 
with all the soft flush of spring, advancing to 
rich leaflness and blossom. The turf they trod 
was green as emeralds, and soft as velvet. They 
leaped brooks that threaded the grass like un¬ 
strung diamonds—gleaming here, in shadow there 
—but murmuring, rushing, and sending back 
sweet sounds, like fairy children at hide-and- 
seek in the bushes. 

Gray Hawk felt the influence of a scene like 
this, without knowing it. The very breath of 
the woods was like wine to him. He trampled 
down a host of wild flowers, feeling the subtle 
intoxication of their perftime as had never done 
in the luxuriant depths of his own Southern 
forests, when they were crowded with bloom. 
The scent of the earth seemed new to him, and 
wonderfully inspiring. 

The trees were quivering with sunshine in 
their tops: swathed in flickering shadows, from 
the roots half way up. Both in sunshine and 
shadow, birds were flitting in and out of the 
half-grown leaves, that trembled to the rush of 
their wings, and seemed to whisper back their 
love-songs over nest-building. 

Gray Hawk watched the birds, with pleasant 
disdain, refusing to lift his gun; not from pity, 
but because of their littlenecs. Stewart would 

( 61 ) 
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have leveled his at a pair of robins, chirping over 
some crowed sticks which were to form the foun¬ 
dation of their love-cradle; but the chief pushed 
the gun aside, saying: 

“Too small. Too small.” 

“ If you scorn these,” answered Stewart, 
“there will be little hope of any sport for us 
about here.” * 

“ We will talk, if there is nothing to MIW’ 

The young chief seated himself on a fallen log, 
as he said this; and rested his gun against it, 
half burying the stock in moss. 

Stewart wanted nothing better than this. 
Planting his gun against a white ti^ch, fluffed all 
over with faint, purplish leaf-buds, he sat dowp 
by the Indian, softly rubbing his palms together. 

“ Well, what shall we talk about—the beauty 
of these woods? They do not compare with 
yours.” 

“ The shadows are oobl. The sun is bright,” 
said the Indian, looking around. “ But this is 
yours. That down yonder is ours.” 

“ At this season, your woods are white with 
magnolia blossoms. I remember a tree that 
stands forever green close by the lodge where 
Washanee lives with her grandfather.” 

Gray Hawk did not spe&k. Some subtle sense 
of delicacy kept him silent, when the Indian girl 
was mentioned. Somehow, he did not like to 
hear her name on a white man’s Ups; so he 
watched that pair of robins, twittering overhead, 
with seeming interest. 

“ And the Cherokee roses. I remember how 
their waxen white flowers broke in masses 
through the green leaves of a vino that spread 
itself over Washaning’s lodge. He always pruned 
and trained it with bis own hands.” 

“ She—his wife, I mean—brought it a tiny 
root from our old hunting-grounds across the big 
river, where it grew wild over the graves of our 
fathers—white men tell me that it covers them yet, 
and will not be driven away, by hoe£ plough.” 

Gray Hawk spoke sadly, and the gloom of 
miduight came into his eyes. 

“ That is why Washaning takes such care of 
the plant by his lodge?” said Stewart, in a low 
voice, that seemed subdued by sympathy. 

“ For that reason, and another more dear to 
him still: Washaning’s pale-faced wife was 
known among our people as the ‘ Cherokee 
Rose,’ after she settled among them. They 
liked the name, and gave it to her; but whether 
it first belonged to the rose or to her, I do not 
know; but a love of both grew in /heir hearts 
together. That is the reason Washaning loves 
the vine she planted before bis lodge.” 

“ I understand it, now,” said Stewart, with an 


nppearance of deeper interest; “but the old 
chief never speaks of his wife. I sometimes 
wonder at it.” 

“ Indians hold their dead too sacred for com¬ 
mon talk; but Washaning sometimes holds one 
of those white roses in his hand, and searches it 
sadly, as if he felt her breath stirring among its 
leaves. Washanee told me this, and she says 
that it seems as if the old man has buried his 
heart in the boeom of that white flower.” 

“ If the name was given to her grandmother, 
why was it not also hers?” said Stewart. 

“ Because she inherits her name and every¬ 
thing else from Washaning. The Cherokee rose 
is sweet for a white woman; but Washanee is an 
Indian: in her name there is power.” 

“ But how can she, being a woman, wield the 
power her grandfather holds?” 

Gray Hawk drew his fine figure up, proudly. 

® Washanee’s power will lie in the chief who 
will take her to his lodge. In that, she will be 
like your white ladies, who rule through their 
husbands.” 

“ But what if she should marry one of our 
white chiefs ?” 

Gray Hawk started. The thought went through 
his brain like an arrow; a faint ashen tinge 
came to his face, and he sat there regarding the 
audacious speaker so fiercely that Stewart shrank 
away from him. 

“You talk hot treason,” he said, with a fierce 
quiver of the voice. “ Our people would bum 
the man alive who dared to think of itf’ 

“ I doubt if the old chief you worship so is not 
thinking of it now.” 

“Now—now?” oried Gray Hawk, starting to 
his feet. 

“There is much white blood in Washanee’s 
veins. It is that which makes her so beautiful; 
more beautiful than any of the women you see in 
our streets or houses.” 

“ Beautiful ? Yes, but she is not the Cherokee 
rose, as her mother was.” 

“ But, being her grandchild, almost white.” 

Gray Hawk grasped his gun by tbeharrel, and 
ground its butt into the earth with a fierce twist 
of the hand. 

“Washanee is an Indian. She will be the 
wife of an Indian, strong and brave enough to 
sweep all the white men on earth from his path, 
if they dispute his right to her.” 

“ But if she does not love the Indian ?” 

Gray Hawk laughed, with a slow, savage 
grinding of the teeth. 

“ Love—love 1 Can that be given to the white 
race by a woman who has the blood of many 
chiefs in her veins ?” 
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“And of one beautiful white woman,” said < horse's baek; a band was seen grasping bis 
Stewart. j mane, and a human face, grinning with delight, 

Gray Hawk felt the answer go through his 1 looked down upon them from the saddle, where 
heart like an arrow; but faithful to the pride of \ Wisse had enthroned herself, after a fierce 
his class, he made a brave effort to conceal the struggle to ride under the steed, like a Comanche, 
shock that thrilled its pain through every nerve . “ Hi, hi,” she sang out, in an ecstacy of glee, 
of his body. \ “ wanted ter make yer tink de Comanchers wuz 

Stewart knew perfectly what was passing in the ; a-oomiu’ right down on yer; but dem iron 
young chiefs heart, by the strain of his hand on t stir’pe jingled ’gin dis chile’s head, so as I had 
the gun-barrel, and the effort that he made to steel j ter climb up here ’gin.” 

his nerves against detection; but he appeared un- \ Stewart lost all presence of mind, in his aston- 
consciouB of it all, and only answered: < ishment at this sudden appearance; for the 

“ Love is a feeling which few of the white race \ creature had brought her horse up with a jerk, 
•scape; but I fancy it is generally left to the j so close to where he was standing, that the 
women, with you. Perhaps, after all, it is a thing j animal’s hot breath flew across his face, and he 
of education.” j was in danger of being trampled down. Gray 

“Education!” repeated the Indian, lifting his 5 Hawk seized the creature by the bit, from which 
eyes to the branches where birds were flitting in ; foam was dripping, and pushed him back upon 
and out, musical with happiness. “ Who teaches i his haunches, at which W isse turned a half 
them to strive and sing and nestle together in the somersault on her saddle, and called out: 
leaves, each according to its own fashion? Who “ Skeered ? Golly, how he am skeered. Tho’t 
but the Great Spirit above us all ? The wild dis chile wuz a Comancher sure. Oh, hi, hi, dat 
Indian and the learned white man must go to \ am fun 1” 

Him for that. White men, with their dainty j “ W'here did you come from, and what are you 
ways and' soft voices, may give us wisdom in doing here?” questioned Gray Hawk, shaking 
many things; but they cannot teach us how to the girl down to her saddle, with some show of 
love; for, that we have our own thoughts and anger. 

terms of expression.” \ “Tho’t I wuz a Comancher, hi, hi,” persisted 

“Indeed,” said Stewart, with an incredulous \ Wisse, bending her bronze face down upon him, 
smile on^iis lips. with mischief in every feature. “ ’Fraid ob 

“ When our hearts are stormy with wild pas- \ Comanchers; so am young missus; Fee gwine to 
sion, or filled with fhe content of love answered < skeer her an* de white chief, jes’ like you is.” 
by love, we make it understood in our own wild j «* W’here is your mistress?” said Stewart, rec- 
tongue, and heart speaks to heart, as the birds ognizing the horse, and wondering at his presence 
talk up yonder. We need no white teachers for j there. 

that.” 1 “ Done gone ’long der road, wid white chief.” 

“ But this wild love—does it last,” questioned \ Stewart understood the positiou of things in a 
Stewart, impressed by the young chief’s earnest- j moment. # 

ness, and resolving to profit by it. | “ Who is this strange creature,” he said, turn- 

“ Last?” repeated Gray Hawk, pressing one < ing to Gray Hawk, 
clenched hand on his breast, and breathing j “ She is the slave that Wash&ning has bought 

sharply. “If any white man doubts that, let j to wait upoi J[iis granddaughter,” answered the 

him come between the love of a Cherokee brave \ chief, greatly puzzled to account for Wisse’s 
and the woman he has chosen for himself.” appearance there. 

Stewart smiled. He liked this spirit in the “ Then her mistress must be somewhere near.” 

Indian. He was about to draw the conversation “ Down dar,” said Wisse, pointing toward the 

more closely around Washanee, when a singular road she hod left in order to take a wild run 
object of disturbance came rushing through the through the woods. “ She’s down dar, wid white 
undergrowth, winding in and out between the chief, sure.” 

tree-bolls, and causing a wild commotion among S Gray Hawk’s hand dropped from its hold on 
the ground-birds and thrushes that nestled in the j the bit, and Wisse, seizing her opportunity, 
grass and bushes. It appeared to be a riderless / jerked up the bridle with both hands, and dashed 
horse, saddled and with jingling stirrups, rush- j into the woods, sending back shrieks of laughter 
ing at a swift pace through the woods. i os she fled. % 

As the animal came nearer, a flutter of red J “What did she*say?” questioned the young 
could be seen below the saddle-girth ; and directly j chief, with strange fire in his eyes. “ Washanee 
a mass of gorgeous oolor rose to a level with the > here ?” 
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“ Down in the road yonder, I think. It is out j 
of sight, but we can soon overtake her.” j 

.Gray Hawk lifted his gun, and prepared to 
move on. Stewart saw that his face was clouded, J 
and his eyes shone under the shadow of his bent 
brows. His own face was scarcely less disturbed. 
The same bitter jealousy, that was beginning to 
stir in the young Indian’s heart, had been 
gnawing at his own for days, and just then, on 
the verge of pitting rival against rival, a sense 
of venomous hate possessed him against both. 

The two walked side by side through the 
woods, half a mile or more, in dead silence. Then 
they came in sight of the highway, winding 
through their shadows, and there, lingering by a 
tiny brook that wrinkled down one side of it, 
stood Washanee and Iluestfce Young. 

That moment, the Senator had uttered words 
that would have thrilled the soul of any other 
girl, loving the man as Washanee did, with infi¬ 
nite delight; but she stood before him, pale, 
shrinking—as it would seem, heavily laden with 
the weight of her own bliss. She had made one 
effort to lift her eyes to his face; but they 
had drooped, as if held do^n by some subtle 
feeling of shame, and through the thick lashes 
came a gleam like deep water through rushes* 

“ Will you not speak to me?” pleaded Young, 
with anxiety ; for having once committed himself, 
he was not a man for half-way measures. 

11 Will you not say that there is no offense in 
the love I offer you ?” 

He spoke tenderly; and his voice, musical 
always, was like heaven to her. Still, she could 
not lift her ^yes, or fully comprehend the possi¬ 
bility of what he said. With all her pride, this 
Indian girl was made humble by the passion of 
love that possessed her. 

“Will you speak again?” she said, after 
awhile, and he saw that she was trembling from 
head to foot. “Slowly and clearly; I—I do not 
understand the ways of your peopl^| I may not 
hear their words aright always.” 

“ But you can understand that I love you— 
dearly love you ?” 

The girl held out both hands, as if to prevent 
him saying more. 

“ And then ?” she questioned, under her 
breath, like a creature struggling with some 
great fear. 

“ Why, then,” he answered, passionately—for 
the girl was so exquisitely beautiful, in the 
humility of her doubts, that he yielded wholly to 
the wonderful foscinationpf her presence. “ Why, 
then, I can only repeat the same thing in other 
words. Our language is too poor for such love as 
I offer you.” 


“You offer me love? I do not understand 
how sueh offers are made, with white people.” 

“ Again and again I offer it.” 

“ But I am Indian-born and bred.” 

Young drew a deep breath. For a moment his 
heart recoiled; but she was so beautiful, so be¬ 
wildering in her hesitation, that he scorned 
| himself for the moment he had given to doubt. 

| “ Some of the bravest men that ever lived have 

been so born and bred,” he answered, striving to 
convince himself, as he persuaded her. 

Washanee was in so far an Indian, that she 
S held bravery as the one virtue that excelled all 
| others ; and knowing that a long line of savage 
\ monarchs had been her ancestors, took the esti- 
i mat ion of their worth to herself. 

| For the first time during the young man's 
| pleading, Washanee lifted her eyes to his face; 
| and the light within them was like sunshine 
| suddenly let in upon the depths of shadowed 
< waters. 

5 “ And my grandmother was white—all white,” 

j she said, with a smile. 

j “ Who shall say that you are not, or that the 

I best man living is more than a mate for you ?” 
Young thought this, in his passionate admira¬ 
tion ; but only answered her by reaching out his 
hands, as if to draw her closer to him. Still, the 
girl held back, though her hands trembled to lock 
themselves with his. Wild, passionate, untaught 
in worldly usages as she was, this young creature 
received his advances timidly; for at heart she 
was modest as the violets they trod upon. Doubt, 
fear, and great self-distrust, held her irresolute. 
No evil thought of him entered her mind ; that 
| was impossble to the grandchild of Washaning; 
\ but she did not comprehend. Was this confes- 
j sion of love a marriage ? Was it in this way the 
J white chiefs took their brides to the grand lodges 
| they dwelt in ? She had a vague remembrance 
j that in the old chief’s account of his marriage, 
something more had been done, and that he had 
| deemed it indecorous to be alone with the girl he 
| had won, before some form, that she did not 
< understand, had taken place. Was she doing 
wrong to stand there, on the verge of the woods, 
trembling, shrinking, yet so intensely happy, 
while h‘e spake to her in that pleading voice, and 
j held out his hands with such passionate entreaty ? 
| With Washanee, this doubt was enough to check 
| the wild fascination that was drawing her toward 
\ him, as birds are charmed into the jaws of a 
j serpent. 

| “Girl, girl, are you afraid of me? Or is it 
j that I am giving you unwelcome love?” cried 
| Young, impatient with her hesitation. “ I have 
j said that I love you, but get no word of reply.” 
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“ Is the wish of a heart marriage, among white 
folks? Does love hold people together forever 
and ever, as my grandfather, Washaning, lived 
with his wife?” 

The sweet seriousness, the tremulous doubt in 
this question struck the young man’s sense of 
honor, that had been in abeyance till then ; and 
for a moment, his face became more than grave— 
anxious. His hands fell downward; he half 
turned, os if to seek a moment’s reflection. In 
those few minutes, he had, in one mad whirl of 
passion, risked his honor: it might be, the entire 
happiness of his life. Was he mocking this girl 
with a false love, or was he ready to shake the 
very foundations of a great ambition for her sake ? 

These were grave questions to crowd into a 
single minute; but this man could neither out¬ 
rage his own sensitive honor, or wound the deli¬ 
cacy that seemed intuitive in this wild girl, by 
deliberate calculation now. All this might be 
ruin to his life; but even to save that, he could 
not act a part unworthy of his manhood. Wash- 
anee had watched him turn away, and while the 
heart in her bosom fluttered and seemed to die, 
drew herself up more erectly, and grew proud, 
as she felt the sweet hopes of a moment per¬ 
ishing. 

Young saw this, when he found courage to 
look upon her; and smiling, held out his hands 
again. 

The girl turned away her face. The treason of 
his doubt had stung her pride into swift action. 
She even made a movement as if to leave him. 

“Stay, Washanee, stay. I can answer you 
now. Even as your grandfather loved his wife, 
I will love you, forever and ever.” 

The sensitive pride of Washanee had been 
cruelly stung. The very earnestness of his words 
assured her of the doubt that had gone before. 
With her head proudly averted, she moved a step 
forward, facing the opposite woods; then halted, 
with a faint cry; turned a white, scared face 
upon him; and flinging up both arms, threw 
herself upon his bosom. 

With that fair creature’s arm clinging about 
his neck, and her heart leaping against his own, 
like some frightened animal escaped, Young 
could neither observe nor think coolly. He 
only knew that she was trembling all over, 
and that more than once she lifted her head 
from his bosom, and searched the opposite woods 
with frightened eyes, even when he was striving 
* to quiet her with caresses. 

By and by, she withdrew her gaze from that 
one direction; felt his arms around her, his breath 
upon her white face, and made a wild effort to 
free herself from his clasp. Failing in that, she 


dropped her head upon his bosom, and burst into 
a great passion of crying. 

Surprised and not altogether pleased by this 
inexplicable outburst, Young sought to learn its 
cause, and at the same time soothe her agitation ; 
but all his questions were answered by sobs, and 
he could only comprehend that in some way 
she had been wounded to the heart: perhaps by 
himself; and having lost all self-control, had 
become child-like in her abandonment of all 
pride. 

The young man did not know then, or ever, that 
the poop girl had been terror-stricken, in the 
very height of her proud resolve to leave him, by 
the appearance of two men, just within the verge 
of the woods; two men, engaged in a fierce 
struggle for supremacy of some kind. One 
glance had sufficed to distinguish them as Caleb 
Stewart and the Indian chief Gray Hawk, wrest¬ 
ling fiercely for the possession of a gun. With’ 
the first frightened glance, she saw it wrenched 
from the white man’s hold, and leveled with 
deadly aim at Huestice Young. Swift as light¬ 
ning, she saw the only means of saving him. 
She would shield his life with her own. Gray 
Hawk should fire that shot through her bosom, 
before it reached her lover. 

Huestice Young never knew why it was that 
his eloquent pleading, apparently so near rejec¬ 
tion, was cut short by that wild leap which 
threw Washanee upon his bosom. It may be 
that a shade of disappointment checked the thrill 
of pleasure with frhich he received this swill 
impulse of tenderness. How oould he know that 
all her limbs were quivering with dread, and her 
wild young heart beating itself half te death in 
the clasp of his arms, while she expected death to 
both the next instant? Well the brave girl 
knew that no more deadly marksman than Gray 
Hawk could be found in the Cherokee nation, and 
that his anger was terrible as his aim was certain. 
In her great fear, she seemed to answer Young’s 
passionate appeal with a sudden overthrow of 
maidenly pride; and in his heart, she suffered a 
loss of esteem, while saving his very life. 

It was well for Huestice Young that the girl 
was brave as her forefathers; for another moment, 
and a bullet from that gun would have pierced 
the heart her form alone could protect. 

During Stewart’s walk through the woods, by 
direct falsehood and crafty insinuations, he had 
aroused a force of jealous wrath in the young 
chief which was ffcst kindling into dangerous 
ferocity. Though he listened in silence, and his 
bronze countenance never changed, that vicious 
man was surely doing his work. The smoulder¬ 
ing fire he had kindled in that savage bosom 
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flamed into fury when they came in sight of Young, j 
talking so earnestly, while Washanee listened to j 
him with flushed cheeks &ad downcast eyes. 
Then Stewart looked into the face of that semi- 
savage, and understood with what fire he had \ 
been playing, and cowered back, trembling. j 
The young man’s face waa contracted, and a < 
murderous light shone from under the heavy \ 
knitting of his brows; his upper lip was just J 
lifted from the white teeth, giving him the look j 
of a wild beast about to spring upon its prey. < 
With the swift movement of a tiger-cat, he lifted \ 
his rifle and leveled it. \ 

Rendered desperate by the storm he had \ 
raised, Stewart sprang upon the chief, and ? 
strove to seise the rifle; but Gray Hawk shook < 
him off, and again leveled the weapon; but as \ 
his eye rau along the barrel, he saw only the \ 
white face of Washanee, turned over her shoul¬ 
der, and looking, as it were, into the very mouth - 
of death. This one woman on all the earth that < 
he loved stood between him and his vengeance. ‘ 
Slowly the rifle dropped downward, vibrating j 
for a moment after it touched the earth ; for the \ 
hand that grasped it shook, perhaps for the first > 
time since it hod handled firearms. Then, with- \ 
out a word, Gray Hawk strode into the woods. \ 
j Stewart followed him, afraid of the savage < 
passions he had inspired. Still, the Indian ; 
strode on in silence. They had reached the J 
very heart of the woods, when he turned, as if j 
annoyed by another presence. j 

“ Go your own way,” he ^id. 44 Even white j 
men like you should be ashamed to follow 1 
Cowards.” 

44 No one will ever think of you as a coward,” 
said Stewart, greatly relieved that the young man 
had spoken at all. j 

“ But I oould not kill her. My hand shook.” j 
“ Because you were too brave to kill a wo- j 
man.” 

“ Does the hand of a brave man tremble upon i 
his rifle? Had that been steady, I could have 
shot him over her shonlder.” 

44 And been hung for it, with an army of white \ 
men looking on. Will you Indians never learn ’ 
that revenge is best eaten cold?” said Stewart, j 
with diabolical coolness. J 

Gray Hawk turned fiercely upon him. His j 
glance was lurid. Again the upper lip was lifted j 
from his teeth. j 

44 But I am an Indian—all-an Indian. There j 
is no white in my blood. Revenge—-we like it 
hot, hot as fire.” # ! 

44 No, no; that is a savage way of devouring it. 
Education should have taught you better. With 
us it is the only thing worth waiting for.” \ 


44 But this man—this white brave. The rifle 
was in my hand. Why is he alive now ?” 

44 Because a woman loves him. One of your 
own women, too; the loveliest of them all,” an¬ 
swered Stewart, taking malicious pleasure in 
tormenting this other rival, whom he hated for 
the very courage that made him so ungovernable. 

“Washanee?” said Gray Hawk. “I could 
not kill her. She was clinging to him, but I 
could not kill her.” 

44 Why should you ? She is not to blame; 
but the old man, who brought her here, that her 
beauty might drive us mad. He is wise, subtle 
as a fox, and never meant that Washanee should 
marry pmong her own people. It is^for this 
he has bought up land, and saved gold.” 

44 Ugh 1” exclaimed Gray Hawk, fiercely, os 
if a stinging idea had been forced upon him. 

44 You were foolish enough to think that all 
his gatherings * would come back to the nation. 
That he would give Washanee and all his wealth 
to some young brave, who would fill his place 
when he dies.” 

Gray Hawk made no reply, but walked on, 
tearing his way through the brushwood. All at 
once he stopped, and faced around upon his 
tempter. 

44 Is it Washaning you would have me shoot ?” 
he questioned, with savage bluntness. 44 The old 
man ?” 

44 Shoot ? Oh, no! At least, net here. They 
hang men, even Indian chiefs, who shoot one 
another within sight of the marble Capitol out 
yonder.” 

“ I could not shoot the old man. It would be 
like killing her,” said Gray Hawk, whose wrath 
was merging into an agony of jealous pain. 44 1 
have lived in his lodge, eaten of his venison, and 
followed him on the war-path.” 

44 Kill him I No—that, as I tell you, would 
give you, bound hand and foot, to our laws; and 
they would hang you like a dog.” 

44 But I am a chief-—such can be shot or burned. 
We, too, have laws.” 

44 By which traitors who fail in their duty to 
the nation—even the highest of your chiefs—can 
be made to disappear. That might happen even 
to Washaning.” 

Gray Hawk stood for awhile, searching Stew¬ 
art’s face with his fierce eyes; then he walked on 
without another word. 


CHAPTER XYI. 

When Washanee entered her lodgings that 
afternoon, she found the old chief at home and 
alone: very weary and rather cast down, as it 
seemed to her. He had been reading, but pushed 
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the book from him, os she aame in, and with his \ glad to find herself quite alone with the old man, 
elbows resting on the table, seemed to be waiting l sitting there by the table, weary, and more than 
to hear what she had to say. s usually thoughtful. Still she hesitated. This 

At first, the girl hesitated to disturb him, < new happiness—this precious revelation of a 
though her heart and brain were fall of wild : passion that had made the poetry of her child¬ 
happiness. She loved, and was beloved; not*• hood, was too precious for careless speech. If 
after the fashion of her tribe, but as the poets, | she oould only have given it to her grandfather 
who had given her their thoughts, had loved ; as a sacrament, it would have^eemed easier, 
through all the ages. This was enough to inspire j But after all, the sweet burden of her secret 
all the romance and poetry of her own rare J oould never be perfect without sympathy. Some- 
nature, and, for the time, her happiness was' time she must tell the old man; why not now, 
supreme. True, she had been fearfully terrified, * when all the feelings of her heart seemed new 
and led into an act from which all that was sen -1 born, like the spring flowers, 
sitive in her sweet womanhood shrank with a> “Grandfather,” she said, drawing a rug of 
feeling of shame; but the girl knew that the ^ soft fawn-colorcd fur to his feet, and kneeling 
seeming audacity of her love had sprung from $ down upon it, os she had done in early childhood, 
the best part of her nature, and inwardly gloried \ “ Grandfather, do not take the hand from before 
in the power of affection that could throw itself 5 your face, while I tell you something.” 
between danger and death. Young would never \ The old man was weary, and did not care to 
know of the impulse that had thrown her almost« move the slender hand from the eyes it shaded., 
unsought upon his bosom. Loyalty to her own ! The pure sweetness of his grandchild’s voice was 
race would never permit of that. No one should j enough for him. 

know how near the man who had been aa a be* “Grandfather, were you very, very happy, 
loved brother to her had approached the act of a I when the white lady first let you know that she 
murderer. It might grieve her grandfather to \ loved you ?” 

know of it, and he never should. Young might j “ Very happy,” said the old man, sadly, and 
think her forward and unmaidenly—what then ? \ with tears in his voice, though there were none 
She knew better, and need not blush before him ,} in his eyes. “ Very happy ; it turned the earth 
though perhaps there might never come a time j into heaven.” 

when she could help that. j “ So it is with me, grandfather. So it is with 

Washanee was well accustomed to fierce> me.” 
passions and dangerous encounters among her \ The old man dropped the hand from his eyes, 
people, and terrible as the peril had been that < and looked down upon her, wonderingly. 
morning, oould not realize it as the women of j “With you, Washanee?” 
more civilised nations would have done. Brave < 1 ‘ Everything is like heaven to me this morning, 

herself, she was almost fearless after any danger < grandfather.” 
was passed ; and even threatened death, by her \ “ Washanee !” 

own playmate and nearest friend, had no power j “ Do not look so strangely at me, grand- 
to destroy the great happiness that cast its rosy ) father.” 

cloud all around her. . > “ But what is the meaning of this, child? 

Wisse had not yet come in ; but her mistress | What new cause of rejoicing has come over you, 
thought nothing of that. Hie erratic slave might \ that your mouth is quivering with smiles, and 
be in the woods, or wandering in the streets; she < your eyes so full of light ?” 
was sure to reach home in due time, without | “Grandfather, I, too, am loved.” 
more harm than a torn dress, or perhaps the loss \ “ Loved ?” repeated the old man, with a faint 

of her moccasins in the mud of some Bwamp. i effort to deceive himself. “ There never was a 
Young’s horse hod been fbnnd ©n the wayside, \ time when you were not loved beyond anything 
quietly cropping the grass from the bed of a j that heaven has ever sent to me or my people.” 
brook—green, at the bottom, with water-cresses— j “,Oh, it is not that,” cried Washanee, shaking 
and treading on his loose bridle now and then. \ her head, with a movement that almost amounted 
Had Wisse cast the horse loose, or had he j to impatience. “ He loves me— he.” 
shaken her from, the saddle, to which she was j “ I have known that long, if you speftk of the 
little used ? Had she been mounted bareback, { young chief, Gray Hawk,” said the old man, 
tWe would have been no question in the matter; 5 catching at the last straw of self-deception, 
tor a wild prairie horse could not have thrown j “ Gray Hawk I” exclaimed the girl, thinking 
the creature off. j of the scene in the woods, and shuddering. “ I 

So Washanee had no care about Wisse, and was s hate him—oh, how I do hate him 1” 
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41 Hate Gray Hawk ? That would be sad news 
to our people, Washanee; for one day. he will be 
their chief. It is so arranged in the council- 
lodge. Our laws do not permit women to rule 
alone; but you will be the queen of his lodge, 
and next him in power.” 

“ Queen of his lodge ? That is, to be his wife ? 
No, no, a thousand times no. I never will be 
that.” 

Washanee started to her feet, panting like a 
trapped eagle. 

“ A thousand council-fires may burn themselves 
to ashes, before I can be that,” she repeated, 
stamping her foot on the mat, till the beaded 
fringe on her moccasin rattled like tiny bells. 

“ Grandfather, you have not been thinking of any¬ 
thing so—so impossible?” 

“Why should it be impossible, my child? 
Since you were first laid in the cradle, this has 
been the wish of our people.” 

44 But they never told me of it.” 

“ Such things are settled in the council-lodge, 
and are not for the ears of our women,” said 
Washaning, gravely. 44 It is not well to make 
them blush before their time.” 

44 And Gray Hawk knows this?” 

44 He knows that our people wish it.” 

44 And you, grandfather—you ?” 

I 44 1 only wish for your happiness, my child. 

’ Yours, and that of my people.” 

The old man’s voice faltered here. He lifted 
his hand to his eyes, and she saw that it was 
trembling. 

Instantly, the girl sank on her knees again, 
and with loving violence drew the hand down 
from his eyes, to which slow and painful tears 
were creeping. 

44 1 am old,” he said, with a faint smile, 44 and 
something you have said troubles me. Perhaps 
I am mistaken, after all. It is only that Gray \ 
Hawk.has offended you: he is rash, fiercely im¬ 
petuous at times; but brave beyond the most 
daring warrior, and wise in all the learning you 
love so much. Our people will have a grand 
chief when I am gone from them, and you a right 
loyal husband.” 

Washanee hesitated. There was something 
touching in the -old man’s distress, that softened 
her resentment against Gray Hawk, while the 
great joy that had overwhelmed it for a time was 
dying out in sympathy. The long, wistful look 
that Washaning turned upon her was too pathetic 
for entire resistance. Still, she could not force 
herself to deceive him. 

44 Forgive me, grandfather,” she said. 44 For¬ 
give me.” 

44 What have I to forgive, Washanee?” 


44 So much. I did not know how much, till 
now; bnt all the love my grandmother gave to 
you is in my heart for the young chief up yonder, 
in the great white lodge.” 

44 But, Washanee, tjiat was but a childish 
liking. This man was kind to you, and gentle, 
as the people about as all seem to be. You have 
heard him speak, for he is eloquent, and his 
voice charmed you; but that is not love.” 

A flood of exultant tenderness came into 
Washanee’8 -face, bringing the glow of many 
roses with it. The lids drooped over her eyes; 
but the sparkle, as of stars on water, broke 
through their lashes. The expression of that 
face made the old man faint before she spoke. 

44 Grandfather, you have told me what love is 
like, and I know that it is here, deep, deep down 
in my heart, where it has been lying all the time, 
like honey in the flowers we used to tear in pieces, 
while we studied the secret of their sweetness.” 

44 But it is for one of our own people. Tell me 
that it is for one of our own people, and I will be 
content. I can hardly tell you this: but my 
blood—the Indian blood in your veins—forbids 
a man of the white race to love you entirely as a 
daughter of the Cherokees must be loved and 
honored.” 

44 No, no, grandfather; you are wrong there. 
He loves me; this grand white chief, with all his 
power and honors, loves me. Only this morn¬ 
ing he told me so.” 

The girl pressed both hands upon her heart, as 
she said this, and leaned forward, like a queen 
waiting to be crowned. The wild grace of her 
attitude was full of triunpph. She evidently 
expected an outburst of surprise, perhaps appro¬ 
bation ; but Washaning regarded her enthusiasm 
in dumb silence, speaking never a word. 

44 Grandfather, speak to me. Do not look so 
\ sternly over my shoulders, as if I were not close 
to you.” 

The old man did speak, at last; but it was in 
a severe, hard voice, that seemed to be that of 
another person. 

44 This man told you that he loved you. When 
and where?” 

44 This morning, in the woods away yonder, 
where birds are singing, and the trees are in 
blossom.” 

44 How did you find a place like this?” 

44 1 had a great longing, there in my room, for 
the sight of trees and the sound of waters. The 
little birds under my window had made me home¬ 
sick for the forest; so Wisso and I went out in 
search of them. We had seen the distance dark 
with woods, and knew that by walking in one way 
we should find them. So we went on and on, by 
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fields, and among scattered trees, till they grew 
thicker and thicker, and the sky was shut out by 
the green of young leaves. Birds were singing, 
as if glad to have us back again; and I think 
we might have gone on till now, everything was 
so pleasant; but all at once we came to a great 
brook, that ran across the road, and cut the 
woods in two. That made us turn back, but 
someone on horseback was riding through it; 
and when he came near, we knew that it was the 
white chief, Young.'* 

The old man drew a deep breath. He began 
to see that the meeting of these two persons had 
been an accident. 

“ The white chief got down from his horse and 
walked back with us, till Wisse would get on its 
back, and rode off among the trees; and so we two 
went on together. He could not leave me alone; 
and while we were walking, he—grand-father, it 
was then that he told me that he loved me dearly, 
just m you told her that night in the meadow, 
with nothing but the moonlight to look on." 

• The old man sighed, heavily. 

“And it was then, grandfather, that every¬ 
thing around us seemed to change and grow 
wonderful with new beauty, as the meadows 
turned to heaven while you were crossing them, 
with the fair white girl, who loved you dearly as 
he loves me, in spite of your Indian blood." 

“But who pined and perished in her sweet 
yonth, like a transplanted flower," said the old 
man, sorrowfully. 

“But she loved you always?" questioned 
Washanee, listening for his answer as if her life 
depended on it. 

“ Fondly, entirely, to the lae^" 

“As loyal whites can love us Indians when 
they follow their own hearts," cried the girl, 
with a thrill # of triumph in her voice. 

Washaning could not force himself to express, 
even in an indirect form of questioning, the 
doubts that lay heavily on his heart; but she 
saw the trouble in his eyes, and unconsciously 
answered it. 

“As my grandfather loved his wife, he will 
love me." 

A swift flash of light in the old man's eyes 
bore prompt evidence of the relief he fait. 

“Did Huestice Young say that, Washanee?" 

“Yes, grandfather." 

• “And you?" 1 

“There was too much joy in my heart'for 
much talking. It seemed as if the birds and the 
whispering winds answered for me," replied the 
girl, evasively, for she remembered the tragio 
interruption of her love scene by Gray Hawk, 
and guarded his secret with loyal heroism. 

Vol. LXXXII.—5. 


During some minutes, a dead silence prevailed 
in that room. The old man's keenest doubts 
had been to some extent removed; but under¬ 
neath them lay many causes of anxiety that no 
human being could understand but himself. That 
which he had dreaded for years, but would not 
force himself to guard against, had happened in 
the most natural way, as if ^destiny itself must 
forever be wheeled upon her course by an ao- 
cident. This one morning had, for aught he 
knew, changed the destiny of a whole nation, 
and rendered futile the efforts of a lifetime. 

While he sat lost in deep ’ dejection, feeling 
the need of energy, but held down by a weight 
of years, the girl sat at his feet, regarding the 
changes of his countenance with wistfhl anxiety. 
In the depths of her being, the greatest happi¬ 
ness that God gives to humanity lay like a nested 
bird, giving out a soft flutter of joy now and 
then; but spite of this, a cloud had gathered 
about her, and she could not look upon that old 
man, in his silent trouble, without feeling that 
this love was in some way doing him a great 
wrong. Had he pledged his honor to the councils 
of his own nation, or to the young chief Gray 
Hawk, and must that be wrecked in order that 
her happiness might be completed ? 

These and many other vague thoughts swayed 
the girl's mind, filling it with shapeless anxieties. 
Then the fierce wrath of Gray Hawk, which had 
already led him to the verge of a murderous 
assault: how might that be appeased ? ‘ Under¬ 
lying all this lay the sweet consciousness that 
Bhe was beloved. All the rest was uncertain and 
doubtful, confusing her thoughts somewhat, as 
clouds swept over the bright waters of a lake 
without disturbing their depths. 

But the old man remained silent: so wrapped 
in gloom that he seemed unconscious of her 
presence; and when, awed by this, she arose 
softly, and stole out of the room, he was not 
conscious of the movement. 

In the corner of her own chamber, Washanee 
found her sable hand-maiden cowering on her 
bearskin couch, in a state of pitiftil dilapidation. 
Her garments were torn in many places. One 
moccasin was wet, and stained with mud, that 
reached half way up the legging. This covered 
the only foot visible, for the other was tucked 
under her, with fhrtive craft, that its naked and 
scratched condition might escape notice; for its 
covering had been left deep in the mud of some 
swamp through which she had tramped in her 
desperate efforts to reach home after that exlnbi- 
tion of Comanche riding. 

Washanee looked on the forlorn creature with 
surprise. 
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After awhile, the old man became conscious that! 
he was alone; and lifting himself wearily frop ! 
the chair, began to pace the room up and down, j 
with a step that fell like le$d upon the floor. ] 
Once or twice he halted in his walk, and seemed j 
to argue desperately with his own thoughts. 

41 That promise—oh, that promise 1 All this 
evil finds its root there. Had I but found 
strength to resist her appeal—had I been true 
to my people, rather than pitiful to her, this 
fever of the heart never would have seised' upon 
the child. My love, my wife, never asked so 
much. She knew how great the cost would be; 
but her child had no such experience. She could 
not tell how fatally the curse of mixed blood 
might work itself out in the destiny of the babe 
that lay upon her bosom, when she wrung the 
promise from me; but I knew—had I not felt it in 
every nerve of my body, in every thought of my 
mind ? Even if my wifo had asked this thing, 

I should have refused it. Still, our daughter 
was so like her, as she lay there in her first 
motherhood—that cruel motherhood, that has 
well-nigh drawn the heart of her child away 
from her own people—God forgive me, God 
forgive me, it is the white blood in her veins 
that draws her forever and ever toward our 
enemies. The people who would have loaded 
me with knowledge as a charity, but when they 
had moulded my nature almost in harmony with 
their own, spurned me from them, as if I had 
been a strange dog who had dared to lie down’ 
on their hearth-stones. 


14 Is it the white man’s learning that has lured 
Washanee into this fetal passion for this one 
man of a people who forever have and forever 
will trample us under foot ? With that, I strove 
to fill her heart with love of the grand features 
of our own free life. I have tried to mingle the 
culture, the self-sacrifice, and tender thoughtful¬ 
ness of her grandmother, with the energy and 
wild force of my own people, that she might be 
a blessing to them, when I am called to my 
fathers. 

44 It was for this, the brightest and best of our 
young men were taught to soften their wild 
sports and fierce war spirits with the study of 
books, that they might learn that thought may be 
more powerful than the arrow or the bullet. God 
help me—have I failed, utterly failed, in both?'* 
Washaning flung up both hands, as these 
thoughts crowded on him, and wrung them in 
passionate despair. 

44 In performing that one promise, wrung from 
my weakness when Washanee’s mother was 
dying, have 1 brought down misery to her, and 
ruin on my people ? Spirit of my fathera, forgive 
me, forgive me, if I have I” 

After thisrone outburst of passionate distress, 
the old man sank into his chaix^emd burying his 
face in the folds of his cloak, sat there motionless 
as a statue. The stoicism of his raoe had fellsn 
upon him, and whatever he might suffer of pain 
hereafter, no human being would ever be per¬ 
mitted to see it. 

[to be continued.] 


BEST AND PEACE. 


J)Y ALII. A. IRVINE. 


Tax red-bads blossom on the hill. 

The hill yon loved so dear; 

The,mountain pink is starring still 
The greensward far amt near. 

The spicy pines, the fragrant earth. 
The sunshine and the dew, 

All things, exult In fuller birth— 

But not, alas I for poo. 

The gleaming river, far below, 

'Winds on in endless sheen. 

Rut distant orchards white with snow, 
By willows fringed with green. 


The very sky, that bends above, 

Puts on its tend’rest bine. 

All things awake to life and lo v e 
But not, alas I to you. 

Ton sleep afar. -Yet on your breast 
The earliest roeee fall; 

And glad birds sing yqu to your rest; 

And God, He knoweth all 1 
And to yon, dear, while breath survives, 
Two lonely hearts are true— 

Theirs am the tears, the broken livea, 
The Best and Peace for you. 


IN THE GARDEN. 


BY FANHT DRISCOLL. 


Tm$ was my sin, I confess, 

I kissed her out there in the garden. 
She wore an Indian dress— 

This was my sin, I confess. 


If I had loved her the leas, 

I would not now sue for her pardon. 
This was my sin, I confess: ] 

I kissed her out there in the garden. 
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IT FLORA SLLIC1 8TSVKN8. 


Sh* came out of a purplish sort of a house: 
one with a quaint, overhanging rogf. It had 
evidently been built by a person of sqme taste; 
imitating, to a certain extent, old-fashioned 
models; but was modern in its conveniences. 

She had an olive sort of complexion ; brownish- 
black hair; just a hint of scarlet on her cheek 
and lips; and most noticeable of all, gray eyes, 
under fine straight eyebrows. She was not 
beautiful, exactly: she was more like a sketch 
dashed off in an hour by an artist; eager and 
foil of enthusiasm; grand of conception; but in 
which there would be left room for imagination. 
She was some such a portrait as you find in old 
dark galleries, in a frame that is oak, and dark 
and curious. When she walked, it was rapidly 
and firmly: there was a suppressed energy about 
even her most nonchalant movements', that, if you 
were a critic, you would have noticed, with 
a lively interest; it was exhilarating, as is a 
quick wind blowing over the prairies. 

Vandyke Randolph was a critic, and he noticed 
this. 

She wore, this day, a short, soft white cash- 
mere: there were puffs and tiny tucks in it; 
and on one smooth white wrist was a wide ame¬ 
thyst bracelet. Randolph felt, vaguely, how 
perfectly simple it all was; and yet he liked it. 
She stood in front of the house, calmly uncon¬ 
scious of any scrutiny; there was a little eager¬ 
ness in the wide purplish eyea^ 'while a saucy 
breeze that came up ruffled the fringe of hair 
upon her forehead, and put a sort of a jpirit into 
the whole scene. \ fj . 

Randolph instinctively likened her to a thistle- 
blossom : she suited a strange artistic mood he 
happened to be in; he felt as if,* with her, one 
would ever be looking for the, frame. 

After awhile, she went into the house: it 
made him slightly savage, as if she had no right 
to spoil the delightful effect: his artist blood 
grew rebellious; but as he did not see ex¬ 
actly how to help it, he too concluded to go 
into the house—the one opposite—where he hap¬ 
pened to be stopping. 

That night, his dreams were affected by a 
delicate womanish figure—the girl of the purplish 
house. 

He heard a good deal of her. She was nine¬ 
teen, and had been for two years a wife. Her 


| father had died; Clay Evans had been his partner, 

[ and the one with all the money in the firm. He 
I had thought it his duty, doubtless, to marry her; 
j and she, for a home, to accept him. Love—well, 
j there were many years between nineteen and 
j forty; mutual respect was the most to be ex- 
• pected of such a union, under such circum- 
; stances. 

“ So the Prince Charming has not oome yet, it 
; is evident,” Vandyke Randolph muttered, under 
j his breath ; and felt, he could hardly have told 
why, relieved. Not that he was a wicked man: 
he wan jot most a,selfish one., Dorothy—Mrs. 
Evans—was a pleasant $tudy, and he meant to 
stfl^y hor. If ishe drooped a little |under the 
treatment Jig,Ihftl she lost not the charm of her 
; odd, lovely the simple grace of her wuy?, 

1 what mattered,it? He had rightly measured 
; her: she would reveal nothing; would even 
| sternly quoll^|bp questions of her own heart; 
and so thp^play promised to be interesting. 

Later, he saw the husband; a plain, brown 
iau; “rightly,Burned Clay,” Randolph thought, 

I sardonically; seamed to care little for any¬ 
thing, save business, least of all for his wife. His 
wife ? Thihkipg of her, Randolph somehow got 
; on tq marble* and the Psycbp. 

She. interested him as women did not usually: 
i he hardly .defined the reason himself. Her 
beauty was. not so great, her accomplishments 
I few. 

She playact the piano indifferently, the harp 
\ well. She read Up foreign tongue, save German. 
“I liked, that,” she said, as if apologizing for 
j the preference, 44 eye* befgre I understood it. It 
| is all rhythm.” Her husband, who spoke Span¬ 
ish very it was, useful in his business in 
j New Mexico and Soutlifcrn Colorado—would 
teach het^ha^ language, some day, when he was 

jaw* ■' 

water-colors; for 
;8he ym ambitious: jflo^jgpwers, as most 
\ ladies he knew, did- . Landscapes, sometimes; 
j and these were always bold little bits: he would 

( have, liked toskotcii them himself. Animals she 
was more foqd of; and she had some heads, 
even; one was well executed, indeed: a bey’s, 
: under a bent gray hat. In all she did, there was 

( 71 ) 
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much that was faulty; but she was always 
original. 

He felt a slight pity when she confessed, 
though not in the penitent tone that he would 
have liked, that she found no sympathy for 
Emerson; but his opinion became more respect¬ 
ful, when she talked eagerly and well, when 
the topics came to Carlyle, Herbert Spencer, and 
Jean Paul. 

Thackeray she did not like, nor even Dickens; 
but she spoke lovingly of Victor Hugo, whom, 
modestly she knew only by translations; of Dante 
and Alfieri: she held her own so well, she had 
such daring opinions, and an actual brilliancy of 
language, that he listened, was amused, or in¬ 
terested, as the conversation warranted; and 
was all the while clearly consoious that the talk 
was agreeably helped out'by purpite-gray eyes, 
under straight dark bV6wS. 

He had come *tb, Colorado to rilaTce^ketehbs; 
he had planned a Wge quantity df Work'; some¬ 
how, he was satisfied tilafhe' did hot adiompfish 
as much as he had idtetide^: lre lMif^ereasoh 
quite well; but was unwUtih^*CS Exactly admit, 
even to himself, that‘it Was plWfater to gUicta 
Dorothy Evans’ slim white fkah^S in some diffi¬ 
culty of drawing; to watch h&f‘W she assorted 
colors, and madfe odd; expressive speeches while 
she painted; or^ When tited, lo dfrop art; fcnd 
talk of books: and -the plefcstlih fas scarcely 
marred by the presence of Cfcajjr' Evans—often 
duenna-like neatf, but obligingly preoccupied 
with cigar and bundles of accounts. 

He grew to fancying, too, that Whence re¬ 
turned to New Ifork, he should paiht ofle quite 
large picture, and call it Thistle-blossom. He ; 
was quite sure it would be a sucCedi ; c t£was to be 
of Dorothy Evans, as he first,sa f W her. Hers 
was an uncommon style, ancf woiifdP 4 *take” im¬ 
mensely ; but he wanted to be v^ry careful about 
the treatment. And so, and feo-^-but as he iiid : 
not finish the sentence out for himself, we cannot 
presume to do sril , He told Mrs.' Evans some¬ 
thing of this, one day; she smiled, and looked 
appreciative. 

In this fashion, the days drifted by—became 
weeks; the cjpio, too, was passing away fVom 
Vandyke Randolph: there was about him an 
eager, feverish air, .suited to lovers in their first 
youth. For he came to acknowledge to himself 
that he loved Dorothy’ Evans; the purple-gray 
eyes had been too powerful for his soul. I do 
not know but that, in one way, even this mis¬ 
taken love made him more worthy—brought him 
out of self; and if, when the bitter-sweet knowl¬ 
edge had come to him with the first overwhelming 
force, he had straightway gone away, had 


plunged into hard work; had sought the com¬ 
pany of fellow-artists; of good old women, it 
might have purified him, by the very existence 
of love—such love as Petrarch’s was. 

But he was too selfish for such a course ; it 
was pleasanter to stray on ; to feed the flame not 
only in his own heart, but, he doubted not, in 
hers. For he was not only vain, but cruel. 

One day in the early autumn, he met her 
coming into the gate. Her dress was a creamy 
sort of stuff, and it was trimmed in a singular 
way, with a band of dark-brown silk : a little 
narrower, and if would hav^ been too narrow; 
a little wider, too wide. About her throat and 
wrists were coiled loosely some brown wooden 
beads. A singular dress, but it suited her. She 
stood away from the house, out amid the high, 
dry grass; and let the soft autumn sky hedge 
her in. 

He had got beyond thinking that she consulted 
nature now: nature seemed to wait upon her. 

She held out a book, in its brown paper cover, 
with a pretty, graceful gesture. ‘'See, I have 
bought Froude, as you recommended.” 

As he had recommended! His breath e&me 
thick and fhfit; but he got through some common- 
f place remarks somehow. 

He looked matters right in the face, that night. 
He told himself that he Whs willing to give up 
for her even his promising artistip career; would 
flee with her to some othdr country—Italy, per¬ 
haps. For once in his life, the man was fairly 
aroused, fairly eager. With the fever still high 
in his heart, he whlked out into the cool night 
air; his steps half unconsciously took their way 
towards Dorothy Evans’ home. 

He passed noiselessly through the gate, and 
stripped by p vAump of hollyhocks, with their 
great silken blossoms Years afterward, ho saw 
* a6ih6‘ Sindh' flowers again; and turned away from 
theip, faint aqd giddy. 

The window-shutter had become loosened; had 
swung back, and the curtains were drawn. He 
saw a sight that chilled him to the heart. She 
was all in rose and garnet, he took that in ; ~eveiy 
fold of her dress, every feature of her face grown 
so dear to him. Her arms were around a quiet, 
brown man; her lips were pressed passionately 
to bearded ones—her husband. Clay Evans. 

Randolph saw it all. He had been to her 
merely a pleasant, perhaps helpful, acquaintance: 
this man was her king among men. The pretty 
mists that vanity had spread before his eyes 
cleared away*, and so, unconsciously, she had 
her revenge for the wrongful love with which he 
had dared to love her. 

And he stepped back into the darkness. 
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BT 1MILY H. MAY. 



No. 1—Is a dinner or house-dress, of foulard 
or louisine silk; but any of the pretty printed 
eaieens would make a lovely oostume after this 


sash ends. One side of the pointed tablier is 
trimmed with a wide Russia lace or guipure 
embroidery. Either are put on plain, and turn 
up on the edge of the tunic. The basque is cut 
in a point in front., and coat-tail at the. back. 


model. The skirt has a deep kilt-^laiting, three- j The waist and sleeves are trimmed to match the 
quarters of a yard deep; this is mounted on a j skirt. Twenty yards of foulard or any other 
foundation of silesia. The tunic forms a long j summer silk, or sixteen yards of sateen, four 
point in front, and the back is in long loops and i yards of lace or embroidery, will be required. 
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No. 2—Is a pretty costume of embroidered 
muslin, or dotted or figured Swiss. The skirt 
has a deep kilt-plaiting, and the tunio is reiy 



No. 3. 


long and fall, so as to admit of being looped quite 
high on the right side; the left side is allowed 
to droop, and the back is arranged in irregular 
puffs. The bodice is out in a long pointed 
basque, which has a wide turned-down collar, 
and a pointed plastroon continued all the way 
down the front of the basque. Small dose cuffs 


are made to correspond. Fourteen to sixteen 
yards of yard-wide material will be required. 

No. 8—Is a walking-costume, for a young ladj. 
The material is one of the pretty pin-striped 
xepbyr ginghams, with a border. The skirt Is 



No. 4. 


made short all around, and two and a half yards 
wide. (All skirts are a trifle wider than they 
hare been.) The border of the material is used 
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No.fi. 


for the ruffles. Our model has three ruffles all ] 
around the skirt; the fourth one covers the front 
and side gores, and the fifth is very scant, and is 
continued to Hie waist, and also covers the front 
and side gores. The polonaise is cut on the 
bodice, so that the stripes may meet in a point 
towards the waist line. It is a simple polonaise, 
hemmed on the edge, and looped quite high at 
the sides to display the skirt. Coat sleeves with 
a corresponding ruffle, headed by a tiny gathered 
cuff. Turndown collar. This model would also 
be suitable for one of the embroidered robes of 
nun*8-veiling or batiste, using the embroidery 
for the ruffles of the skirt. Of gingham or per¬ 
cale, fifteen yards will be required. 

No. 4—Is quite a new design for a walking- 
cestume, for a young miss. It is made of nun’s- 
veiling. The skirt has, first, a deep kilted 
flounce, which* is mounted on a foundation! 
lining of crinoline; over this is a falling puff, 
which is a continuation of the kilt-plaiting: the 
kilting and puff are all in one piece. First* 
make the kilting, and as deep as it may be 
required, then arrange it upon the foundation ; 
then the puff arranges itself almost: gather it 
and fasten it in its proper place, about four 
inches above the edge of the jacket; finish the 
upper part of the skirt with a plain yoke to 
meet the upper edge of the puff. A plaited 
Norfolk jacket, belted at the waist, completes 
this stylish costume. For the seaside, this model, 
in flannel or fine checked woolen goods, would be 
both useful and elegant. 

No. 6—Is a low-necked frock, of pale-blue or 
pink gingham, trimmed with white embroidery. 


It is to be worn over a 
high-necked, long- 
sleeved underwaist, or a 
high-necked yoke and 
sleeves of white nainsook 
may be fitted into this 
frock, and made a part of 
the dress. These low- 
necked colored frocks 
over the white under- 
waists are new and very 
fashionable. The sash 
for a wash dress should 
be of the material of the 
dress, and sewn on, as 
seen in the illustration. 

No. 6 — Is a plaited 
blouse-costume, of ma¬ 
rine-blue linen or sateen, 
for a little boy of four or 
five years. The waist is 
long, and plaited back 
and front; and it has a gathered or plaited skirt 
about nine inches deep. The sai)or collar, the 
front of the waist, and the cuffs, are trimmed 



with Hamburg edging and narrow white braid. - 
Four or five rows of the braid edge the skirt. 
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SUMMER MANTLE: WITH SUPPLEMENT. 


BT BXILY H. MAT. 



We give, here, an engraving of a new style 
Summer Mantle. Folded in with the number is 
a Supplement containing the half of the pattern, 
full size. It consists of two pieces: ' 

No. I.— The Half of the Front. 

No. II.— The Half of the Back. 

The sleeve, which is a portion of the back, is 
be slightly full on the shoulders. The mantle 
gathered both at the back and neck, the lines 
( 76 ) 


at the waist showing where the gatherings are to 
be placed. The.notches and letters show how 
the pieces are to be joined. 

This pattern can be made in satin, cashmere, 
or camel’s-hair. Or it would look well in the 
same material as the dress worn with it. Trim 
with French or Spanish lace, and loops of watered 
ribbon. This is, perhaps, the prettiest, simple 
wrap that has been out for several seasons. 
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EMBROIDERED APRON. 


BY MBS. JANS WEAVER, 



We give, here, an illustration of one of the > in Kensington-stitch, working the daisies and 
embroidered aprons now so fashionable; and on \ buds solid, and outlining the leaves and stems, 
the Supplement folded in with this number, the Use two shades of green for the stems and leaves: 
pattern for the embroidery, full size. The \ the olive shades are the prettiest; white for the 
materials required for this apron are one yard of > daisies, with yellow centres, and tip the points 
white bunting, and two and a half yards of inch- \ of the daisies with pink. Make another inch¬ 
wide ribbon. ? wide hem for the top of the apron. Run the 

Turn up one end~of the yard of material, and \ ribbon, either pink or blue, in both the hems, 
make an inch-wide hem, and hem-stitch it in; \ leaving the waist hem with long enough ends to 
then turn up on the right side to the depth of s tie. The turned-up piece, which is embroidered, 
nine or twelve inches, and to this transfer the \ forms the pocket of the apron: a convenient 
pattern which we give on the Supplement. Work > receptacle for all the working materials. 


VALANCE FOR WINDOW: APPLIQUE. 

BY MBS. JANE WEAVES. 


We give, in the front of the number, a valance 
for a window, to be done in appliqud. The ivy 
leaves are cut out of dark-green velvet, and ap- 
pliqugd en light-green cloth or felt, with the stems 
done in Kensington-stitch with green crewel. 


The border of the design is put on with green 
braid, and a thick woolen cord edges the Vandykes. 
The valance can be hung over a cloth curtain, 
or over a piece of dark-colored plush. Tassels 
finish the points of the valance. 
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DESIGN FOR PILLOW-SHAM. 


BY MR8. JANE WIAVBE, 

We give, on the Supplement that is folded in 
with this number, a design for a pillow-sham: 
another group of angels’ heads, to match that on 
the June Supplement; the heads are the same, 
it will be observed, only looking another way. 

We add, here, an engraving to show how the 
motto is to be used. The designs may be done 
either in outline, in blue crewel, or in linen. 

Finish the edge of the pillow-shams with a fine 
nainsook ruffle, to be goffered. See the June 
Supplement for the motto, full size. 

The design would also be a very suitable one 
for a baby’s blanket, to work in silk or crewel, 
on white flannel; and finish the edge with either 
a binding of ribbon, or buttonhole the edge with 
crewel, like all old-fashioned blankets Were 
finished. The buttonholed edge is considered 
the most artistic finish, although many mammas 
like the ribbon binding best. 


BATHING BAG: OPEN AND SHUT 


BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 


We give, in the front of the number, engravings j stitched with blue, and trimmed with pliable 
of a bathing bag (open and shut), this being the straw bordering lined with blue. But the bag 
season for sea-bathing to set in, and it being could also be made of coarse crash, and worked 
necessary, when bathing, to carry the appliances with crewels. It may be made any size conven- 
for the toilet to and from t\je beach bath-houses, ient to carry, according to the necessity of the 
Our illustration gives a bag for this purpose, costume being included. The handles are of the 
made of blue flannel, lined with white flannel, same material as the bag. 



FOLDING CAMP-STOOL. 


BY KBS. JANE 





WEAVER. 

The foundation is dark navy-blue plush or 
cloth, on which the design is worked: either 
a scroll pattern in cross-stich, or a spray of 
flowers in Kensington-stitch in crewels. If 
the design is one for cross-stitch, canvas must 
be tacked upon the foundation, and the design 
worked on the canvas. The threads of the 
canvas are pulled away when the work is fin¬ 
ished. A spray of flowers in Kensington- 
stitch, we prefer; and crash or linen Java 
canvas may be substituted for the plush, if 
the stool be intended to r much use. 
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BORDER AND CORNER: RUSSIAN EMBROIDERY 


BY MBS. JAJfE WIAVE J. 




These two borders, with corners, can be done several colors. This style of embroidery, qnick 
in point russe and point de croix, with either of execution and effective, is very fashionable for 
crewels, silk, or ingrained cottons, of one or tea-cloths, toilet-cloths, etc., etc. 


POMEGRANATE DESIGN: KENSINGTON-STITCH. 

BY MBS. JANE WEAVEB. 


In the front of the number, printed in colors, j corners of a square table-cover, The design was 
we give a beautiful pattern, designed expressly made expressly for this magazine, 
for this magazine, of “ Pomegranates.” This de- Work on mummy-cloth, crash, or felt, and use 
sign may be used for the end of a scarf, table- English crewels in preference to the American 
cover, or for a tidy, or for the centre of a sofa- ones. The work is all done in Kensington-stitch, 
pillow. Or the branch alone would fill in the I descriptions of which we have repeatedly given. 


CASE FOR SMALL POCKET-COMB. 

BY MBS. JANE WEAVEB. 



The usual size Is about four inches long and j' embroidery done in filoselle, in the shades of the 
one inch wide, made with two covered pieces of l leaves and flowers of'the design selected. Both 
firm cardboard, with a narrow ribbon around the sides of the case must be lined before joining 
two edges and bottom to give room for the comb. ! them with the ribbon. This makes a very nice 
The front is slightly scooped out at the top. The > little gift for a gentleman’s moustache comb, and 
oovering may be of thin kid or velvet, and the ! would be very appropriate to give. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE. 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. s Children's Games.— In a former number, we described 

Carlyle’s Married LirE.-The pnblication of Carlyle’s j Tarlo “ 8 8*mes for children. They were so popular that we 
* Reminiscences,” followed by his “Life and Letters,” j been asked for more. “ Predilections ” is a good one. 
edited by Mr. Fronde, has revealed one of the,saddest > A mPmb<?r of the party asks each in turn the following 
tragedies, in its way, that modern times has seen. ] questions, and writes them down as given, tt> be subsequently 

That domestic happiness had not been the lot of the reaA *! oud: “ Your favorite prose author r “Your favorite 
Carlyles had long been known to their intimate friends. P°*t?” “ Your favorite hero in history?** “Your favorite 
The truth seems to be that Carlyle himself was incapable of bero and heroine in fiction?” “Your favorite name 7” 
loving, at least in the higher and more self-sacrificing sense “ Your favorite flower?” “ Your favorite food and drink ?** 
of that word; and that Mrs. Carlyle, having been dimp* “The vice you most detest?” “ The one for which you have 
pointed in her affections elsewhere, married Carlyle because t * le 8 re *t e «t toleration?” “The virtue you most admire?* 
she esteemed him, and took pride in his talents, but without, “ Your greatest idea of happiness?” “ Your greatest idea of 
as she herself said, “ being in love with him.” misery ?” “ Your favorite amusement?” These questions 

A more fatal mistake could not have been committed. are prefaced with, “ If you were not yourself, what 

To be entirely just, it must be admitted that after having living personage would you like to be?” The late Charles 
married Carlyle, his wife loyally—yes, more than loyally— Kingsley, when asked to mention his favorite amusement, 
fulfilled her duties. She had been brought up in compare* if remember aright, “sleeping.” Thus, any point 

tive affluence, was an only child, had good talents, had a tine ^ drained in answering the above questions; and the 

education, aud was a favorite in society. This petted and ; raore original the answers, and the further they stray from 
accomplished girl he took to a lonely farmhouse, miles from tbe beaten track of commonplaces, the greater the amuse- 
a village even, where domestic “help” could hardly be ment afforded. This gome is always considered a very in- 
procured, aud there she was compelled to cook, bake, and foresting one, and is joined in by all with great sett, and 
scrub, as if she had been a common peasant’s wife. She \ oflera ^P 0 for the dis P la F of a certain amount of knowledge 
had, meantime, no society, and a husband who took all her j ai)d keenness of perception. 

sacrifices as of course, and hardly gave her even his own 1 ® OIIlc family circles a burlesque game is much enjoyed ; 
company. Afterwards, in Loudon, the same kind of life j but then it is, strictly speaking, in the family circle, and not 
was led, only a little less lonely and martry-like on the port \ outside it. A game of this character is that known aa 
of the poor wife. “My dear,” Mrs. Carlyle once said to a 1 “Fanning.” One of the company commences by saying: 
friend, “never marry a literary man.” And on another ( “My uncle has sent me a fan from China,” aud each one in 
occasion, her words were, “I married for ambition, and I j turn 8avB that be has received a fan from some part of the 
have been wretched.” j wor,( ^ 40(1 fa ° 8 himself with his right hand. This is fol- 

Carlyle’s excuse to himself for all this was that he was j Iowed b * the ,eader ***^8 that he has received acotlier 
poor. But he need not have been poor, if he had been j fan from another reIativo in 801110 other of tbo world, 
willing to work, like other men, at whatever “his hand > and commencing fanning himself with both hands. This is 
found to do.” But he penraaded himself that he had a S continued by all present, until the leader receives a third 
mission, and thence would do no work which was not, in j fan ’ wheu he nodB wIth hla head ftnd fan * w,th h « handa * 
his opinion, in that direction. Evervthlng else he considered aud the whole company in time follow his lead, and the 
derogatory. All this would have been very well if he had } effect i8 consequently most absurd and laughable. The fun 
remained unmarried. So long as he made nobody else j consists in keeping up the fanning as fang as possible, 
suffer, he had perhaps a right to do as lie pleased. But the ■> — 

problem was changed when he took a wife. His first duty, \ Your Address 8hould Always be on your visiting-card, 

after thut, was to her. Not, indeed, to keep her in luxury, > How else can people know where you live, or if you hare 
or gratify merely foolish whims, but to afford her proper j uot moved? You have no right to Supjxme that yon are 
sustenance, to cheer her by his sympathy, and not to call on j such a very great personage that everybody must be aware 
her to do impossibilities. He laid a burden on her greater ! D f your residence, as they are that of the President,, or a 
than she could bear. Yet she never complained. But her ■ Q ue en of England. If Julia, who asks this question, liaa 
strength was overtasked, and her health and spirits gave ; bo en told otherwise, she has been misinformed. Nor should 
way. For yeare she was an Invalid. Not until after her > visiting-cards ever be sent by post Such a breach ol good 
death did her husband wake up to the consciousness of what manners is quite unpardonable. To send a card by mail, 
he had done. Then, with bitter remorse and unavailing j when you owe a personal call, Is little short of an insult 
regrets, lie looked back upon his forty years of selfishness, j Y es, gentlemen should have Mr. prefixed to their name on 
The story, sad as it was, will be, wo trust a lesson. There j t heir cards. Thus the card should be Mr. John Smith, and 
have been other homes besides that of Thomas Carlyle sin; n0 ^ s {mply John Smith. We are alwaya willing to answer 
which tho wife has been a victim; and there are thousands , guc h questions. * 
of such homes, alas! still to be found ail over England and ; _ 

Amerioi. Every yew, almoet, couotle* women go. to their j CoLOKro p ATmNj , n thi> nMBber , 4nlplwl 

grave, martyr, to the Mlfi.hneee of hu.band., ! preM|y for .. Pummr by one of 0l , lWdentt of .. The Att _ 

- | Needlework ” society. For originality, grace, and beanty, it 

Leads Them All.—T he Norristown (Pa.) Herald says: cannot be surpassed. 

“ Peterson easily leads all the other magazines in the quality 

of Its fiction, freshness of Its fashions, and beauty of its It is Neyer Too Late to subscribe for “ Peterson.” Now, 
engravings.” too, ia a capital time, if you wish to begin with July. 
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A New Volume Begins with this number, affording j Address All Letters, in Future, intended for tills peri- 
a pulicularly excellent opportunity to subecribe, if you do ] odical, whether for the business department or for the edi- 
not wish back numbers. We still continue to offer a cftoice of < torial one, to Peterson’s Magazine, 306 Chestnut Street, 
three costly premiums for getting up clubs. The first is the j| Philadelphia. Remember, all letters are to be addressed to 
beautiful steel-engraving, entitled, “ Hush I Don't Wake j Peterson’s Magazine. 

Them,” of tjie size of 20 incbeB by 16. j - 

Or, ut place of it, we will give, for a premium, either a j A Butterfly Chase.— This is another of those first-class 
Photograph Album, or our Quarto Illustrated Album, \ steel engravings, which are to be found only in “Peterson.” 
which was so popular last year. The Photograph Album is j It is after a recent picture by that popular artist. Hey wood 
bound in leatherette, or imitatiou leather: the Quarto Album > Hardy. Compare it with .the lithographed affairs, falsely 
is bound in morocco cloth, gilt. > called steel engravings, found in other magazines. 

For many clubs, an extra copy of the magazine will be j - 

sent. For others, and larger ones, an extra copy of the j Our Musical Subscribers, especially, will bo interested 
engraving, or either of the Albums. The inducements to get j in the u Sonata*dol Disvolo,”. the novelet began in the present 
■up clubs were never before so great; and probably will never j number, for it turns on an incident well known in history, 
be so great again. j Apart from this, the story, as a story, will be found unusually 

Now is the lime to get up clubs for 1882. It is never too \ interesting. It is by a new. contributor, 
late to do this. We can always supply back numbers to Janu- > „ . ——-. 

ary. include, wlwn deaired. Be particular, when remitting, T ““ u °° K MiitSumb.ee Hummer, and we take «dvan- 

to «, whether you wieh In begin with the January number,or that ! of “ “ lotroduc8 a al, K ht cha “«' ln our covw - Th » 
/or July. Specimen, are wnt, gmtU, if written for. i a)ten,Uo “ "><*» the cover more typical; and improvM it, 

_ we think, in other respects, also. 

A London Dinner-Party.— Most of our subscribers will j Additions May Be Made to clubs at the price paid by 
remember an illustrated article, that appeared in this maga- the rest of the club. It is never too late to make additions,as 
sine for January 1881, on " London In The Season.” As a back numbers, to January inclusive, always be supplied, 
supplement, so to speak, to that article, Mre. Stephens fur¬ 
nishes, this month, a description of a dinner at the Earl of -- 

Carlisle’s, at which she was present. As the Carlisles belong 

to what D’Israeli wqs accustomed to call “the higher REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS, 

nobility,” a comparatively small class in numbers, and ex- Thomas Carlyle. By James Anthony Fronde. 2 vols., 4 to. 
eessively exclusive, the article will be found, we think, of Harper <f Brothers. —This is a history of the first forty years 
more than ordinary interest. It shows, that with the utmost of the life of Carlyle, the author of “The French Revo- 
aplendor and luxury, a gracious and simple manner may lution,” “Cromwell,” etc., etc. The book will revive the 
exist. The Carlisles belong to one of the great historical controversy which was aroused by the appearance, last year, 
houses of England, tracing their blood back, through the of the “ Reminiscences.” Mr. Froilde seizes the occasion, in 
Howards and Dacres, to the Fitz-Alans, Mowbrays, and other these volumes, to justify his course by quoting the opinion 
Norman families tlmt were cotemporary with the Plantage- of Carlyle, when, in reviewing “ Lockhart’s Scott,” the 
nets, and even with the Conqueror. They have generally, latter took ground against what ho called “whitewashing” 
moreover, belonged to the more cultivated and progressive memoirs. The great satirist was even aggressively in favor 
of their caste, acting as if they held rank and fortune, not of telling the “truth, and the w*hole truth,” though of 
for their own selfish pleasure,but as a trust involving great coarse “nothing but the truth.” To have suppressed the 
and serious duties. The seventh earl, better known in this “ Reminiscences ” would bare been, it seems to us, treason 
country as Lord Morpeth, which was his title when here, \ to Carlyle, who wrote them. Having printed them, it was 
was a fine type of a nobleman of this kind; and it was at : but right to follow them np with this biography, made up 
that gentleman’s table that Mrs. Stephens dined. j principally of.Carlyle's own letters. In fact, the publication 

- | was necessary to vindicate Mr. Froude himself. The result 

The Game Of Lawn-Tennis has almost entirely super- j certainly is aclearer understanding of Carlyle than we would 
•eded that of croquet. Yet, in the opinion of many, it is too > have had otherwise. We see him now in his irritability, sel- 
violent and debilitating for the hot summer climate of the : fishness, and want of breeding, as well as in his genius and 


United States. In England, whence it came, the heat is not 
so great; and it can be played without exhaustion, or even 
fatigue. This is one of the instances in which, we think, 
fashion la wrong. For a summer recreation, in America, 
croquet is much more appropriate. Besides, it is not, in our 
opinion, a particularly pretty sight to see gentlemen in 
woolen shirts and no coats, such as tennis is played in. Nor 
can the attire of ladies, at this game, be made half as charm¬ 
ing as in croquet. 

As This Is The Season of the year when a good many 
evening entertainments are given, especially in the country, 
we devote our colored fashion-plate, this month, entirely to 
evening-dresses. One of them is a very superb affair, suit¬ 
able for the most elegant ball: the others are appropriate for 
lew elaborate occasions; but all are stylish and beantlful and 
new. No other magazine, remember, gives plates like these; 
engraved on steel, printed from the plate, and colored by 
hand: no other can afford the expense. 

We Receive So Many requests for patterns, etc., that it i* 
Impossible to comply with all; but we give as many we 
can, selecting those which seem to be most in demand. 


I literary honesty. We have the picture of a real man, and 
not a mere make-believe. All who love sincerity and truth 
must be glad that Mr. Froude had the oourage to do what 
ho has done. 

The Queen Of The Kitchen. By Kiss Tyson. 1 rol., 12 mo. 
Philadelphia: T. B. Peterson dt Brothers. —There are more 
; than a thousand receipts in this volume, all of them origi¬ 
nating in Southern kitchens, by which we mean those of 
Maryland and Virginia, where cooking has long been “a 
| fine art.” Among the multitude of recent cook-books, this 
\ seems to us to be the very' beet. 

\ Last Days of Knickerbocker Life in New York. By Abram C. 
| Dayton. lvoL,l2mo. New York: George W. Harlan. —This 
; is a work of more than usual interest, being a series of 
sketches of New York City life forty years ago. The book 
is written with spirit The author, now deceased, was 
evidently to the manor born. 

The Homestretch. By A, M. Collin*. 1 vol., 12 mo. New 
York: George W. Harlan. —This is an anonymous novel, and 
apparently by a novice. It has much that is good in it, 
sufficient indeed to justify perseverance on the part of the 
author, who in time may become a successful competitor for 
public favor. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. — MOTHS RS 1 DEPARTMENT, ETC. 


OUR ARM-CHAIR. < 

Premium Engravings for Fifty Cents.— Many requests \ 
have beeu made to us that we should sell copies of our $ 
premium engravings. We therefore offer to subscribers to f ( 
this magazine, or to any of their /Hands, either of the following $ 


for fifty cents: 

The Surrender or Cornwallis,.(27 in. by ao) 

Washington’s Adieu to His Gbnerais, . . (27 44 44 20) 

Bunyan on Trial,.(27 44 44 20) 

Bunyan in Jail,.(27 44 44 20) 

Washington at Valley Forge, . . \ . (27 “ “ 20) 

Washington’s First Interview with His Wife, (24 “ 44 20) 

Ghristmas Morning,.(24 44 44 20) 

Oran’father Tells of Yorktown, . . . •. (24 “ 44 20) 

The Star of Bethlehem, .(24 u “ 16) 

44 Our Father Who Art in Heaven,”. . . (24 44 44 16) 

Washington at Trenton,.(24 44 44 1C) 

Bessie’s Birth-Day,.(24 44 44 16) 

Christ Weeping over Jerusalem, . , . . (24 “ “ 16) 

Not Lost but Gone Before,.(24 44 “ 16) 

The Angels of Christmas,.(20 44 44 16) 

The Parable of the Lilies, . . . . . . (20 44 “ 16) 

44 Hush I Don’t Ware Them,”.(20 44 M 16) 


Always say, when remitting, which plate is desired. 
Address, Peterson’s Magazine, No. 306 Chestnut Street, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

Horsford’s Acid Phosphate for nervousness, Indigestion, 
etc. Send to the Bumford Chemical Works, Providence, 
JL L, for pamphlet. Mailed free. 


MOTHERS’ DEPARTMENT. 

[Medical Botany—O r the Garden, Field and Forest.] 

BY ABRAM LTVEEEY, A. M^ M. XL 

No. VII.— Eyebrioht—Euphrasia Officinalis. < 

This is a small annual plant, common to Europe and some < 
parts of the United States. Leaves ovate, opposite; corolla, \ 
light-blue, upper Up galea to, concave, apex two-lobed; lobes, < 
broad and spreading; lower lip trifid, spreading; flowers in l 
spikes; calyx, four-cleft lobes nearly equal. In aUopathic < 
practice, evebright was formerly used in dysentery and 5 
several other complaints; but its chief reputation lias been \ 
in disorders of the eyes. While Professor Wood says, 44 the S 
probability is that the plant is nearly inert,” the homoeopaths ? 
give it the first place in fluent ooryia, ooryza of measles, etc. \ 
The eyes are the special seat of the influence of euphrasia, 
Recording to the literature of the latter school. 

The archangel, in Milton, when he would clear the visual 
nerve of our first parents, first 

44 Purged with euphrasy and rue 
The visual nerve, for be had much to see.” 

Given in drop doses of the 44 mother tincture,” or a few 
drops of the first decimal dilution, it is (say the homoeopaths) 
the great remedy in acute conjunctivitis, strumous oph¬ 
thalmia, specks on the cornea, etc., sustained, however, by 
minute doses of sulphur internally, as a constitutional medi¬ 
cine. Yet, in the writer’s experience, it wants sustaining 
with somo still more efficient remedy. He fears that many 
post hoc results are take for propter hoe cures or effects. 
Mothers, nurses, and even doctors, are too prone to attribute, 
all results occurring after the administration of a medicine to 
the effects of said agent upon the system. Hence arises one 
fruitful source of false experience as well as the publication 
of false facts, as Professor Dtinglison called them. 

FernS. (1) Sweet Fern.— Comptonia asplenifolta. 

A slender, indigenous, humble shrub, much branched. 


with narrow, fern-like foliage; leaves mostly pinnatafld, 
subsessile. This shrub is found about two feet high, grow¬ 
ing in sandy or stony thickets, slaty woodlands, on hill-sides, 
often with the huckleberry bush. It possesses a resiuous 
odor, especially when robbed. It is tonic and astringent, and 
was used by mothers in ye olden time as a remedy for dia¬ 
rrhoea especially , and some other complaint! It is used 
freely in decoction internally, and externally it was much 
used as a wash for poisoning by the common poison vine. 

(2). Female Fern—L ady Fern—Asplenium Felix femhta, 
vd polypodium V. F. Fronds one to two feet, pinnae lanceo¬ 
late, acuminate; segments of the pinnulte, minute, sharply 
two-toothed. Found in moist woods. Supposed to possess 
similar vermifuge properties to that of the male fern, As- 
pidium Felix Mas. Fern one to three feet, stipe very chaffy; 
pinnae triangular, lanceolate: sort near the mid-vein. About 
1776, Madame Nouffer, widow of a surgeon Id Switzerland, 
obtained great celebrity by curing tape-worm by a secret 
remedy. It was purchased by the kiug of France and mads 
public. It may be given in powder; but the oil, which is an 
ethereal extract, is better, as it is more reliable, in doses of 
twenty to thirty drops night and morning, following each 
dose in one hour by one and a half ounces of castor oiL 
Mothers, however, iu these cases should consult their fam¬ 
ily physician, and be guided by their better judgment. 


PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 

JtGjrEverything relating to this department must be seat 
to GEORGE CHINN, Mabblrhead, Mars. All communi¬ 
cations are to be headed: 44 For Peterson's.” .AH are invited 
to send answers, also to contribute original puzzles, which 
should be accompanied by the answers. 

No. 161.— Diamond and Square. 

Diamond. —1. A letter. 2. A chart. 3. Impetuous. 4 By. 
5. A letter. 

Square .—1. A chart. 2. Time. 3. By. 

Geesek. 

No. 162. —Numeeical Enigma. 

My l > 2,3 t 4,6,6,7isR6, 6,7 who manages a 1, 2,3,4. 

Harry. 

No. 163. —Progressive Word-Square. 

1. A liquid globule. 2. A large cord. 3. Candid. 
4. Shut up. PhuudmI 

No. 164.— Decapitations. 

1. Behead contempt, and leave maize. 

2. Behead a vessel, and leave a grain. 

3. Behead lively, and leave a market. 

4. Behead to mingle, and leave to giant. 

Bunthoehx. 

Answers Next Month. 

Answers to Puzzles in the June Number 

No. 168. 

N 

COD 
BASER 
CAROLED 
BU COLICAL 
PARALOGICAL 
RELIGHTED 
D A N I T E 8 
RACER 
SAD 
L 
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No. 169. 

1. Cinque-foiL. 

2. Larkspur. 

3. Wintergreen. 

4. Snow-ball. 

6. Water-lily. 

6. Golden-rod. 

No. 160. 

CABALA 
P 0 N E N T 

M 0 B E E N 

M p R R 0 W 

MAROON 
MARROW 


THE HOUSEHOLD. 

Tour Bedrooms, Ere.—As girls grow up, their dresses in¬ 
crease in size and number, and great are the lamentations 
over the smallness and insufficiency of the drawers, etc., in 
■eonseqnenoe. This want of accommodation can be easily 
supplied by home-work. One capital institution is the box 
Ottoman, which, according, to size, will bold dresses at full 
length, or serve as a receptacle for hats and bonnets. This 
Is a particularly easily manufactured comfort, and almost any 
box will do for a foundation. Boxes of all shapes and sizes 
are used for .this purpose by officers' wives, intent on getting 
the largest amount of accommodation with the smallest cost 
and least addition te their impedimenta. 

Any packing-case will do, If tolerably stout First pur¬ 
chase a pair of hiuges for the lid, and four castors; when 
these are duly screwed on, line your box neatly with pink 
or gray glazed lining, fustening it securely by tacks or glue 
to the. bottom and outside of the box. Next make a cush¬ 
ion to fit the top, and fasten this also securely at the four 
corners. This cushion may be made like a pillow or a mat- 
trees, as you please. You now cut a strip of the material, 
cretonne, sheeting, or whatever stuff you iuteud as a cover¬ 
ing, the depth of your' box, and long enough to go around it, 
allowing for fnlluees. Hem the lower edge neatly, and 
gather the top into a band the exact size of the box; this 
hand is then nailed on, or, if you are using a trunk instead 
of a packing-case, is tied or buttoned. Then cut a piece 
sufficiently large to cover the cushion and lid, and to this 
stitch a frill either kilted, gathered, or box-plaited, as you 
choose, and fasten the whole with fancy nails to the lid in 
such a way that the kilting falls over and hides the band of 
the box valance. Add a cord or ribbon loop to the middle 
of the lid to lift it by, and your ottoman is complete. If 
your room is sufficiently large, it is very nice to have two 
of these ottomans, one long enough for dress skirts, and a 
smaller one, which will slip under the dressing-table, and 
hold your hats, etc., serving, when needed, as a seat for the 
dressing-table. 

A second convenience is a wardrobe. To buy this is ex¬ 
pensive, but a perfectly efficient substitute is easily con¬ 
trived. If there be a recess in your room, have two 
beards mode to fit it exactly in length; but one about 
one and one-half inches narrower than the other. These 


: bottom, and, if you like, fasten tiny bags of shot in the 
bottom hem, to make it bang down fairly. Run a cascr 
through the top hem, draw your curtain to the exact width, 
and nail the casing tape firmly at each end to the top of the 
upper shelf, about two inches from the edge. If this looks 
too bare, you may nail your caser to the edge of the top 
shelf, and fasten a strip of material, either vandyked or 
gathered, about two inches from the edge of the shelf, and 
sufficiently deep to fail over the top of the curtaiu, and 
hang down from four inches to six inches. It depeuds ou the 
width of your recess whether you have one or two curtains. 
If you open your curtain in the middle, it is best to substi¬ 
tute rings, and a thin rod fastened to the upper shelf, under 
tire valance, for the caser, as the former “ run ” more easily 
than the latter. If properly and carefully made, this ward¬ 
robe is perfectly dust-proof. When there is no recess, a cor¬ 
ner of the room may be utilized in exactly the same way; 
only, instead of straight boards, you have triangular pieces, 
the size you choose, and fasten the rows of dress hooks each 
si Jo of the angle formed by the wall. The shelf above the 
dresses serves to hold shoes, boots, etc., aud such like, which 
are all the better for being protected from the dust. 

\ Wall pockets of different sizes, from the useful one that 
| holds slippers, house-shoes, clothes-brushes, etc., to the dainty 
| little vide pocho, that just holds your watch, scent-bottle, etc, 
| are great additions to a room. A portable bonnet-box is an- 
l other little comfort, that, when not in use, can be packed into 
] a very small compass. It is easily made with four sticks, two 
| squares of millboard, and a little cretonne and lining. Cut 
> two squares each of cretonne and liniug; join a square of 

< cretonne and one of lining neatly on three sides, hemming 
| the edges of both on the fourth* side, into which you slip one 
| of the squares of millboard; to this square sew a strip of 
S cretonne, also lined, long enough to go around it, aud join 
| the ends, to form the sides of the box. Into each corner 
) sew a caser, and slip a stick down each. Next fasten a lined 
? square, similar to the foundation, to one side of the box, to 
| form a lid; add ribbon strings to fasten it down, slip the 
j other piece of millboard into this, and you have a neat lit- 

< tie case that effectually protects your bonnet when not re- 

i quirod, and w hich, by taking out the millboard and sticks, 
coo in a moment be reduced to a tiny flat parcel. 

It adds much to the finish of your room, if all the little 
et-ceteras harmonize—from the quilt, night-dress cose, etc, 
| to the curtains and furniture; and this can be quite easily 
j arranged. You need not do it all at once, but keep your 
\ general idea in view, and work each addition to your room 
| with an eye to this harmony. Where economy, both of 
I material and use, has to be studied, the prettiest, freshest, 
and most durable stuff is scarlet Turkey twill, with plain 
Y white dimity, or, better still, fine creamy sheeting, as all 
i these wash well to the very last. If expense be not so much 
[ An object, there is oatmeal cloth, of any shade you please, 
) or delicate cretonnes and chintzes; only remember to choose 
their colors to suit your own, and avoid heavy draperies, 
j such as damask, silk, or woolen, velvet, etc., which are 
/ handsome, doubtless, but, used as bedroom draperies, must 
| contract, after a time, a close, heavy smell, and harbor dust, 
\ etc., far more than the lighter materials. Doubtless the 
| daintiest drapery for u my lady's chamber” is the old-fash- 


ftwo plonks may be painted, or varnished, or left in their 
natural condition, as you please. Fasten the broadest of 
■ftham securely, about six feet from the ground, aud the 
narrower one from nine inches to twelve inches lower. 
Immediately below this hangs one of the expanding Ameri¬ 
can portable wardrobes, as they are called, and which may 
be procured at almost any furniture or fancy shop for a few 
pence. This Is your wardrobe, which has but ono objection: 
dust. To obviate this, make a curtain, which should match 
your furniture, Curtains, etc. Cat the material for this at 
least six inches lopger than the actual length, and allow it 
sufficiently wide to hang in good full folds. Hem it top and 


ioned, lace-trimmed, pink-lined muslin, but it also is the 
costliest; as, to look anyway tidy, it must be quite fresh 
and crisp—not an easy task in a town, at all events. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

Receipt in (hit Cook-Book hat been teeLed by a 
practical houtekeeper. 

MEATS. 

Veal Catlett and Peas.—Take a small neck of veal, divide 
it into cutlets with a bone to each, trim them all neatly in the 
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same manner as mutton cutlets. Take a piece of rather lean ; 
bacon, cut it in slices one-eighth of an inch thick, and trim ! 
each slice to the size of the cutlets; sprinkle the veal cutlets 
with popper and salt, and fry them on both sides in butter 
till well done. Fry the bacon separately. Have some 
parsley, and a very small quantity of thyme, finely minced 
together. Arrange the cutlets and bacon alternately in a 
circle on a dish, sprinkle them freely with the minced 
parsley and thyme, and in the middle place the peas, cooked 
as follows: Put them, with a small bundle of mint, in plenty 
of water, salted to taste, and let them boil as fast as possible, 
keeping the saucepan uncovered; when done, remove the 
mint, stralu off the water, send give the peas a toss or two in 
a saucepan with a piece of butter. 

Mini Sauce .—Chop as finely as possible a quantity of mint 
leaves, previously washed. Add to them sufficient white 
wine vinegar und water in equal partB to float them, and a 
small quantity of powdered sugar. Let the sauce stand for 
an hour before serving. 

Boast Leg of Lamb .—Let the fire be moderate, and roast 
the joint slowly, bastiug it frequently till done, when it 
should be spriukled with salt, and the gravy freed from all 
fat before serving. Serve with mint sauce. 

VEGBTjLBLES. 

Duchesse Potatoes .—Mash one quart of hot boiled potatoes 
through a fine colander with the potato-masher; mix with 
them one ounce of butter, one small teaspoonful of salt, half 
a saltspoonful of white pepper, a pinch of grated nutmeg, 
and the yolks of two raw eggs; pour the potato out on a 
plate, aud then form it with a k’nife into small cakes two 
inches long and one wide; lay them on a buttered tin,brush 
them over the top with an egg beaten up with a teaspoonful 
of cold water, and color them golden-brown in a moderate 
oven. 

Asparagus Rolls .—Boil the asparagus as usual in boiling 
salted water; when tender, cut tip the tops and all that is 
eatable, and warm over in milk, butter rubbed in flour, 
yolks of raw eggs beaten, a grate of nutmeg, and a small pinoh 
of mace—quantities regulated by the amount of asparagus; 
have some rolls with the crumb scooped out, having taken 
off the top crust, fill the cavity with the boiling asparagus, 
and place the top crust on at once; it must be managed 
quickly, so as to send to the table very hot. 

Baked Tomatoes .—Put into a baking-dish some tomatoes, 
nicely skinned; put upon each a small piece of butter, 
pepper, salt, and bread-crumbs. Let them bake slowly for 
one hour. 

DESSERTS. 

Whipped Cream. — 8 weeten a half pint of cream with some 
loaf-sugar which has been well rubbed ou the outside of a 
lemon, aud tlicn pounded. Put it into a perfectly clean cold 
bowl, aud add to it the beaten-up white of au egg. Take a 
perfectly cleap cold whisk, and whip the cream to a stiff 
froth, in a very cool place, or over ice. As the froth rises, 
lay it on a hair sieve, iu a cool place, to drain. It will be 
found very nice, served in jelly or custard glasses, to be 
eaten with fruit tarts. 

Devonshire Cream .—The milk—yesterday’s—is put into 
polished shallow tiu pans, over a low clear fire, quite free 
from smoke, and remains there, gradually heating, but never 
being allowed to boil, or to get any way near boiling, for 
about twelve hours, till the cream is ready to take off. It 
then lies in a kind of thick ring on tho top of the fluid, 
where it must remain untouched until the next day, when 
it will be skimmed off and put into jars, ready for sale. 

“Snowball *."—Soak some rice in milk till tender and 
ready for cooking, strain it, put in the centre of it some 
pared and cored apples with flavoring, (such as a clove, a 
piece of lemon-peel, and cinnamon), Tie them in ft cloth, 


boil them one and a quarter hours. Serve with melted 
butter and sugar. 

PRESERVES, JELLIES, BTC. 

Preserved Oranges.—Taka any number of oranges, and 
5 rather more than their weight in white sugar. Sightly 
l grate the oranges, and score them around aud around with > 

> a knife, bat don’t cut very deep; then put them into cold > 
\ water for three days, changiug the water two or three times 

$ a day. Afterwards tie them up in a doth, and boil them till 
| they are soft enough for the head of a pin to penetrate. 
i While they are boiling, put your sugar on tlie fire, with 

> rather more than half a pint of water to each pound. Let 

> it boil for a minute or two, and tlidn strain through muslin. 

| Put the oranges into the syrup till it jellies, and is of a nics 

> yellow color. Try the syrup by putting some to cool; it 
must not be too stiff. The syrup need not cover the oranges, 

| bat they must be turned, so that each part gets thoroughly 
j done. 

A Delicious Dish of Pears.— Ingredients: Six large baking 
| pears, half-pound of sugar, quarter of a pint of wine, eight 
i whole cloves, half a lemon, half-ounce of gelatine. Peel 
the pears, and cut them in quarters. Put them in a shallow 
dish, with sugar, cloves, and water enough to cover them. 
Stew in the oven till tender, but not broken. Take the 
pears from the liqnor, and put them into a dish for the table. 
To half a pint of the liquor add the gelatine, juice, and grated 
rind of lemon, and wine. Let these ingredients boil quickly 
for five minutes, strain the liquid worm over the pears, and 
set them in a cool place. When cool, serve on a glass dish. 
A few drops of cochineal may be added to the Jelly to improve 
its color. 

Green Grapes Preserved .—Pick them carefully, and rqject 
any that are injured; wash them, and to every pound of 
grapes allow three-quarters of a pound of sugar. Put the 
grapes into a preserving-pan, then a layer of sugar, then a 
layer of grapes. Boil on a moderate fire, stirring it all the 
time to prevent its burning; and os the grape-etonee rise, 
tak e them out with a spoon, so that by the time the ftuit is 
sufficiently boiled—about one hour—tho stones will all have 
been taken out. 


Peas (to Bottle ).—Put large and fully-formed peas Into 
bottles; cork very tightly with very good corks. Put them 
into a saucepan, with cold water tt» reach the necks of the 
bottles; and with some hay betweeu them to keep them 
from knocking, coyer the saucepan, and boil up the water; 
keep it boiling for three hours, adding more water as it 
evaporates. Take out the bottles when cold, cover the ootid 
with bottle-wax, and keep them In a cool place. 

TOILET. 


Tb Lessen the Appearance of Freckles .—Wash in freA 
buttermilk every morning, and rinse the face in tepid 
water; then use a soft towel. Freckles may also be removed 
•partially by applying to the face a solution of nitre and 
water. Another good wash for freckles is made by dis¬ 
solving three grains of borax in five drachms each of rose¬ 
water and orange-flower water. There are many remedies 
for freckles, but there is none that will banish them entirely, 
and tho above-named aids to their disappearance most he 
persevered with. It will be labor lost to apply them “ now 
and then." 

The Leaves of Geraniums are excellent for cuts where tlie 


\ 

t 


skin is rubbed off, and other wounds of the same kind. One 
or two leaves must be bruised and applied to the part, and 
the wound will be cicatrized in a short time. 


FASHIONS FOR JULY. 

Fia. i.—E veniko-Dhess, or Rubt-Oolored Surah Silk. 
The skirt is puffed in fronti with a narrow knife-plaiting 
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beneath each pall; and ie trimmed with two wide Uoe j 
flounce*. The train is laid in plait* at the back, and la \ 
on tri mm e d . The oorsage i* low in the neck, i* gathered \ 
into a long point in front, ie also pointed at the back, and J 
haa a bertito of white lace, ornamented with white roses. \ 
The panier ia alao trimmed, with white lace. 

Fio. ii.— Evening-Dress, or Warm Grenadine. The I 
nnlooped train ia edged with Spanish lace. The apron over- 
skirt ia of white grenadine. The under part of the ekhrt ia I 
of net, embroidered in gay colon with riik. The ouiraea > 
waiat ia pointed back and front. A pearl fringe edges the \ 
berth6, which ia embroidared ia colored silks. Long trails < 
of glycina and fox-glove ornament the drees. $ 

Fio. in.— Reception o* Evening-Dress. The skirt is ■ 
made of striped brocade silk, trimmed with a puffing and 
plaiting of rich brown ganze over brown silk. The puffing • 
and plaiting are aeparated by a row of lace. The corsage, \ 
which is cut square back and front, and high on the 
shoulders, ia long and pointed; and like the pauiers, Is of 
the brown gauze over brown silk. This drees Just touches j 
the ground, and the drapery at the back is of the brown < 
ganze. Trail of roeea on the left shoulder. j 

Fro. rv.— Reception ob Evening-Dress, or White Musun. j 
The underdraw ia of white silk. The deep kilted muslin \ 
flounce is edged with floe white embroidery. Fourembroid- \ 
ered raffles are placed above the kilted one. The panier ! 
and the puffed drapery at the back are of white spotted net 
The corsage rather high, cut Y-shape ia front, and deep, j 
especially at the back. Blue and white flowers trim the £ 
dress. 

F, °- —Dinnkb ob Evening-Dress, or Mauve Cb£pe de j 
Chi x£. The skirt is round, and trimmed with many rows j 
of imitation white lace. The apron front is ranch gathered, \ 
and ties in large loop and ebda at the back. It is trimmed < 
with the white lace. From beneath the apron front fall ■ 
long ends, which are gathered near the bottom, and tied to $ 
form kind of tassels, and ornamented with flowers. The [ 
close-fitting corsage ia open in front, and trimmed with J 
white lace. Short white-lace sleeves. j 

Figs. vi. and vii.—House-Dress, Front and Back, or \ 
Poxoee. The skirt is of brown silk, and is striped with the 
almond-colored pongee. At the bottom of the brown silk 
•kirt is a very narrow krffe-plrJtfog of brown silk. The 
pongee stripes form loops at the bottom. The bodice and 
paniers are of the phio pongee. The latter are gathered to 
the point in front, and terminate at the back hi a draped 
tunic. Teat of the pongee, striped with brown, and collar of 
brown silk. 

Fio. viii.—Walking-Dribs, or Plain and Striped Ba¬ 
tiste. The skirt is of the plain batiste, trimmed with 
plaited flounce*. The polonaiae is of the striped batiste, as 
are the three draperies, which are caught in the front with 
bows of wide ribbon. The bock is in the Princees style, and 
duaped in a cascade of puffs. The turned-down collar is of 
the plain batiste. Three-quarter sleeves, with long Swedish- 
leather gloves. Bonnet of white straw, trimmed with blue 
ribbon. 

Fig. ix. — Evxnino-Dresb, or Violet-Oolobed Surah, 
trimmed with imitation Mechlin lace. The round skirt 
baa three Hltings, headed in front with one deep kilting 
(tiling over a row of lace. Above this are two round apron 
taperies. In upright folds, and edged with lace. The bodice 
opens heart-shape in front, and la trimmed with a lace fichu, j 
•dged with lace, and falling to the waist. The sleeves are 
trimmed with lace. 

Fig. x.—Walkino-Drksb, or Chooolate-Oolored Striped 
Batekh. The plaited petticoat haa two plaited flounces of 
tbe same material, set on lengthwise; the lower one is 
bordered with a chocolate and white sateen of coin design. 

The^overskirt is gathered In the oeotTO and at the sides; it ( 


falls at the hack in narrow loops. Cuirass bodice, trimmed 
with the coin-design sateen. Brown straw bonnet, trimmed 
with a wreath of wild roses. 

Fio. xi.—Straw Bonnet, trimmed with a wreath of black¬ 
berries tod leaves. 

Fig. xn.—Ffcnu, or White CafpR, trimmed with imitation 
Atonpm lace and a red rose. 

Fio. xni.—H ouse-Dress, or Cream-Colored Nun’s-Yeil- 
ino. The skirt is trimmed with three kiltings, each edged 
with embroidery. The Princess bodice is draped panier 
fashion in front, and terminates In a full tunic and sash at 
the hack. The collarette Is formed of plaitings of the em¬ 
broidery. Tliis style would look very well in cotton or linen 
dresses, woven with bordering* aloug the selvages. 

Fio. xiv,—Straw Hat, trimmed with white lime, over 
which is laid wreaths of honeysuckle. At the back ia a 
large bunch of ribbon, in loops. 

Fio. xv.— Straw Bonnet, lined with brown, and having a 
crown of brown silk. The trimming is a bunch of dairies 
with grosses. 

Fio. xvi.—Round Hat, or Black Straw. The tumed-np 
brim is bound with black velvet, and the hat Is trimmed 
with a soft, loose band of very dark-red surah silk, caught 
with black velvet 

Fig. xvil—The Barberine Bonnet, or Tuscan Straw. 
The face is liued w ith brown velvet, and a band of the brown 
velvet passes aronud the crown. Trimming of sulphur- 
colored satin ribbon, and sulphur-colored feathers, shading 
toward a brown. 

General Remarks. —Cotton dreams are so beautiful in 
design and color that they are made up as fancifully, In 
many cases, as the foulards and more expensive goods. 
White dresses are unusually popular, and are made so 
elaborately, in many instances, that silks would be less ex¬ 
pensive: we now speak of nainsooks, cambrics, etc. Of 
course, white foulards, pongees, nun’s-veilings, etc., pay 
better for elaborate making. 

There is absolutely nothing new to record in the way of 
fashions. We give a large number of illustrations, and our 
Paris letter says all that is to be known on the other ride of 
the water. 


OUB PARIS LETTER. 

Rue des Petits Champs. 

Among the prettiest things out are the flower bonnets 
that are now so much in vogue. Unlike the wreath bon¬ 
nets, that war# worn some yean ago, this pretty variety of 
floral headgear has almost invariably a capote shape this 
season. Bonnets made of rosea are extremely fashionable 
for full-dress occasion*; they are either of dark crimson 
roses, or of the pale blush ones. These last, sometimes, are 
set off by a cluster of small curled ostrich feathers of pre¬ 
cisely the same hue as the flower*. Yery tasteful bonnets 
are made of cherry-blossom*; with a cluster of cherries at 
the ride. Vioiota, in the darkest shade of purple, are set off 
with a knot of pale-yellow daffodils. A very novel idea 
was to make the bonnet of bachelors’ buttons, with a clus¬ 
ter at one side of dairies, poppies, and wheat-ears. This 
grouping of field-flowers Is a good deal seen now, particu¬ 
larly on coarse straws of a marine-blue color. Bonnets 
composed of shaded, velvet ivy-leaves are shown, and others 
made of clover leaves with a fringe of dandelion buds and 
half-opened buttercups falling over the brim. 

Flowers are, In fact, extensively worn now in all sorts of 
ways, many elegant little adjuncts for tlpe toilette being 
formed of them. For instance, collar-necklaces of artificial 
flowers are shewn, to be worn with square-cut dresses. 
Some, of the prettiest are of small rosebuds, set between 


Digitized by 


Google 



86 


CHILDRENS IA8 3ION 8 


two rows of rery small leaves, a target half-opened rosebud 
being suspended in front, in the guise of a medallion. 
Daisies, edged with a slight fringe of gran, make a pr et t y 
necklace, and so do forget-me-nots. Shaded violets are em¬ 
ployed for half-mourning toilettes; they go well either with 
black or white dresses, but look best with the former. 
Enormously large single roses, without foliage, are em¬ 
ployed to loop the draperies of tulle or gauze ball-d re s ses, 
pale-pink or dark-red being used on white toilettes, and 
vivid crimson or gold-yellow on black ones. When the 
material is dotted with small white or black jet beads, the 
effect is especially charming. Fringes, formed of very large 
pendant rosebuds, are employed to edge the draperies on silk 
or satin dresses. One very handsome ball-dress, in black 
tulle and jet, that I was shown the other day, had a pyra¬ 
midal-shaped mask of variegated roses extending down one 
side of the train from the waist to the hem. 

Wash-dresses are now made up in a variety of very effec¬ 
tive styles. Some ef the new designs are excessively odd, as 
witness a trimming composed of a band of white cambric 
printed with a aeries of Kate Greenaway's little beroef and 
heroines* in their original coloring. This was need on a 
costume of marine-blue linen, made with a washerwoman's 
overskirt, a hand of dark-blue velvet being set above this 
novel trimming on the overskirt. It also formed the collar 
and culls of the corsage, which was made with shirrings in 
front and at the back. A very 'effective dress in 'percale 
is made by covering a short skirt with plaited flounces, in 
alternate breadths of pole-blue and pale-pink, so that the 
skirt presents a series of bfoad perpendicular stripes of 
the two colors. With this is worn a Watteau corsage and 
paniers, in very pale-blue percale, printed with tiny clusters of 
roees. The plainer percales show pin-stripes and pin-checks 
of black, or dark-bine, on a white ground, .and are made 
up with gathered flounces edged with narrow white lace. 
White muslin is coming largely into rogue again for sum¬ 
mer toilettes. 'A very pretty summer evening-dress for a 
young girl is composed of a short skirt of pale-pink or blue 
silk, covered from waist to hem with narrow gathered 
flounces of transparent white muslin edged with lace, and 
worn with a sursh square-cut corsage of the same color as 
the silk of the skirt. 

Morning-dresses are worn of all sorts of materials, from 
heavy brocade to cashmere. Some very dressy enes are 
made of satin-finished surah, tho shape being a Princess© 
cut, laid in large square plaits at the bac^ and at either 
side of the front, from the throat to the hem. Over this is 
draped, a very broad surah scarf, confined on one shoulder, 
forming a deep curve half way down the skirt, and caught 
up on the opposite side at the waist, where It fklls In two 
long ends. This style is very effective with the Princess© 
dress In one color, and with the scarf drapery in another 
that contrasts and yet harmonizes. Thus, a drees in plum- 
colored surah has the scarf in pale rose-pink. In pure 
white, without any admixture of color, these morning- 
dresses are especially elegant. For actual use are shown 
cashmere matinees, with half-long or short skirts to corre¬ 
spond. These are very elaborately made, and are trimmed 
with lace, or silk embroidery, blended with bows and ends 
and ruchings of satin ribbon, or else with Spanish lace and 
fnli puffings of surah. Sometimes the matinee has a deep 
vest of watered silk, the skirt having rovers of watered silk 
at the sides. Morning-dresses of rich brocade are cut Prin- 
cease, and fit the figure closely, in some instance, being 
trimmed down cither side of the front with full curved 
ruffles of Valenciennes lac® and knots of satin ribbon. 
These, however, are wrapp e rs only in name, being rather 
morning roceptjpn toilettes. 

Tory mnch ingenuity and grace is displayed in the loop¬ 
ing and draping of cashmere or tiunVVeiling toilettes. A 
long curved drapery, inr one instance, covered the whole of 
the skirt in front, starting from the waist at one and 


being met at the other by a pointed drapery, the beck being 
covered with graceful looping*. There to'also a good deal 
of taste mid ingenuity shown in varying the fashions and 
trimmings of short skirts without overskirts. I have seen 
one styta, with broad perpendicular puib of Mack surah 
alternating with flat stripes, of equal width, formed of rows 
of fine jet passementerie Set very closely together. 

Worth ia making up ekemi silks, with immensely large 
floweta on cream or pale gray backgrounds; these are com¬ 
bined with dark alata-Mua, or pale porcelain blue satins, and 
are trimmed with very wide silk embroidery. Be also em¬ 
ployed, with these silks, a new style of satin, plakled with 
lines of corded rilk of the seme tint as the satin. Heavy 
silk ganzea, with their patterns embroidered in jet, are made 
up for summer, dinner, or eveniug-dreeeee, over underskirts 
of taffeta, trimmed with fall pinked ruches of taffeta, alter¬ 
nated with ruches of lace, the overdress being trimmed with 
full flouaces of black lace, that fall over these ruches. The 
brocaded patterns, on these gauzes, that have the pattern 
embroidered over in jet, are various, comprising large round 
and oval spots, scattered rosebuds, stars, and arrows. 

Luct H. Hoopu. 


GHILDBSl'S FASHIONS. 

Fro. l—B oils Surr, or Bases Veivutkeh. The skirt to 
kilt-plaited. Hie waist is long and loose, and has a large 
sailor collar. The whole is trimmed with white gnipnre 
lace. Black straw hat, trimmed with velvet and a white 
feather. This suit would look vary well if made of dark- 
blue serge or cotton. 

Fie. n.—Y ouho Gran's Danes, or Gbat Satkeh, trimmd© 
with a broad gray bordering of sateen. The skirt baa two 
double flounces, plaited in groups, and edged with the gray 
border. Above these flounces falls a short overskirt, also 
trimmed with the bordering. The Princes waist, with its 
pointed fronts trimmed with the bordering, falls in loom 
drapery at the back. The body is rather loose at the waist, 
and has a narrow belt of the gray t rimm i ng . This latter 
alao edges the collar. • Gray straw hat, faced with blue velvet, 
and trimmed with a light-gray feather. 

Fro. in.—Limx Girl’s Damn, or Cottoh, Lumr, on Light 
Woolxh Matbbiau. The neck, which ia half high, has two 
gatherings and a simulated high chemisette is worn beneath. 
The long waist is gathered. The skirt is cot in festoons, and 
falls over a colored kitting* 


ous pVkditAimtG AGEfror. 

After many urgent requests, ire some thus since established a 
Purchasing Agency, and encouraged by the substantial recogni¬ 
tion that \as f60ov>«d our efforts to meet (he Wonts of person* 
wishing the beet selected goods from the XASTEmstaAKKXTB, at the 
lowest rwern, we again eaU attention lo our uheurpaeeed ad- 
vantage* for supplying E v Eh T T HI NG need m the HOUSE, to the 
entire satisfaction of aB who ftvot us with their orders. Special 
attention is given to every article bought; and the Ust inchtdm 
Ladies', Gentlemen**, and CMdren's Wear, Wedding Outfits, 
Infant? Wardrobes, Wedding, Holiday, and Birthday Pr esm ts , He. 

TV advantages gained by aU psretm* s e n di n g their orders to 
our Purchasing Agency have hem appreciated by the large number 
who have hem served Since U has been sstdblished, to the saving 
of menep, time, and toouMs. 

SampZrw >VaHtoiaM«i, <»«»% cka # 0 Mt|sd V’ B5 oamia. Cbvmlanare 
free to any one writing for them, oontaming full pardcsimt, and 
mode of doing business. Bemember eU are served, not only c«r 
mJbeoriben, but any em she in west qf goods or wearing append. 
Address afi c s m s n mdpu d ons for our Pmrchafing Agmqf to 

MRS. MARY THOMAS, 

P. 0. BOX MM, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


Digitized by v^.ooQLe 
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^BEATTY’S ®BEETHOVEN»ORGAN$* 



by other manufacturers. Fitted with steel Spring*, Music 
Pocket,Slicing Fall with Lock (nickel plated), Elegant lamp 
Stands, Nickel-Plated Foot-plates on f>edals, which never 
nxst or wear, besides 2 Knee Swells, Handles and Rollers 
for moving. With each Organ hereafter an elegant solid 
Organ Bench will be sent, free of charge. This Js far super¬ 
ior to the ordinary stool for Organ use and ll morn orna¬ 
mental, uwfuL Order direct from this advertisement. 
It has neon improved and perfected since first invented, 
and those who want music and not furniture, (although 
this case is very handsome), should order this Organ. 

Visitors Aro Always Welcome.—A FreeC«»ach with 
polite attendants, meets all trams. Five do liars ($5) allowed 
to P»7 your traveling expenses If you buy. 


Suitable for the Par 1 or, Chapel, Lodge, Church or Sabbath School. 

I announced, during the Winter months, that the price ment tor ONLY $90-00, which includes a beautiful) 


_ ring the Winter months, tha _ ^_ 

Of the Beethoven would be $1&5, oa and after May 1st. 
1888, on account of tho great rise in labor and material; 
but having recently largely increased my facilities ( 
building a switch-back railroad, so os to nandlo coal. 


(hUcli as 

.lumber 


Organ, and building and shipping them at the rate of over 
1,000 per month, 1 shall con tinue to sell the fell ow ing lostru- 


,____ which includes a beautiful Organ 

ench t Mu.lc Book, etc., soourcly packed, boxed and de- 
verod on board cars. Order now; f' -* 


; as the instrument can¬ 


not be sold at such figures for any great length of tlmo. 
Factory running day and night to fill orders promptly. 

Every BEETHOVEN sold Is a standing advertisement. 
If you will order ono,and give it a trial at your own 

* - it speaks f or itself. Thousands of 

received froa 


house, this is all I ask. 
testimonials have been i 


cm influential persons. 


Organ is manufactured from the choicest of 
nedand well selected Black Walnut.lt will stand 


This beautiful On 

thoroughly seasoned_ 

the test of any climate. It is elegantly proportioned, ornately 
carved, and lias fret and gold arabesque ornamentation. The 
case has a rubbed varnish finish, will not take the dirt or dost. 
Ills called 1 BEETHOVEN.' ‘is its musical e fleets uro tho 
most wonderfulyet producedafc any price.hence it Is 
named after the World’s greatest composer. The variety, 
expression, tone beauties and combination effects cannot [ 
be equalled by any other manufacturer at less than$4f>0. 

XVhi I Because the Patented Improvements arc my 
own and ns one else can build pu 
Organ on this plan. 

27 STOPS. 

a) Cello. 8 feet tone, (8) Melodla, (5) 

Clara bclla, (4) Manual Sub-Bass. 16 
feet tone, (5) Bourdon, 16 feet tone. 

(6) Baxaphone, 8 ft. tone, (7) Viola dl 
Gamba. 8 rt. tone. (8) Diapason, 8 ft. 
tone, (tiViola Dolce, 4 ft. tone, (10) 

Grand Expressione, 8 ft. tone, (11) 

French Horn, 8 ft. tone, (12) Harp 
jEoliun, (IS) Vox Humana, Tremu 
lant, (14) Echo, 8 ft. tone, (15) Dulci- 
ana, 8 ft. tone, (16) Clarionet, 8 
ft. tone, (17) Vo Lx Celeste, 8 ft. 
tone, (18) Vtolma, 4 ft. tone, 

(19) Vox Juhilante, 8 and 4 feet 
tone, (80) I’lccolo, 2 ft. tone, 

(21) Coupler Ilarmonlqus, (22) 

Orchestral Forte, (23) Grand 
Organ Knee Stop. (84) Right 
Knee Stop, (25) 

Valve Stop. (86) 

Right Duplex 
Damper, (27) Left 
Duo lex Damper. 

With grand and thrill¬ 
ing accessory and com* 
bination effects. 

This Organ contains 
10 full sots Golden 
Tongue Reeds, ar¬ 
ranged on a new and 

K tented plan surpass- 
ar all previous at¬ 
tempts at organ bull I- 
ing. It has Upright Bel¬ 
lows, with J sections, 
giving an increase of 
power over the usual 
style of bellows made 


0*1 IfyoutoantanOrgaA 
L I built on tho oldpla\ 

STOPS - 


with 8 to 11 Stops! 
stich as is sold byothA 
er makers, 1 can a udl 
will furnish them | 
for $30, $40,$50 


10 

MSets 

GOLDEN 

TONGUE 

REEDS. 


Automatic 


--•w to Order by M al I—Hcinttby Bank Draft, Post 
Office Money Order. Registered Letter, or by express, pre- 

K id. Beethoven Organs shipped same dav order is received. 

tisfaction absolutely guaranteed in every particular, or 
money promptly refunded with interest, if the instrument 
is not precisely ns represented, after one year’s use. Surely 
nothing can be fairer than this. Organ* built after the 
old plan, 8 to 11 Ptopa, only $80. $40. §50. Cathedral 
Church, Chapel, Parlor and Cabinet organs, $30 upwards. 
Pianofortes. Grand, Square and Upright, $125 to $1,600. 

If you cannot call and sec me personally, bo sure to 
order a Beethoven on one year’s trial, or send for Circulars. 
Illustrated Catalogue, and Quarterly Mid-summer 
Ediuoa, before you decide to buy elsewhere. 


AddreHor call upon DANIEL F. BEATTY, Washington, New Jersey. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS 



1 Mr *‘ TH0MPS0S! ’ S 

m |HBp‘WAVES.” 

* ~ The remarkable sorresa of 

WfcifcKiA3/r,itt f ~ this charming article of adorn- 
ment, la due *° the COIYVE.rY- 
WlMaiftL IFKCE. COMFOUT and I>E- 

CI»K» IWl’HOVED ,\PPF \:i. 
Ltaxi AKCE given to every wearer. Au al>- 

eolute NECESSITY to thnae wt o 
hare lost a portion of Ibdronce abundant 
i!£Wrlob3k?TM/. l’ hair—or to thoee who Wl«h to LOOK 
A yoENG— whose foreheads aro hlxh—■ml 
whow hair will n«t remain In rrlmp *, tns.U 
*p!lP:of natnril rnrlvhalr they cannot g'tout of wav. 

One cnA\n FEATimi w 

VMfV > /false WIG.LIKB appearance.ao EASILY 
SEE* in A EE OTHEH wav-s and crlmpv- 
$fW-- while the doing away with crimping p*ns and the 
danger of MJIXINC one's own hair 

lady who VALUES her personal beauty and the Opi AIO^S 
of lier friends. PRICES, from *0 to gtg ^.TIlOTyd^and Pray. 
ex‘ra'. Al<«. the tn-*t EL ERA RT AS«ORT»ECTjf 
SWITCHES from 63 to $o4>. GRAY HAin AN PE 
Cl ALTV. RemrmNr thy.e roodican O^EV JEFOUB 
at mr Headquarters. 32 E AST I 4TH 6T., N. Y. t 

Htmtm KU Chic» K o * So. O Troiplc Place, Bootoai 
170 West 4th Sin Cincinnati. Send for IIIuatrated Cat¬ 
alogue. Goods sent a O. D., with privilege of examination. 


UNITS IN THE VERDICT 
THAT THB 


PERFECT 


FITTING 


WOVEN 


CORSET 


f r/rnmm I *rw ».«« best » 

SHAPE, ELEGANCE, STYLE AND COMFORT. 

This being a woven corset, made in one piece, containing 
100 Bones woven diagonally in the body of the corset . 
retains its shape iimier all circumstances, 
at the same time yielding to all the motions of the wearer. 
This is the only corset manufactured that can make 
good this claim. It is a new invention of 

THE NOVELTY CORSET WORKS, N. Y. 

who are its sole manufacturers. EVERY LADY WHO 
HAS EVER WORN ONE. OR DESIRES A SHAPELY 
FIGURE, WILL ASK FOR AND 

Insist upon haring the 

Double Hip Perfect Pitting Woven Corset 

For sale by all dealers in the U. 8. Sent by mall, 
.post-paid, on receipt of price. 


OVER THREE-QUARTERS OF A MILLION IN 
STOCK TO SELECT FROM. 

All bought for cash, and told at lowest city pri¬ 
ces. Dress Goods,Silka, Shawls, Trimmings, Hos¬ 
iery, Upholstery, Fancy Goods, Ladies] Dresses, 

Wraps, Underwear, Ties, Laces Gen<s Furnish- 
inn Goods, Infants’, Boys’and Girla* Outfits, Ac. 
Correspondence solicited. 

Samples and Information free. 
aiSHOPVlSi* GUIDE” mailed free on 

* PI>UCa tio COOPER <£ coy A no, 

Kinth and Market Btreeta, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Tleasc say tchere you saw this adrertisemsnt. 


(Write for particulars; mention this publication.) 

An Age in Advance of all other Inventions. 

Front a single spool makes a seam stronger end more beau* 
tiful than by any combination of two threads. 

THE 


STANDARD 

I SILK 


WORLD, 


SELF-LOCKING HAIR CRIMPERS. 


OR "NO TENSION” SEWING MACHINE. 
Ladles careful of Health and appreciating the 
Best will now hare no other. 

WILLCOX & GIBBS S. M. CO., 658 Broadway, 
New York. 

£hi^dalp)aai 1457 Chestnut Street. 


Every lady should pos¬ 
ses *. Simple ; durable j 
salable; do perfect work. 
6 sample pairs, assorted 
sizes, 25c. Circulars free. 
Agents wanted. N * V 
England Novelty M fg 

Co., 24 Port laud Stfcet, 
Boston, Mass. 


, ' ' ' r ' 

- " * ‘' 
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BRITISH CUTLERY 
ASSOCIATION. 

CUTLERS TO HER 
MAJESTY. 



BIRMINGHAM, 
DURHAM, AND 
SHEFFIELD, Eng. 

AMERICAN ACENCY, 
30 Devonshire Nt-, 
BOSTON, MASS. 


TO THE AMERICAN PUBLIC. 


WotAko pleasura In calliii# y.lur attention lo our OKRaT SALK OF KX 1 RA HKaVY 3jLV HR-PLATED T ABLE (JUT- 
LKRY. Itsjlw* quality ; \tofine finish and Its extY*m-ly low pricks hs compared with goods olAmarlcan production. It tg con- 
c«d«d by all coin potent Judges tuat silver-plated goods ol English manufacture excel all others. We also call your attention to 
onr la test p roduc tion : _ 

THE ROYAL BRITISH CASKETS 

These 4 Caskets contain toe Kuuj- MolrinMdi Mst.^T se/^of'fi^2nd.—1 set or 6 Extra 
Heavy Silver-Plated Table Turk*. 3rd —1 let of 6 Extra Heavy Silver-Plated Table Spoons. 4tli — Idoxtu Extra Heavy Silver- 
Plated Tea Sperms. Tne wnolo of the al»ove »]| put up by u* In casketa and warranted equal to anything that can be produced 
In America. Look at the price I OrT" Only $3.85 to our Anuta only._es What we offer lor IS. 2ft are usually sold from g* to *12 
of American production, hence we DEFY COMPKTITION. Our Knlv— a-e ONE SOLID piece of metal of latret deaicn, 
WARRANTED to be the best shear finely finished, heavily plated with Nlckvl and over all heavily plated with pure Coin 
Bilotr. Our Porks, Table Spoons, and Tea Spoons are beautifully eugiaved and plated heavflv with pure Ootu Silver and llnlahed 
very finely. Our Rood* for durability,quality, and fine finish cannot be excelled- hence we ask all. why do you 
use cheap and uii wholesome looking Table Cutlery when yon can pr-wrum such elegant goods of us, at such reasonable prices. 
People wonder Ijow It Is we can produce such flue good* at such low prices ; to tula we say to all, that It la universally known 
that there la no place where Cutlery can be produced ao cheap, for its quality,as In Great Britain : therefore oui patron* receive 
all the benefits and low prices derived from Foreign manufac ture, by purchasing direct ol na. We alao want AgmU to intro¬ 
duce our goods, and to such we offer unparalleled inducements. Agent* who arc working foi us are making $» to $20 per day. 
Aa ao Inducement to all tlioee who will engage In the sale of onr goods, we will reiund or discount the price of the First Casket 
Ordered from the amount when such person has ordered or sold for us goods to the amount of 116-25- Thereby Agents will 
readily see tbat-we actually give an outfit FRKK to A-jenis to commence bnsiness. and by lids method none can but meet with 
success. The success attending our KNOBMOUS sales. East, West. North, and South, every where, has never been equaled 
In the history of trade. We WARRANT our goods. We have CONFIDENCE In them. As our business extends throughout the 
U. 8. and Canada, and to parts almost inaccessible, there may be those who d»ubt onr responsibility or the quality ef our goods. 
For their benefit, we respectfully refer all to those who come in contract with us daily in the discharge of our business, the Agents 
of the several Express Companies, auch as American, Adams, Wells, Fargo A Co., Usitkd State# A Canada, Despatch, 
Erik and Nkw Knoland, and the Post Ofiice authorities of Boston, Ac. If after you order goods and you do not get a reply us 
soon aa you think yon ought, don’t get uneasy, but write to us and we will give the matter immediate attention. In writing to 
na always be careful to write your full name, Poet Office Address, Countv and Stale, plainly, and nearest Express Office. 

Always send Poet Office Money Orders, Begbulned L?tte?s*^iwlts on nPi? or Boston, made payablo to us, plainly addressed. 
Always Bend tnrongb the malls, bills when convenient, when not. ope cent postage stamps, as coin la liable to get lost iu the 

BR'TISH CUTLERY ASSOCIATION, . 

20 Devonshire St., Boston, Mass-, U.S.A. 

___ OvriCK or BRITISH COTLFBY ASSOCIATION. 


NOT GrOOD AFTER OCTOBER 31, 1302. 



43,616 Certificate. Only Ons Casket of Samples smt at reduced 

price on each Certificate. 

TO irno.v IT MA r CONCERN: 

This is to certify that on receipt or this Certificate, together with Ox* Dollar and Trn Cxvts, or 
One Dollar and Ten Cents worth of Postage Stamps, to help pay for postage, packing, registering. Ac.. 

_ WB hereby agree to forward to any address In the D. S. or Canada, prepaid, free of charge, and guarantee 

Ita safe destination in good order, an Agent's full outfit, a Royal British Caak-t of Samples of Pine Extra Ileavv Silver 
Plated Table Cutlery Ac BRITISH CUTLERY ASSOCIATION. 

Remember, we will not furnish the Above-mimed Packet for One liolUr anti T»*n Ceuts 9 ouleea acconipMiiimi l»y ihli 
Certificate. Tbia Certificate la void alter October 31st, lsd2, aud will not bo accepted in auy case lor more than on. 
Sample Casket Rent to the same address. 


Kind ROfldOr ! We take pleasure In giving full particulars of our goods and sincerely hope you may 1-e benefited 
thereby. A* we «iesire to have onr g'*oda Introduced In your locality at once, directly from -ua, or tinongh our Agent, pleuso 
send ns One Dollar A Ten Cents and Certificate attached to this Adveitlsemeiit, a little mot e than the artnal cost ol postage, packing, 
registering, Ac., with the bop* that you will either accept an Agency, or proenre ns a good reliable Agent to introduce onr goods. 
Therefore, we hops that none of our friends will seek to take advantage of us by procuring our goods upon this Certificate offer 
without returning ua the favor by assisting us to make sales. If you send for Caak-t of samples, we Guarantee that an 
Agency at onr hands will pay you better and be more satisfactory than any business in which you can engage, as our goods nro 
staple and sell at every house. If you cannot act aa our agent, please try and secure us a reliable Agent In your vicinity. 

Remember, we make this offer lu order to have on- goods introduced, and for provit we depend entirely on luture sales. 
This method la a first-class way for an Agent to commence a profitable business. 

If you cannot act as agent or secure us an agent, you can help us to make sales In yonr locality by having one of onr Caskets 
Of samples and showing It t » your neighbors and friends and trlling them the prices. Now don’t Imagine or class our Reliable 
House with the hundred of swindlers that a warm the country to-day. If after you lend and get a Casket of samples of Cutlery 
and yon do not flud everything as we represent, do not hesitate hut return the goods and we will refund you your money. 

Therefore, you see we recompense you splendidly for any and all favors you show us. Hoping to receive an early reply, and 
that you will see best to take advantage of Ihli E-ctraordlna y Offer, wo beg leave to remain. Very truly yours. 

BRITISH CUTLERY ASSOCIATION, SO DxvoNSMDtB 8t., Boston, Mash., U. S. A. 


BEATTY’S OSOAN3 » 27 $90. Pianos $123 np. I 

- Factory running day and night. Papers 

fr-e. Addivsa DANIEL F. BEATTY. Washington, N. J, 1 


AGENTS ®lO free: lilDKOUT & CO., 10 


(’an now gru.spn fortune. Outfit worth 
8110 free. HIDEOUT Jb CO., 
Barclay Street, New York. 



4arJHrT£XE2 BESTa-^ 

WASHER 

We will guarantee the “LOVELL” WASHER to 
do better work and do it easier and in less time 
than any other machine in the world. Warranted for 
five years, and if it don't wash the clothes clean with¬ 
out rubbing, we will refund the money. 

AfSCAITC WAUTCn in every county .Wo can 
AW. II I 0 Wf APB I CU show proof that Agents 
are making from $75 to $150 per month. Farmers 
make $200 to $500 during the winter. Ladies have 
great success selling this Washer. Retail price only 
#5. Sample to those desiring an agenev Also the 
Celebrat d KEYSTONE WRINGERS at manufact¬ 
urers’ lowest price. We invite the strictest investiga¬ 
tion. Send usyour address on a postal card for further 

particulars. LOVELL WASHER CO., EUS, Pi. 

Digitized by boogie 
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GRAEFENBERG 

Cure Headache, Malarial 
Diseases, Biliousness, Indi¬ 
gestion, Nervousness and 
General Debility. 

BOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 

25 CENTS PER BOX. 

PILLS 


B OOKS OH BUILDING, Painting, Decorat- 

lug, etc. For 1882, eighty-page Illustrated Catalogue. 
Address, enclosing three 3-ccnt stamps, WILLIAM T. 
COMSTOCK, G Astor Place, 3 doors oast of Broadway, N. Y. 

NERVOUS DEBILITY and weakness, “Wells’ Health 
Reuewer ” is the greatest remedy. Druggists, 91. 


SO tlrfotl ■»* CkromoCarda lOe. 14 pk*4l 
J1 1 lM^AgU. mak«* SO prr cent. Plva** *.*ad SO« for Agent'* 

I IS^AIbia of *iwnulr», Pr»»tB« LSt ke. Blank tardt at 
NOH1H1 URL) 1 AH1> WQHfcB, Aorlkford^o* .. 

H f\ Ckrotno, Motto, Hvnd <f Bouquet fhrtU, with name, 10c. 
OU Sample Look, 25c* Frauklin Pr't’g Co^ New Haven, CL 

30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE! 

We send free on 80 days’ trial Dr. Dye*a Electro- 
Voltaic Belts and other Electric Appliances TO 
MEN suffering from Weakness, Impaired Health, 
and Kindred Troubles. Also for Rheumatism, 
Liver and Kidney Troubles, and many other dis¬ 
eases. Speedy cures guaranteed. Illustrated Pamphlet 
free. Address 

VOLTAIC BBLT CO., Marshall, Mich. 


LADIES! 

Newtro-Pltlene. only hair solvent knave. Per* 
mane nil yditeol yet ao|(erfluoua hr\lr, roof and branch, 
in flTcmliiuu-fc.wicAoufjNUn ditcolorationor injury 
“Oleepntra’n Keeret” quickly develop* ib* figure 
to proportion* of perfect nature. >Urml«tl. Always auc* 
eeaaful. Bend 2 a lamp* for j (articular*. Tmb Wnxrox 
Chemical PtiriUTtoM Co.. 602 Spruce Bt. Phlla. Pa. 


SMOKING SET, The Gem Cigarette maker, Finger Cigar 
ette Holder, and Book of pure rice paper, all mailed for 40c. 
lnstampe. Circular free. IVES Sc CO., Mfrs., New Haven, CL 


A ** or W eolc c * n ^ in any locality. Some* 
(DClf thing entirely new for agents. $5 outfit free. 
G. W. INGRAHAM & CO., Boston, Mass. 


A KEY / -THAT 
wIllwind..^ anv watch 


OINTMENT 

1201 

__affected. 8wayneV Ointment »uro , 

cure. Also tor Tetter, Blotche*. uil 8kIn Diseases. Ill * 

SOLD BY AL L DRUGGISTS. _ 1 W c 

JOSEPH (ritLOTTS 
* STEEL^* PENS. 


■ 

of choice *amplc» *6e. Elepant premium* given of 
Gold Ring*. A extra Wlver Plated ware,(notUa»h) 
rommWton paid art'* fall particular* with aach order. Bl'k 
Card* at wbuleMle. STAR' I'JtlKTUiti Co. North ford, Ct. 


O A Fine White GoId-F.dge Cards, name on lOc. Sample 
OU Book 2- r »c. F. M. 8I1AW & CO., Jersey City, N. J. 

i A Tisrge Cliromo Cords, no two alike, with name. 10 
4:1" cents Postpaid. G. I. Hekd Sc Co., Nassau, N. Y. 

Cold Medal, Paris, 1878. 

1 9 The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 332, 
351, 170, and his other styles. 

, Sold throughout the World. 


S UPERFLUOUS HAIR. Madame Waicbold’e Specific 
permanently removes Superfluous hair without injuring 
tlie skin. Send for a circular. Madamo Wambold, 34 
Sawyer Street, Boston, Mass. 

T q/Itt I danfn Can secure permanent employment with 
Emily nft“Ulo gt mm] salary selling Queen City Fkirt 
and Stocking: Supporter*,etc. Sample outfit Free. 
Address, Queeu City Buspeuder Co., Cincinnati, 0. 


“THE BEST” “2,S“S8 


FLAVORS. 


Pure, Rich MnfoWN^Erfmrfao/Choicefit Fruit*. 

I nequaied m Delicious Purity and hretU blrtngUu 


Digitized by 


Google 
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T. B. Peterson & Brothers New Boohs 

WSTCopies of any of the fillovnng new and popular books will be sent to any one, at onee, 
per mail, post-paid, on remitting their price to T. B. Peterson &• Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa. 

NEW AND GOOD BOONS—PETERSONS' SQUARE 12 MO, SERIES, 

Camille ; or, The Fatecfa GbqueUs. By Alexander Dam— Mrs. Mdybum'* Tufas. By Author of “Helen’s BsK»" 
The Bridal Moc. By Mrs. Sauni D. 3. N. Booth worth. Melon's Babies. With Illustrated Cover and Portraits. 

A Fascinating Woman. By Madams Edmond Adam. Berthcts Baby. With Illustrated Cover and Portraits. 

La Fanstin. A Life Study. By Edmond de Gonooart. The History of a Parisiennt. Octave Fealllet's New Book 
Monsieur Ls MbUstre. Jnlee Claretle’s Great NoveL Zonk?% inheritance. A Tale of Russian Life. ByGrevtUe 
Mysteries of the Court of Louis Napoleon. By BmUe Zola. Saoelfs Mspiatton. A Russian Story. By Henry Grevllle. 
fPInninp the Battle: or. One Ctrl in Ten Thousand. Lucie Sodey. A Society Novel, by Henry Qrevllle. 

The Fatal Marriage. By Mrs. Emma D. E. N. South worth *Dounutf. A Russian Story. By Henry Grevllle. 

The Initials. A. 1 By The Baroness Tsotphosua. Botme-Marie. A Love Story. By Henry Grevllle. 
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The Markets qf Paris. A NoveL By Emile Zola. Miss Orespigny. A Love Story. By Mrs. Burnett. 
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R. H. M ACY & CO. 

14th. Street, 6th Avenue and 18th Street, 




Our Establishment bow fata .t frontage of 207 feet on Sixth Avenue, 125 feet on 14th Street, 
and. 125 feet on 18th Street* '< • 

The Above out represents the Exterior as it will appear when all our alterations are completed, 
and which o r o b ein g p us h e d f orwar d ne rapidl y as possible. 

The First and gqconsbfoors, together with one-half of the Basements, are used as Salesrooms; 
the Third and Fourth floors are devoted to reserve stock ajul for manufacturing purposes, the latter 
being a very*important feature of r our business. All our manufactured Goods come directly from 
the work rooms tp the counters, where they are sold at prices which are but a very, moderate 
advance over our cost of manufacture, thus saving to our customers all oommiaaiona and Jobber’s 
profits. Our faoilities in this respect are superior to those of aqy other dry goods firm in this 
country. 

Our store floor covers an area of 129,875 square feet, and. the whole establishment is most 
admirably lighted, and perfectly ventilated. 

The Ventilating apparatus is undoubtedly the most.perfect now in use, sudds the only one in 
operation in the United States. By a system of valves operated by compressed air forced through 
them by an immense air-pump, 1,200,000 cubic feet of air is changed every hour, the pure sir 
being forced in and the foul air drawn out of the buildings, thus making the sanitary condition of 
our store absolutely perfect. - t • -• ••'■ 

The pplicy of tbic house has always been, and is* to pqychaae for Out We are, therefore, 
enabled to purchase at home and abroad directlv from^the manufacturers at the lowest market 
rates, saving all trade discounts, which are invariably given to our customer. 

Particular attention is given to all Order* $y and our patrons can rely upon getting 
goods promptly at the exact prices at which they are sold over Our counters. 

Our Spring mn fr Sumer Oatalogve for 188)1 isnwnr wady, «l -will he mailed free upon 
application. - . . - - /. •' 

EL H. MACY & CO. 
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No. 2. 


A ROMANCE OF A CUNARDER. 


BY MARY V. RPBJfCKR. 




LHE great Cunarder had left her dock, 
hardly an hour before, and already she was off 
Sandy Hook, with a fresh breeze blowing from 
the westward. Most of the passengers had gone 
below, in order to arrange their cabins for the 
voyage; but a few still lingered on deck; and 
among these was Blanche Mortimer. 

What detained Blanche was a yacht-race, 
which was going on, in full view, before her. 
Half a dozen of the fleet were forging ahead, in 
almost os many positions: this one with the 
breeze on its quarter; others with it well aft; a 
third just gone about; another shaking in the 
wind. Far off, a great square-rigged Indiaman 
was standing in shore. The sparkle of the water 
in the sunshine, the swift motion of the yachts, 
the bracing and exhilarating breeze, flushed the 
cheek of the fair girl, and kindled her eye into 
even more thkii its wonted brilliancy. 

‘•Pm not surprised Clyde Aylmer is so fond 


of yachting,” she said, to herself. 4 * Think of the 
excitement of the struggle, and the hope of possi¬ 
ble victoiy. I wonder which boat is his. It 
was entered for this race, I know.” 

Now, was it not rather odd, that, even to her¬ 
self, Blanche admitted that she took any interest 
in Clyde ? For though he had been assiduous in 
his attentions to her, all the winter, she would 
have nothing to say to him, except as a mere 
acquaintance. Yet he was handsome, well-born, 
rich, accomplished, unexceptionable in every 
way. But all girls, it is said, are perverse; and 
Blanche was no exception to the rule. Perhaps, 
if Clyde had been less earnest, she would have 
been more yielding. As it was, she said: “ Were 
he a brother, I should adore him; but for a 
lover, never.” For Blanche had certain romantic 
notions; and expected in a lover a Paladin, and 
not a prosaic, nineteenth century gentleman, no 
matter how eligible. 

( 109 ) 
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“Oh! do look/’ said Blanche’s companion: • moment, I withdrew my yacht; and chose, 
her little six-year-old sister. “Why, dare is j instead, to go to Europe. 1 suppose,”—gaily— 
Mr. Kide. I t’ou’t you said he was in one of j “ a man may, sometimes, change his mind, 
dem little ships.” j Ladies do it, every day.” 

Blanche started, in surprise, but immediately \ . “ Some do,” replied Blanche. “ But others,” 
rallied. What woman is long embarrassed? \ —meaningly—“never; and I am one of the 

“You make me think you have a double,” she j latter. Come, Gracie, we must go down and 
said, as Clyde came up. “I supposed you were j look after mamma.” And with a civil bow te 
in the race: I knew your yacht was entered for ; Clyde, she disappeared. 

it; and presto! here you are.” > “ Cold, cruel, heartless as ever,” was our hero’s 

“Like a Jack out of a jumping-box. Yes, I remark, as he watched her go below. “What 
am to be a fellow-voyager with you. At the last } a bore,” was Blanche’s soliloquy: “I thought 1 



i 

i 

i 

1 

i 


was safe, for the summer, at least; and here he > 
is, as disgustingly perverse as ever.” j 

The next morning found the steamer on the 
edge of the Gulf Stream, with a stiff breeze; 
blowing “ half a gale,” as the captain called it. 
The decks presented a curious spectacle. They 
were not thronged, as they had been the evening j 
before, when, after the four o’clock dinner, j 
everybody had been out cloying the fresh, salt 
air. A few gentlemen, indeed, who were har- j 
dened voyagers, were promenading. Even two j 
or three ladies were to be seen; but they were 
half sitting, half lying; and more than one had 
a woe-begone aspect, impossible to describe, yet 
infinitely suggestive. But nine-tenths of the j 
passengers were in their berths. Blanche, how- J 
ever, was up; and was promenading the deck 
with Grace. She wore a tailor-made dress, of: 
navy-blue habit-cloth, that fitted to a charm her j 
exquisite figure; and made Clyde, who had been j 
watching for her appearance, more madly in love j 
than ever. \ 

“ Ah! good-morning, Mr. Aylmer,” she said, \ 
coolly, as he hurried Up. 


“ Good-morning. I am glad to see you looking 
so well.” 

“Oh, I am always well at sea. Of oourse, 
you, as an old yachtsman, are so, too. Both ps 
and ma, I regret to say, are under the weather.” 

“So sorry. But, take care;” for, at that 
moment, a tremendous wave struck the steamer, 
and Blanche was nearly thrown from her feet. 
“ Pray, take my arm.” 

“No, thank you,” replied Blanche. “I can 
do well enough. I suppose that is what, you 
nautical men call a header. But, Grade, I'm 
afraid mamma will think this too dangerous for 
you. Let us go down to her. Good-day, Mr. 
Aylmer.” 

And so, day after day, it went on. Whenever 
Clyde appeared, Blanche found an excuse, after 
a civil word or two, to go below. Now it was 
that she must “ see how mamma was getting on 
now that “Grade must have her lunch;” now 
one thing, now another. And her little sister 
was always with her. “Of set purpose,” said 
Clyde, savagely, “I’ve no doubt.” 

One day, however, Blanche appeared on deck 
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danger. But first, l will get my scarf; it is 
colder than I thought.” 

She re-appeared, almost immediately. Clyde, 
seeing that remonstrance w:us in vain, helped her 
up the steep stairs: a feat of some difficulty, as 
the ship yelled ip it' she Would almost turn over. 

With some difficulty, too, he assisted her to a 
seat, in the centre of the deck, half way between 
the smoke-stack and the wheel. 

The view was, indeed, magnificent, as Blanche 
had said. As far as the eye could see, the ocean 
* :hout Urncie. It was a wild morning, blowing was white with foam. The enormous waves rose 
Isuost a gale: not ft day to risk bringing a child and fell against the sky line, living mountains of 
»n deck. Even Blanche lmd been urged to stay water, 
in the cabin. But she felt that she must breathe “Superb,” cried Blanche. 

< fresh air. if only for a few minutes, even “Yes,” answered Clyde. “ And we are going 

■ngh she should meet Clyde alone. like a race-horse. See how fast we are dropping 

She met him, almost immediately. At the the ship, off yonder.” 
llU flutter of her dress, he was at her side. She There was ft pause. Then Blanche said, 
t‘"»ld not go in, at once: that would have been glancing archly up at him, “IIow about the 
' r *> rude; so they stood together, chatting, and danger, Mr. Aylmer? Why will you insist that 
looking out over the stormy prospect. A ship, we women are all cowards?” 
with reefed canvas, was ploughing through the “ I never did.” 

seas, about a mile distant, in the foreground “Never did? What, not downstairs? Well, 
wa* a bit of wreck, tossing on the swell. I’m sure you looked it. Looked as if you de- 

“What a grand sight,” cried Blanche. “But spised us.” 
it must be even grander up on the hurricane- The effrontery of this accusation took away 
•leek, for that commands a view of the whole ' Clyde’s breath, for a moment. Then he pulled 
Portion.” * ; himself together, and said: 

“But it is dangerous on a day like this, and j “ Despise you? There are some—” his voice 
*hh the ship rolling as she does. I would.not , fairly trembled, he was so earnest—“ there are 
1° op, if I were you.” j some women,” he repeated, with emphasis, “ that 

Now Blanche had not thought of going up; but J so far from despising, I could worship—” 

*t this, with the perversity of her sex, determined j “Oh, what a heathen,” interrupted Blanche. 
t0 ^°it. | with a saucy air, determined to prevent serious 

’* men always think,” she said, “ that you ; talk. “ Worship—” 
k ,ve a monopoly of courage. I shall go up, of j But she did not finish the sentence, for at that 
fctorse: all rhe more, because there is a apioc of; moment, a sudden gust, fiercer than any before. 
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whirled the scarf off her shoulders, and sent it 1 on until a boat could be sent to pick him up. 
flying toward the side of the ship. \ The steamer, meantime, had to be put about, so 

“ My scarf, my scarf,” she cried. “ Catch it, j as not to leave him too far astern, 
do, before it is too late.” j The mighty ship, obedient to her helm, swuu^ 

Clyde did not stop to think of risks. He \ around ; the quarter-boat rattled from the davit*; 
rushed after the fast vanishing wrap; came up • and'the crew leaped in. Such enormous masse* 
to it just as it was disappearing over the side; ; as a first-class Cunarder cannot, however, be mu- 
clutched at it; and had actually caught it, when \ uoeuvred in the compass of a mill-pond; so that 
the steamer* at that instant, gave a sudden and she had made a circuit of nearly a mile before 
tremendous lurch, which jerked him off his feet, she headed in the right direction.' Then the boat 
He stumbled, staggered, and was precipitated j was suffered to touch the water, where it rose 
headforemost over the netting, and into the i and fell like an angler’s cork; the men let fall 
angry sea below. j their oars; and the tiny little craft went shooting 

Blanche, as she saw him disappear, sprang away, propelled by a dosen powerful rowers, 
from her seat with a wild shriek, and would s By this time, the decks were alive with pns- 
hftve rushed to the side and been herself perhaps } sengers. 

a second victim, if a sailor, who happened to be ) “ Can you see him?” cried one. “ Where is 

near, had not darted forward and arrested her. ' he?” wild another., “Oh, will he ever be able 
All at once, she had 
become aware not 
only of her folly in 
going upstairs, but 
of the faet that it 
was more than sis¬ 
terly affection wliioh 
she felt for Clyde. 

The scales had fallen 
from her eyes. In 
the terrible revul¬ 
sion, she fell back, 
in a dead faint; and 
in that condition was 
carried down to her 
mother. 

Meantime, (he 
look-outs had seen 
the catastrophe. 

“Man overboard,” 
shouted one. “Man 
overboard,” echoed 
another. And so the 
terrible cry went 
around the ship. 

“ Whereawny ?” 
shouted the officer 
of the deck. 

“ On the lee-quar¬ 
ter.” 

“Cut away the 
life-buoys. Stand 
by, ready to lower,” 
he cried, “ the lee- 
quarter boat.” 

The only chance 
that Clyde had was 
to swim to one of 
the. buoys, and hold. 
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to live through it,” cried a third, a woman’s 
voice this time. 

“ I saw him, just now, on the crest of a wave, 
sir,” said a look-out, to the officer/Of tjhe depkv 
The latter was holding on by the stays, scanning 
the horizon. a 

“Whereaway?” he answered. 

“ Hereaway, Veil teteirm” And he pointed to 
the place. 

Every eye Was turned instantly in that direc¬ 
tion. Sure enough, far off, a black speck was 
visible, now appearing, how disappearing, as H 
rose and sank on the tumultuous mid . 

“ I see him,” cried an eicitablc passenger. 
u He has got a llfe-prfeterver.*’ 

“ How gallantly the boat breasts the warres^? 
said another. “Ah, it is swamped. Net it re¬ 
appears. But that nett wave will drown them 
alii No, It rides Safely. ‘Hurrah ! f * 

The excitement was Undontroilable. The sp4o- 
tabors, regardless of the surges that Woke oVer 
the sides ccfttihuMljr', held on as best’they Could. 
Every eye was tiled, breathlessly,'on the hbatl 
“It has nearly reached him: they are 

swept past. Great heavens, he has gone trader. 
Ah, there he is ogtfiU. How 'bftrtbly he fights 
the Beas.” These Snd Other eicUmations were 
heard every moment, Y ' ' 

At last, a gigantib Wave rcfee up against the 
horizon; the sWimhtar disappeared behind ■ it'; 
the boat followed. Minute after minute passed, 
yet neither came in sight agafii. At/ l&t 1 dhedr, 
distant and faint; but unmistakable, 'Succeeded, 
at the end of an foterffiihable intertal. 


“ They have him, they have him,” broke from 
a dozen voices. “Yes, there they come, rising 
: on that wave. Hurrah 1 hurrah!” 

In that, wild hurrah, everyone joined, even the 
officer. For there, sure enough, a mile or more 
; away.ithe boat was seen heading for the steamer, 
with Clyde conspicuous, even at that distance, 
standing <up. and mating a seMf. 

Blanche and Clyde did not meet till evening. 
Whfen they Uid> it was in the twilight, in the 
ladies’ smaller cabin, where, far a few momenta, 
they were alone. Blanche was > no longer the 
jesting, half Snpevtslious belle r she was humble, 
and a* deprecating a* 4 giri of sixteen. 

“ What lens I say S” she murmured, as she 
locked«upi into his fane. “ My folly nearly cost 
yon your life.” • 

“day nothing*” wns his reply; and he took 
her hand; and raised it reverently tb his lips. 
“ Say nothing; if it is only gratitude you feel.” 

stammered Blanche; her faoe 
dyed iw blushes, “ if it is not, if I—” 

He cttd not wait for her to finish the aentepee; 
but as she 'hesitated; tembarraaeed, clasped her in 
hiB arms. Then, seeing she did not resist; he 
drew heir to biin, With a long, passionate, kiss. 

: “ Ah i I find I have loved yon all winter,” 
murmured Blanche; at last, alter a world of 
prcrteethitons and questions on the part of Clyde. 
And she hid her face on his shoulder* “I 
fancied I cored for you only as a brother, but it 
-was more.*’ 

And so, happily for all parties, ended this 
Bdukhcs' o# ii. CovhBimfcw 

j. * . » * r - i: •, 



TO FLOWERS SENT ME .BY 4 FRIEND jIN ENGLAND. 

rf MiKnw fKrtftb'j 


Oh, bnncfi of April flowers, that grew 
In far-off Dorset's shn and de#: 7 ‘ 

When my own skied were dark wlttrftiti. 
You came to me across the cabin. 

You cfune, t and ^roi^ght b^fore iny^^s , 
The blue and gold of English skies; 

I blessed the hand abrcUs the sc^ 

That gathered you U send tome. 

Oh, hyacinth, in solitude 
For- me you opened in t^e wood; r 
And violet, and prihii-ose bright 
’Twas-sB for ttm you sought the UgiS.v 
And you, my blue forgetana-njot,’ 

By rae alll never be forgot; 

Nor yet the hand across the sea, 

That gathered yon, svrectflower, for me. 
Tol. LXXX1I.—8. 


‘1 would thatt t might walk Whetd firM 
' ’ Ybhr green buds from the dbTk earth burst; 
’ And wiWmy &igHab frifi^mlfht Mar 

TO® skyJarljWn^hWeflthem pfce*. . 

rj , ^ f Afy little blossoms, I behold ' 

Your dnipty tints of tine and gold; ' ’ 

- ' " ’ And yet; Slaa I I can not see 

The hand fall gathered you for me. ; 

Full many a wave foams up between 
My purple bills, his fields of green; 

Yet b’tir them mfaly to cm rm; 

The atately ahwoWrt oome and go. 

it mg£ tjtyf Ifere beaide 
My native Hudson’s silver tide, 

I, on some happy day, will see 
1 The friend 4rhp gathered you for me. 
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BT BIDK1T TRITOK. 


“Oh I what is this? I thought you was in 
bed. I am ashamed of you, I am." 

The speaker was a smartly-dressed bonne. The 
scene was a private dining-room, at a Pyrenean 
hotel. The meal had long been over* as was 
seen by the deserted look of the table ; and the 
apartment was entirely deserted, except for the 
presence of a wilful-looking little <givl of t six or 
seven years old, seated uu a chair, in quite-a 
deshabille. Apparently, indeed, she had jumped 
out of bed, as some sudden thought had struck 
her; and had made her way to the dining-room* 
regardless of let convenances. Evidently, too, it 
was the prospect of unlimited fruit and cake 
which had tempted her. She was now, to judge 
by her attitude, quite satisfied with her wtjrk. 
She had turned away from the table, with a sigh, 
surfeited, just as the nurse entered. 

“Oh, is that you, Teresa?” she said, coolly. 
“I knew there would be nobody here, as yet; 
and that yon, with the rest, Would be gusiling 
downstairs; so I thought I might as well have a 
good time myself.” i* 

44 What will Sir Arthur say when he hears of 
it? He’ll think you’re a pretty mew,” contemptu¬ 
ously, 44 won’t he?!* 

“Who cares for what Sir Arthur thinks? 
He’s only a year or two older than myself, and a 
boy; and boys never know as much as girls.” 

There were two families at the hotel, having 
this private dining-room in common; the parents 
of our young rebel being one, and Sir Arthur 
and his establishment bring the ether. Sir 
Arthur was an orphan, and immensely rich ; or 
would be when he came of age, for he was now 
only a child, scarcely nine years old. He had 
already conceived, however, a passionate attach¬ 
ment—or thought he had—for his little play¬ 
mate: this wilftil, # prctty, irresistible “Mees.” 

The next day, Teresa, at the children’s 
dinner, ventured to reprove her charge for 
wishing to have more than her share of grapes, 
and whispered that ehe would tell Sir Arthur of 
the escapade of the night before, if “Mees” 
Helen did not mind. 

44 Tell, if you dare,** retorted mademoiselle. 
44 Go back there to your flirting with Monsieur 
Duclos, at the door, and leave us alone. This 
doesn’t concern you.” j 

44 Don’t it ? Why, it’s only half an hour since 1 

(H4) 


you mad# little monsieur here weep with your 
caprices,” retorted the nurse.' 

44 Impossible,” pronounced the tiny coquette, 
reaching a plump little arm about Sir Arthur’s 
neck, and drawing his handsome dark face close 
to her sm&U blonde one. 44 Thou lovest thy dear 
little Nenane, don’t you, my husband, dear?” 

The boy’8 soft black eyes sparkled, at OJpis 
unexpected and unusual tenderness; but before 
he could speak, there appeared at & window, 
which opened on the terrace, a tall, Spanish- 
looking gentleman, wko put, bis elbows on the 
•iU, and leisurely regarded the group within. 

, “Ah, ha,” he said. 44 My little wif? is already 
making me infidelities. One, twp, and this 
makes three! 1 will go drown myself.” 

44 For the love of heaven, Teresa, take me down. 
My beloved husband, don’t doit;” and the small, 
plump legs, now hidden in white boots, made an 
attempt to reach the floor, and scamper to the open 
window, where she was gathered in the new hus¬ 
band’s arms. , ‘‘Don’t do it,” she cried. “The 
water is veijy damp, and thou wilt take cold.” 

While the servants were respectfully giggling 
at Miss Helen’s reasoning, her deserted swain, 
Sir Arthur, looked tearfully in her direction. 

44 It is always like that, and I don’t believe 
she loves me one bit,” little Sir Arthur asserted, 
despairingly. He addressed Helen’s father, who 
hod just entered. 

“She’s not worth foving,” said the latter, 
caressing the handsome dark head of the boy. 
“ Don’t you care for her at all.” 

44 But you see, I can’t help it; and then she 
teases, and calls me cry-baby, when I weep.” 

44 You must never let them sec you weep, my 
boy,” answered the gentleman, absently, his 
eyes following the child, as she crossed the ter¬ 
race with her friend, chattering incessantly. 

44 But she shall be my wife, shall she not?” 
persisted the boy, leaning his head against his 
friend’s arm. 44 When I am a man, and come 
back a soldier, in splendid uniform, she will love 
me better than De Samaniega, for all his—mous¬ 
tache.” 

44 Who knows, my boy ? It’s most likely.” 

“And you will keep her for me?” urged the 
boy, in a trembling voice. 

44 Surely, you dear little beggar,” he was an¬ 
swered ; 44 but she won’t deserve you.” 
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A great outcry on the terrace made all, people 
and servants, scamper to the front of the house, 
where a sort of circus, or caravan, was passing. 

First came a mountain pony, ridden by a large, 
serious-looking ape, in very worn clothing, his 
expression as solemn as if the care of the motley 
caravan devolved upon his mind. A boy was 
riding also, but with his face to the horse's tail; 
and every few minutes, boy and ape turned 
solemn “ summersets ” on their horses. 

Then there was an ass, laden with a huge 
package of blankets; and on either side of the 
patient beast, in a sort of pocket arranged among 
the rags, there peeped out the small head of a 
‘black-eyed, wide-awake baby, in a white cotton 
night-cap. A weary-looking woman, with traces 
of gypsy beauty, walked after the donkey, and 
stimulated a number of rosy, ragged cubs to keep 
up with the caravan, of which the attraction was 
yet to come. 

A big gray bear, whose ohain was fast to the 
wrist of a sturdy man, followed, grumbling dis¬ 
contentedly; but when he fell behind, near a 
square cart drawn by another donkey, several 
monkeys in disheveled military costume would 
itash out of a basket therein, and with shrill 
chatter, pull out handfols of Brum’s gray, woolly 
coat, ahd jabber with delight. 

Then there followed a second bear, this time a 
small black one; and the rear of the procession 
was brought up by a square sort of cabin, on 
wheels, which was drawn by a gaunt, gray horse. 

The house^door was closed, and an infinitesimal 
curtain drawn before the tiny window. Both men 
and women were of the true gypsy type; and had, 
amid all their dirt and rags, a certain picturesque 
appearance. Their bright eyes and clear brown 
skins, with the erect carriage of people who sleep 
hardily and live in the open air, gave them even 
a sort of beauty. 

As the caravan stopped under the terrace, a 
boy began to fiddle, and the two bears to dance on 
their hind-feet. HoW* the children on the terrace 
laughed and screamed, in an ecstasy of fear and de¬ 
light, at the solemn saraband executed by Bruin! 
Then the ape took a pistol; and after having 
bowed profoundly, shut his small eyes tightly, 
and fired it off, in the direction of the. first cart, 
the monkeys tumbling on their backs and kicking 
as if in the last agonies, as the shot went off. 

Little Helen, at this apparently fetal result, 
began to cry in earnest, at which the gypsy 
children; below chuokled and > grinned. But' the 
man soon: whistled the monkeys into life and 
health again, and Helen was quieted. The woman 
then left the children, and taking a guitar out of 
the monkeys’ cart, began to sing a strange 


Catalan ditty, with strongly marked time, and 
many quavers at the end of each line. As soon 
as they heard 1 the music, the monkeys climbed 
down out of the dart, accompanied by three 
poodle dogs, and all formed a ring about the 
woman, sitting on their tails, with their faces 
lifted toward the singer, apparently in deep and 
critical enjoyment of the melody. When the air 
was finished, the monkeys clapped their hands, 
and the dogs barked loudly, by way of applause, 
which delighted our little friends in the terrace 
excessively. 

The next day, the children encountered the 
caravan again upon the Oloron road; and the 
woman was smartly tapping one of the gypsy 
boys for some domestic misdemeanor. 

“ Ob, let me go, Bates. I will go,” cried out 
Sir Arthur, to his attendant, his long hair flying 
back from his excited face as he ran up to the 
gypsy. “If you please, don’t,” he said. “He 
will not do it again. Stay, I will give you this, 
if you will stop,” offering her a five-franc piece. 

She comprehended but little of Sir Arthur’s 
Parisian French; but the piece of money ex¬ 
plained itself; and she released the boy. Then 
the servants came up, and pushed on with the 
children for their walk; and gypsies and mon¬ 
keys were soon forgotten. 

That, night was the yearly fUe of the village. 
Colored lanterns were on the terrace, and dancing 
in the great salon; while for the peasants, there 
was climbing a greased pole, donkey races, in 
which the slowest beast gained the prize, a race 
for peasant women with full water-jugs on their 
heads, and other coarser pleasures. Arthur’s 
mamma proposed putting Helen and him in mas¬ 
querade dress, and, great was the enthusiasm of 
the villagers, when a small cavalier of Charles I, 
in garnet and gold, mounted the high-placed plat¬ 
form-erected for the distinguished guests from 
the hotel--«quiring a tiny soubrette of Louis XIII, 
in blue, scarlet, and white, with priceless jewels. 

When, bedtime came, the children were tired 
out. But Helen’s parents, and. Arthijir’s mamma, 
were dancing in the great salon till long past 
midnight. Madame’s maid sat in the room next 
little Helen’s, and dozed over her “Figaro;” 
while the volatile Teresa* who had been allowed 
to go to the open-air ball in the town, was making 
Monsieur Duoloq, Satnaniega’s man-servant, to 
tear'his h&ir with jealousy. 

Suddenly, as the ladies and gentlemen came 
out from a supper, at which they had been 
served by thq master of the hotel himself, 
“because,” as be explained, “all the servants 
were at the ball,” a sort of low murmur was 
heard in the direction of the wing of the Vase 
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where the children slept, followed by a load 
shriek, as if of fright or rage. 

“ Pardon, Mesdamet si Measiewk This is un¬ 
heard of, and atrocious,” said the outraged hotel¬ 
keeper. “ I go to inform myself of. the reason.” 

The murmur of voices continued unabated, 
however. “ What can it be?” said one. 

“An hysterical maid, who has danced too 
much—” 

“ Or too little.” 

Jos! then, the landlord appeared at the door, 
waving his artns to Helen’s father, wildly; and 
beckoning him. 

Captain Seymour hastened forward. 

“In heaven’s name, what is it?” he asked. 

“ Oh , mon Dieu, mon Dteul” wailed the man, 
“ and madame, your wife, who is here to recover 
her lost health.” 

“Tell me, instantly, what is wrong,” com¬ 
manded Seymour, controlling his Voice with 
great effort. 

“ Tli*little beauty. The marvel of children,” 
moaned the man, wringing his hands. 

“ And she is—?” 

“Stolen—oh, blessed Virgin !” • 

For a few moments, the father was stunned. 
But he thought of his wife and her Brail health, 
and this gave him strength. No time was to be 
lost. 

“Where is Teresa?” he asked, quickly. 
“ When was the child missed ?” And he rnsLed 
away, followed by the landlord. 

The tiny, pink-lined, lace-hung bed Still held 
the imprint of Helen’s little form. A blue fehoe, 
and its silken stocking, lay on the cfcrpet; but 
the rest of the child’s cfothes had disappeared 
with her. It was doubtless by that open window, 
over the balcony-rail, that she hid been carried 
away, and so by the terrace, everybody being at 
the/#* in the village. But the woman ito whose 
care she had been left—where had she been? 
Her story was that she had been doling, 
“ thinking no ill,” she said. The explosion of 
the village fireworks had roused her! She 
looked up, and found •‘the dear angel gone— 
gone.” She had shrieked, and hence the alarm. 

Captain Seymour sought his wife. “ My dear 
Helen,” he said, “ do not be too much alarmed. 
It is true the child has been stolen, probably for 
ransom, by the gypsies. But I shall go, at once, 
in pursuit, and I hope,” kissing her death-like 
lips, “ that to-morrow, at dawn, you may have 
her again in your arms.” 

Oh, the long, bright, cruel night, in which 
the moon shone on the mother’s enforced calm, 
and witnessed the father's and husband's fierce 
activity. Telegrams were sent to Paris for the 


moot skilled assistance, to Pau for local help, to 
every possible and impossible authority and in¬ 
fluence far or near; and then Captain Seymour 
mounted, and was/gone to lead the search. 

It would be idle to detail the many and vari¬ 
ous hopes which lived and faded in that poor 
mother's breast, Ss the day dawned and the night 
again came down, leaving her longing arms and 
hungry heart empty. Gypsy tent and carts were 
overtaken and searched, without avail. Every 
van and tilted cart, which the yearly /Me had 
summoned to the town, wee overhauled, before 
being permitted to depart, and still no news ef 
the tender baby. The hotel was still and deso* 
late, without the patter of those small feet; and 
poor little Sir Arthur was really ill with grief. 

The search went on, for a week and more. 
Mrs. Seymour’s oalm and courage were things to 
marvel at; but the doctors shook their wise 
heads, as they saw her grow more shadowy and 
pale. And then, at last, all was done, and 
nothing was left but to face the cruel fact that 
the child could not be found. Only tsn days 
were past, and Captain Seymour’s face looked 
ten years older. 

His wifo would not give up hope, or cease to 
stimulate every possible or impossible research; 
but all began to see that she would never live to 
recover her lost baby, if the waiting must last 
much longer. 

One day. air Arthur crept to Mrs. Seymour’s 
side, and nestling close to her aching heart, held 
and sometimes kissed her poor hands, as both 
silently awaited the captain’s return from Payro¬ 
ll orade, where some fancied clue had taken him. 

“And they searched the monkeys’ hut?” said 
Arty, anxiously striving to distraot the poor 
mother’s strained attention. * ‘ And the donkey's 
wagon—4o you know ?” 

“ Yes, dear boy,” she answered, absently, 

“ And the-house on wheels,, where we saw the 
woman and the new baby, too?” 

“I ©ain’t remember, but I fancy nothing es¬ 
caped,” she murmured. 

Arthur’s pale face seemed suddenly instinct 
with a new idea. He began a phrase, and 
looked down ever the terratte, as if he saw 
someone; and then checked the words on his 
tongue. He mused a moment, his* breath coming 
quickly, and then ho stole an arm around Mrs. 
Seymour’s slender waist, and said r 

“ Kim me, dear, and soy ‘ God bless Arty.’ ” 
Mrs. Seymour did hs he asked, and repeated the 
caress most fondly, adding, tenderly: 

“ Dear little man 1” 

“ Don’t forget that she’s to be my little wifo,” 
urged the boy. 
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“ God grant it/* breathed the mother, far- j 
▼ently. j 

When Captain Seymour came in, the boy left j 
them together. He naked to go to his bed, at an j 
unusually early hour. Sleeping alone, in a small j 
room within his mother’s, he often rose early and 
passed out, without waking her; so she was not 
surprised to find bis room empty, at the late hour l 
of her rising, next day. \ 

A note, which oame up on her chocohUe-tmy, j 
escaped her attention for still another half-hour; \ 
but was, at last, discovered. It ran thus: 

“ Dearest Mamsy : 

Don’t think I am stolen, like baby Helen. 

I am only gone to a place where I think I may 
find some news of her, and I will come back at 
night, if you don’t hunt for me; if you do, I may 
get some hurt. Good-bye till to-niglit. 

Your little Arty. 

P. S.—Don’t tell anyone, mamsy dear, espe¬ 
cially Helen’s,papa and mamma.” 

After leaving the Seymours, earlier in that 
day, theehild’s movements had been rather mys¬ 
terious. He went out by the servants’ entrance 
below the terrace, and along by a back lane, to 
the high-road leading to Sauveterre. Lounging 
along the same rqpd, was a ragged-looking 
urchin, with his face tied up in a dirty haudker* 
ohief. To this unsuitable companion, Sir Arthur 
ran hastily, as soon as no owe was in sight, and 
put in his hand a piece of money, saying: 

“Oh, is it really thee? And hast thou any 
mews of her?” 

“Of whom should I have news?” growled the 
dirty boy, in an unfamiliar patois. 

44 But you are come for that—you are come to 
make me happy—te dTy my tears, and tell me 
how to find her,” insisted little Arthur, hotly, \ 
smoothing the big boy’s dirty hand and rough \ 
sleeve, with a pleading caress, and gazing be- } 
seechingly up into his face, with eyes full of tear- \ 
drops, which he was too proud to let fall. j 
“ Here,” he continued, pouring a store of small j 
coins into the dirty hand, “and you shall have/ 
more, much more, and you will tell me— me, little > 
Arty, where to find baby Helen?” i 

The dirty boy looked in Arty’s pleading face, > 
and tried not to relent; but did not sucqeed. j 
“They will kill me, you know, unless I can 
get off tw my grandfather in Paris,” he said, j 
“ But you are a brave gar$on , and tried to keep 
her from lashing me. I’ll tell you, if they do 
kill me. You mind and look out sharp, though, 
or they’ll send La Mignorme over the Pyrenees, 
and you’ll never see her again. If they get wind 
of it, they’ll be afraid of the police, you know.” j 


The sudden fear of his own possible impru¬ 
dence made Arthur pale with dismay, but gave 
him coolness for reflection. 

“ You help me to get her back, and I will give 
you my ten pounds that Uncle Regy gave me, and 
my watch besides. Ten pounds is two hundred 
and fifty francs,” he added, shrewdly, “ and will 
help, you to Paris, and more.” 

So the two plotted together, and Arty vowed 
not to betray the gypsy boy. Finally, they 
separated for a few hours; but at nine in the 
evening, Sir Arthur, being supposed to be sleep¬ 
ing soundly, slipped out, and joined his new 
friend. The ten-pound note was in his hand, os 
well as the watch; and both boys trudged away 
into the night. 

They walked on and on, until it seemed to 
tired little Arthur that the morning must be near. 
As the gray of dawn began at last to appear, they 
approached one of the many ravines which led to 
the deep valley overlooked from the terrace of 
Sauyeterre. Here the scrubby oaks and scattered 
pines began to give way to loftier trees. 

They crept through a hole in the hedge; 
pushed on across a field or so of high ferns; and 
at last plunged into a gully that led to the valley 
below, in which was a ruined tower. 

Poor little Arthur’s tired feet were quickened, 
when they beheld, in the ruined courtyard, the 
square cart, with its small door and window, 
which he remembered to have seen at the end of 
the caravan or the day before little Helen’s dis¬ 
appearance. 

“ Back, back l Don’t let her see you, or she’ll 
cry out,” whispered the gypsy boy. 

Arty looked, and saw a little brown-faced child, 
with short black curlS, paddling, with white 
feet, in the rivulet which ran below. Something 
in this child made Arty’s breath come quick, and 
liis heart beat; but she was as dark as a child 
eoald be, and in that not at all like Helen. 

“ Lozonga’s still very ill, And can’t lenve the 
von, so I have to beg for her, you know,” ex¬ 
plained the boy, pointing toward the cart. “The 
qthers are gpny to Oloron, to the fair, and you 
can take La Mignonne away now—it is your only 
chance—if you’ll promise no noise shall come of 
it;” and he pointed to the brown fairy who 
paddled in the rivulet. 

“That isn’t Helen. That child is brown,” 
gasped Sir Arthur, dismayed and disappointed. 

“ Walnuts,” said the boy, briefly, shrugging 
his shoulders. “ That's what cheated the police. , 
We put her asleep, when they came; and they 
looked for blonde hair and white skin. Of 
course, we’d dyed alt that, the first thing.” 

Arthur hardly waited for more than the first 
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words. He flew toward the child, who, when < 
she saw him coming, recognized him at once; \ 
held out her arms, and wept for joy. j 

He kissed and fondled her. \ 

“ Quick, quick,” urged the gypsy boy. “ If you 5 
are going at all, be off, before Lozonga knows.” j 
The Words lent wings to the poor children, the j 
watch and the ten-pound note haring first changed ; 
hands, according to the bargain. 

For the first mile or two, the small brown maid j 
could not be sweet enough to her brave little j 
cavalier; then her ladyship began to feel sure of \ 
her escape, and a welcome reception at home. 
She asked after all, and learned their grief at her 
loss. Besides, the tiny legs began to tire, and 
her patience to wax short. ' 

“ Thou hast brought nothing to eat, my hus¬ 
band?” she^said. 

They sat resting themselves, as she spoke, on 
a green hedge, out of sight of the road. 

“ What would you, my wife? I only thought 
of rescuing you; and I came so far, walking all 
the bight through, you know.” 

“ Poor boy.” And she put her tiny browned 
hand on his head, caressingly. “ But that horri¬ 
ble Lozonga gave me brown bread, thou knowest. 
Even brown bread is good, when one is so hungry. 

I wonder if Monsieur de Samaniega, my other 
husband,” she said, coquettishly, 44 wouldn’t find 
me something to eat, if he were here?” 

Little Arthur, though his head throbbed, arose 
from the grass, and moved off toward the road, at 
these words, to look for a cottage where he might 
ask for food. But the terrible frttigue of the last 
few hours, added to the heat of the morning sun, 
was too much for him; and quite overcome, he 
staggered and fell, faintiflg. 

Helen, at this, began to cry in earnest, and 
kiss his white cheeks, saying she was no longer \ 
hungry. Suddenly, a horseman, at full speed, s 
came dashing up; he threw himself from his s 
/ 


saddle; he gathered both children into his arms. 
It was Captain Seymour, who had at last got a 
clue to Arty’s movements, and fortunately arrived 
at this crisis; for half an hour afterwards, it 
would have been too late, the gypsies having 
discovered Helen’s flight meantime. 

Helen’s mother, in her quiet room, had been 
kept from all knowledge of Arthur’s escapade, 
lest hope again awakened and again disappointed 
should destroy the small remains of her strength. 
No sooner had the fugitives reached the hotel 
than Arty burst away, however, and rushed to 
her room. 

“ I have found her! Here she is,” the gallant 
little fellow screhmed, as he led Mrs. Seymour 
to the door. 44 Come, Helen.” And with that, 
utterly exhausted, he fainted dead away. 

When Sir Arthur hdd recovered, and was safe 
in Lady Hesketh’s arms* and time was found in 
which to rejoice over Helen, that small person 
had become severely dignified. 

44 No one has time to be glad that I have oome 
back,” she said. 44 It seems that I am quite in 
the way. Where is Monsieur de Samaniega?” 
And she turned a dimpled shoulder to her mother’s 
oaress, with an air of supreme indifference. 

At a four o’clock dinner on the terrace, where 
&U the world was assemble^ to rejoice together, 
Miss Helen specially distinguished herself by 
her amiability; being charmed, as, she announced, 
44 to be, for once in her life, sufficiently brown to 
wear rose^color.” 

She was ravishingly condescending, moreover, 
to all adorers ; but when Monsieur de Samaniega, 
presuming upon ancient intimacy, ventured to 
address her as “ madame, my wife,” she re¬ 
sponded, with quiok tears in her big blue qyos: 

44 Oh, no, monsieur; you stopped tranquilly at 
home while I was lost. This,” with a close clasp 
of her brown arms about happy Arthur’s neck, 
“this is my little husband, forever and ever.” 


FOR THY SAKE. 


BT LAURA H. CARPENTER. 


Though for thy sake I bear regretful sorrow, 

Though for thy sake undying pain I feel. 

For thy sweet sake a patient trust I borrow, 

And for thy sako my wouuded soul I heal. 

How heavily my thoughts weigh ori me in the morning, 
When first I wake from deep and dreamless rest! 

. How constantly they ’mind me of the fair adorning 
Of sweetest dreams, that once had thrilled my breast. 
But when the sunshine sends its golden blessing 
Across the eastern fields, with dew-light spread, 


I banish as I can the desolation, prening 
Its numbing hands ou weary heart and head; 

And smile as thou wouldst wish to see me smiling— 
Glad, and at peaco to see the sun once more. 

My books, my flowers, my busy friends beguiling 
My heart, to half forget that happiness is o’er. 

And though I feel that I am daHy losing 
Some tender pence for which a heart may breaks 
I gain in strength, all good and beauty choosing 
To help me grow more worthy—for thy sake. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

He had taken his violin from its case, and was 
just commencing a slight prelude, when Fabian, 
the page, was seen crossing the old garden 
toward them, bearing a message from the bishop, 
the purport of which was, that strangers of dis¬ 
tinction had arrived at the palace, causing him 
to request the immediate presence of the two 
ladies, to whom he desired to introduce them. 
Then, turning to Guiseppe, whom he greeted with 
a gesture of respect, he Said: 44 His reverence 
also commanded me, signor, to seek you out, and 
ask you to come to the palace to-morrow evening, 
when you will meet many rare musicians, among 
whom, as he was pleased to say, the student of 
Padua would not rank the lowest.* 1 

44 I am much beholden to his reverence for his 
rare courtesy,” said Guiseppe, secretly marveling 
at it; “ yet I am at a loss to understand on what 
he grounds this goodly opinion of my skill, as it 
has never been tested in his presence.” 

“Your pardon, signor, but it has,” returned 
fhe page; “ once at the villa of a noble lady, near 
Padua, and again this morning, when he heard 
your violin, and questioned me whence the sound 
proceeded; so I told him of our recontre, and he 
recognised at once the student minstrel he had 
before met, from my description.” 

u I owe your master hearty thanks for his 
kindness and good-will, but—** 

44 Nay,” hastily interposed the marchess, the 
elder of the two ladies, 44 we can admit no * buts,’ 
signor, in the way of your obedience to the lord 
bishop. Is it net so, Ianthe?” she continued, 
addressing the young girl. 

“Truly so, dear aunt, and so you counsel 
wisely,” she answered; and as she spoke, her 
low sweet voice sounded in Guiseppe*s music- 
loving ear like the magical tone of the wind- 
harp, when the light breeie gently touches its 
Btrings. 14 Perhaps, the sijrhof will let nothing 
bar his way, when we tell him that Veracini Will 
be among the performers at thfe Concert.” 

“Veracini?” echoed Ghiseppe, with enthu¬ 
siasm. “Francesco Veracini!” he reiterated; 
for the name fell like a touch of magic upon him, 
and transported him in a moment to the church 
in Venice, where he had once listened, amid the 


throng that crowded the immense building, to 
hear the thrilling music of that great performer. 
44 1 have not strength to withstand the temptation, 
though duty bids me turn a deaf ear to it.** 

44 And pray, signor, may I ask what duty you 
will violate by accepting the hospitality of the 
Bishop of Padua?** inquired the marchesa. 

44 None, fair lady, by that simple act; but it is 
that they who by nature have a right to com¬ 
mand my obedience look with disapproval on 
my intense love of music; and therefore I should 
shun all places where that passion may find food 
fbr its cravings.” 

44 It seems to me that you judge yourself too 
harshly,*’ said the marchesa; 44 but ignorant as 
I am of your position; I can express no opinion 
concerning your course of duty. But I beseech 
you, let not penitence fbr real or fancied de¬ 
linquencies stand in the way of ydur appearance 
at the bishop’s, to-morrow evening. Remember, 
before you renounce the beau science, I most 
hear odce again the chords of that wonderful 
instrument respond to your touch.** 

44 1 shall obey you, madame, even though in 
opposition to my sober judgment,’ 1 he said. 

During this brief dialogue, Ianthe had re¬ 
mained a silent , but not an uninterested listener, 
nor unnoticed by Guiseppe, whose glances, to the 
chagrin of the elder lady, often strayed toward 
her; and once, when alluding to the filial duty 
he owed his parents, her eye met his, with a 
look of such sweet approval that, in all his after 
life, it never faded freun his memory; and at the 
moment, strengthened his purpose to make the 
sacrifice they required. The marchesa saw the 
look thus interchanged between them, and in no 
pleasant mood she mbtioned to depart; and her 
hitherto brilliant smile beeame very like a sneer, 
when she observed the student pick from the 
ground a small bouquet of violets, which Ianthe 
had dropped, and place it in his bosom. But she 
did not see him raise the fragrant flowers to his 
lips, as he walked slowly away; nor even suspect 
the sweet tumult of emotion, which the sight of 
that li mCre child,” as she termed her, had raised 
in his young heart. 

It was late when he reached his room, but the 
brilliant twilight illuminated it; and first press- 
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ing his lips to the tender petals of the violets, he 
filled a small vase with water, and carefully im¬ 
mersed their stalks ; then drawing them toward 
him, sat down to inWale tAefr petfihtae, ^hild 
recalling the glance and smile of the lovely girl 
through whose touch they had becoth^ to hhu pre¬ 
cious and holy as sanctified relics are to devotees. 
She seemed to him, as, gazing on the violets hfe 
vividly recalled her, pure and spiritual as one 
Of his own exquisite harmonies; or “ like some 
rare creature of the elements,” sopn to dissolve 
into her native and transparent air. Then her j 
voice—how: low and ravishingly sweet it was; j 
and her every movement a revelation of harmony j 
and grace. She, then—this angelic creature— ] 
was the niece of the Bishop of Padua, wham he j 
had been solicited to instruct in the science of 
music, when, with eyes blind to the future, he 
had declined the task. Vainly, now, he cursed 
his folly, and longed for power to recall hm 
decision. So he lived over, in his solitude, the 
scene of the evening. 

He thought, too, of the marchess, full of faseina’- 
tion, but of a kind which a subtle instinct warned 
him to be wavy. He did not know it, but he felt 
it to be so, that she had singled him. out for her 
prey. She hod met him at the Del Monti palace; 
apd there was a charm ip his intellectual face, in 
his graceful person and noble carriage, and above 
all, in the manifestation of his divine ^rt, that 
fascinated and roused within her the deepest 
interest. Solicitous to obtain a further knowledge 
of him, which personal intercourse oply could 
bestow, she had incited the bishop to solicit his 
Services as instructor in music to Ian the; and 
when baffled in this purpose by his refusal, her 
intriguing spirit busied itself in divining some 
plan by which a nearer intercourse should be 
established between them* The chance meeting 
with him near the eld.turret favored her wish, as; 
through her persuasiop, he had consented to 
accept the bishop’s invitation, which had been 
given through her artful prompting. 

Donna Viola, or the march e&o, op wqs her title, 
was the youthful widow of the Marchese del 
Rossi, a nobleman of immense wealth, but more 
than twice the pge of his blooming bride, who 
had married him that her passion for splendor 
might be gratified by the more than Oriental 
magnificence with which be promised to surroppd 
her. But she soon wearied of the heartless pa¬ 
geantry: her jeweled robes covered an aching 
heart,, her glittering coronet a weasy brow. 
Four years passed away, whep she was released 
from her captivity by the death of her lord. The 
title and estates passed to a distant relative: 
and with only a small bequest added to her 


private fortune, she was about to retire to an 
estate she possessed in Milan. 

But the young Ianthe, the cherished niece of 
th^biAhdp, haft 1 recently frbtdrned from the con¬ 
vent where she had been educated, to be the joy 
and deftigHt of Mis home; and the opportunity of 
winning his sister, just then freed from her 
bondage, to be the companion and matronly 
protector of his orphan ohikl, was a hope which 
he immediately sought to realize by urging her 
to make a permanent home at the palace. Weary 
of the vain pomp and eclat which had failed to 
satisfy her, she readify yielded to his wishes; 
but, nevertheless, her unsatisfied life seemed to 
her empty; and she lopged, with morbid craving, 
for some devoted heart on which to lavish the 
whole wealth of her affection. 

She was sincerely attached to the bishop, her 
brother; but regarded and treated the young 
^anthe as a mere child. Still, after her own 
fashion, she loved the girl; but was capricious 
in manifesting heif affection; ridiculing, often, 
her artlessness as too childish, and condemning 
her generous and unselfish acts, and the perfect 
sincerity of her character, which offered so 
striking ^ contrast to her own deep and design¬ 
ing nature. 

It was past midnight before Guiseppe retired 
to rest.; and then the singular events, that had 
stirred the even tenor of his life, shaped them¬ 
selves into dreams, bo bright that he would 
gladly have regarded them as omens of a happy 
future. But the occupations of the day put to 
flight these pleasant auguries; and almost a 
dread of the coming evening, with its require¬ 
ments, creeping over him, he had recourse to his 
violin, practicing his choicest pieces: chiefly the 
Sonata Diavolo, which be hAd learned in perfec¬ 
tion, and justly considered his chqf d'ctuvrt. 

CHAPTER V, 

Te* hour for his visit to the palace at length 
arrived. He was strangely, excited by the cer¬ 
tainty of again meeting the lovely Ianthe, and still 
more perhaps by the thought of listening again to 
the unequaled music of the accomplished Veracini, 
and of being called upon, perhaps, to exhibit his 
poor skiU to the critical judgment of the great 
master. Arrived at the palace, he faltered, how¬ 
ever, and would have drawn back, if he could, 

It was, however, too late to retreat; and sum¬ 
moning his courage, though still with a faltering 
heart, he. followed a page into the spacious ves¬ 
tibule, and on through a suite of stately aportr 
meats, to the entrance of a brilliantly-lighted 
salon. He heard his name announced, and 
i entering he beheld gay faces, and heard low 
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strains of mtrsio mingled with the hum of voices, 
ancl the sweet sodnds of women’* laughter. For 
an instant—it seemed to him ah age—he stood 
bewildered. Then the bishop advanoed with 
oordial greeting, and thanks for his ready com¬ 
pliance with his wishes. After this, he presented 
him to the marchesa, and to Donna lanthe, as a 
guest for whom he desired their especial regards. 

The welcoming smites With Which they re¬ 
ceived him, and the kind arid courteous bearing 
of the noble host, reassured the young debutant, 
and enabled him to return the greetings of the 
distinguished amateurs to Whom the bishop pre¬ 
sented him, with the modest self-possession that 
characterised his usual manner. 

There were fow ladies present, nor Was the 
company large; but it was composed Of those 
before whom Guiseppe felt H would require no 
small amount of courage to display his skill. 
But Veracini spoke to him with kind encourage¬ 
ment, and with flattering Words told him that the 
feme of his attainments had reaohed his ears, and 
rendered him most desirous to hear his perform¬ 
ance. Then, pointing to a concerto, that lay 
open on the music-stand, be requested him to 
attempt it in company with himself. 

Guiseppe bowed assent, though inwardly 
shrinking from the ordeal. His hand trembled, 
as taking up his violin, he drew his bow across 
the strings; but it acquired vigor and firmness, 
as the sounds awoke beneath his toooh, and his 
timidity vanished. He forgot the presence of 
others, and felt himself alone in the world of 
hArmony which surrounded him. The beaiitiftil 
concerto came to an end, and deafenihg plaudits 
resounded through the rooms: stich a union of 
skill producing the most entrancing result; and 
astonished, overpowered by his success, the 
young musician drew back, to hide the emotion 
Which betrayed itself bn his ingenuous face. 

The last sound of applause had scarcely died 
away, when he Was called for again, and this 
time he was to play alone. The trial Was a 
hard one; but the encouraging stride and out¬ 
spoken words of the great master banished his 
timidity; and toying a moment with his instru¬ 
ment, he executed with confident arid‘consum¬ 
mate skill the inspired music of his dteatn—the 
Wonderful w Sonata del Diavolo.” 

Its strange wild melody riveted the attention 
of the audience, and the yoUng man's kindling 
eyes and glowing cheeks, as with the skill of a 
master he handled his bow, declared the%rigtnal 
and unique piece to be the inspiration of his own 
genius, rather than the superhuman teaching of 
“demon dark, or angel from above,” to Whioh 
source he had attributed it. When, at last, the 


musician paused, not a sound, for a moment, fol¬ 
lowed the hush of that rich and marvelous 
melody. But then came loud plaudits, and from 
Veracini himself, who during the performance 
had Btood leaning forward, an absorbed listener, 
still and immovable, as though entranced by the 
wOtkterfel, and, as he termed if, divine music. 

It was a moment of proud triumph to the 
young musician; he had: become the hero of the 
night; he was surrounded by admirers, and 
every Hp uttered words of praise and congratula¬ 
tion ; but the glance of sweet approval, which lie 
caught from lanthe’s speaking eye, was more 
precious to hhn than even the hearty “Well 
done!” uttered by the veteran Veracini. 

She stood beside the marchesa, whose love of 
pomp still showed itself m the richness of her 
attire, and the splendor of the jewels that blazed 
Upon her person, forming a contrast to her young 
companion, who, scarcely past her childhood, still 
loVed its simplicity, nor coveted more gorgeous 
gems than the Orient pearls which gleamed among 
the shining braids of her dark hair. 

Guiseppe Stole through the bevy of admirers 
that surrounded him, and Wearied by the excite¬ 
ment of the evening, retreated to the deep 
embrasure of a Window that looked out upon the 
fragrant garden. The fresh night air bathed his 
hot brow with its icy coolness, and he leaned 
forth to inhale it, and to gaze, for a. moment, on 
the heavens, where hosts Of stars shone out with 
almost dazzling lustre through the transparent 
I atmosphere. 

Suddenly, this stolen moment of quiet enjoy¬ 
ment was interrupted by the light touch of a 
hand upon his arm, and the whisper of a low 
voice, which said: 

“ And will you now, even in this moment of 
triumph, when Veracini himself bows down in 
homage to your genius—say, will you now 
forswear and forsake your art ?” 

Turning quickly, he saw the marchesa standing 
beside him. 

u It is hard, madatne,” he said, “ in this mo¬ 
ment of unexpected triumph, to answer your ques¬ 
tion as I should; hard, when success beckons me 
onward, to Temtfn true to the resolve of yester¬ 
day.” 

“AWd why Should you, sighor? If it be 
feme and distinction which yoUf parents covet for 
you, may they not be won as nobly by the Tyre 
as by the pen ?” 

“ They do not think so.” 

“ But you should choose, and shape your own 
destiny/* tfhe said, imperatively. 

“ I would, blit I may not/* he said. “ I am 
bound by filial duty to forswear the divine art I 


Digitized by 


Google 




122 


THE 80 N|T A DEL DIAV0L0. 


lore, and after this night of. triumph I have j 
vowed to do so.” . ! 

“ But I absolve you signor from that rash j 
vow,” said the bishop, who unperceived had ap¬ 
proached, with Donna Ianthe leaning on his arm. 

“ You are endowed with rare talent as a musician, 
young man. Do not, like the unfaithful steward* 
bury it in a napkin.” 

“I would never do it, my lord,” answered. 
Quiseppe, “ though untold difficulties barred my 
way to success, but for the imperative call of duty,, 
to which 1 have given a sorrowful assent.” 

“ I pray you, then, young man, to revoke it,” 
said.the bishop; “,and if any aid of, mine can 
assist you in following out the. path plainly 
allotted you by Providence, it is heartily yours. 

1 honor your filial obedience, but no parent has 
a right to accept such a sacrifice, and no son is 
bound to ignore the inspiration breathed intp him 
by his Maker, at the call of ignorance and preju¬ 
dice, Nor shall it be so; and if your parents 
insist on coercing you, I will speak reason to 
them myself, and convince them that they are 
committing the unpardonable sin, in forcing you 
to renounce the pursuit of the God-given and 
divine art of music.” 

The good bishop spoke with unwonted warmth, 
so deeply interested was he in the career of the 
young student, whose wonderful skill, as ex¬ 
hibited on this evening, had filled him with 
wonder and delight—himself a skilled musician, 
and a passionate lover of the science. Guiseppe 
was deeply touched by this interest displayed in 
his behalf; and with w-orfta that came from his 
heart, but which seemed to him cold, he ex¬ 
pressed his thanks. Then his reverence, gra¬ 
ciously accepting them, again resumed: ‘‘For 
the present, signor, I will not ask you to let the 
sfudy of your art supersede your d^ily pursuit of 
knowledge in the schools. Perhaps you may 
reconcile the two; at all events, for the present, 
let each have their allotted portion of your time; j 
and accordingly, I wish to appoint you to a post j 
which will demand your highest talent, to the 
improvement of which the hours not allotted 
to severer study must all be devoted.” \ 

Guiseppe’s interest and cnriosity were much 
excited by these words; but before he could ask < 
an explanation, the bishop proceeded to say.: “ I \ 
wish you to accept thp place, of conductor, of the j 
orchestra, in the Church of St. Antonio. It is 
running into vagaries under the guidance of 
Corelli, and I wish to entrust, its direction 
entirely to you.” 

Guiseppe listened in speechless astonishment 
to this unexpected, and as it seemed to him, 
amazing proposition; but the bishop went on: i 


“ The duties of the post, will not interfere with 
yoqr scholastic studies* which. I do not ask you 
to neglect; for the hours devoted to each will not 
interfere. Besides* your position in the orches¬ 
tra will give you opportunities to keep alive and 
cultivate your musical skill; and will also yield 
a remuneration by no means contemptible; and 
which» as I know something of hke expenses of & 
student’s life, ,will, not come,amiss to to you.” 

“Your kindness, my lord bishop, so greatly 
exceeds my deserts, that l cannot find words in 
which to frame my thanks,” said Quiseppe. 

“1 want no thanks,, young man; for in thus 
serving .you, I serve myself, which I mean to do 
still fbrther, by renewing a proposal to you which 
you have once rejected, but which 1 flatter myself 
you may now consider with more indulgence.” 

“ Your reverence has only to name it.” 

“ It regards my niece here, Donna Ianthe. She 
can already twang the strings of her guitar with 
tolerable skill; and though you have once de¬ 
clined to consider her your pupil, I think, if you 
can spare time from other duties to impart to her 
a few lessons in your art, you will find her au 
apt pupi), and one that, will do no discredit to 
your teaching.” 

Guiseppe’s heart beat tumultuously at these 
wordsbut conquering his emotion, he answered, 
modestly: “ If my poor services can be any aid to 
the Dady Ianthe, I shall feel honored in having 
been requested to bestow them.” 

“ We understand each other, then,” said the 
bishop; “and to-morrow, if it please you, my 
pet will be ready to receive her first lesson. How 
soy you, dariing, shall it be so? For the whole 
arrangement, you know, depends upon your own 
wish and convenience.” 

“ It shall be as you say, if it suits Signor 
Tartini's convenience to come,” she said, looking 
up, with a sunny smile, that made her beauty 
irresistible. But please do not tell him I am 
an apt pupil. Aunt Viola always says, you know, 
that I shall never be a St. Cecilia.” 

“ Perhaps not, sweet. There are few who even 
aspire so high, and fewer who reach the saint's 
perfection. But if I remember right, you were 
to, try the ‘ Gondolier’s Dream ’ on your guitar, 
to-night, with Signor Veracmi; so your new 
instructor will have an opportunity to judge 
somewhat of your musical capacity, by the way 
in which you acquit yourself.” 

“Ob, uncle* dear, cannot I be excused from 
playingf to-night ?” she pleaded. ^Signor Tartini 
will have an opportunity to judge of my capacity 
to-morrow ; and I should fail to do any justice to 
myself, were I to play before this audience.” 

“But you know, my child, the piece was 
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composed for. you by Venaeini, on condition that \ ing him more plainly .than he could understand 
you would play it to his aoeeinpaniment, thi# himself. 

evening. If you would reach perfection, you j And so, when, the bishop reminded him that 
must accustom yourself to play in the presence | they must have one solo upon his violin before 
of competent judges, and court rather than shrink \ the evening closed, he was not loth to obey, 
from their criticisms; and sure 1 am it will be \ though he had not expected to be called upon 
lenient: for considering your youth and inex- 'j again. But when, with the first sound of his in* 
perience, you are even now, in my perhaps.? strument, he saw the beautiful lanthe re-enter 
partial opinion, no contemptible musioi&n.” the salon, and glide dream-like past him, the bow 

“ But everyone will not judge me so favor- trembled in his. hand, and he found it no easy 
ably,” she urged, “ and so if for this time 1 might. !thing to reoover his self-possession. With the last 
be excused—” \ long-drawn note of the solo, her place was again 

Guiseppe, hearing this, marveled how anyone vacant, the evening was closing, the guests de- 
could resist so sweet,a pleader; but the bishop parting, and as among them he left the lighted 
was inexorable. “ You, must not ask it,” here hall of the palace, and returned to his lonely 
plied. ‘‘See, yonder comes Fabian with your s chamber, he secretly recoiled from the position 
guitar, and all are waiting in expectation,” and into which he almost felt that he had suffered 
ruthlessly he led her across the salon to where the himself to be entrapped. 

great composer awaited her. Guiseppe followed A lamp was burning on the table in his study, 
with the marchess* stationing himself where he when he entered, and beside it lay a letter, in 
could best hear and observe the graceful novice, whose superscription he instantly recognized the 

__ familiar hand of his mother. He seized it 

eagerly, but hesitated for a moment to open it: 

CHAPTER VI. then, breaking the seal, he read as follows: 

With a trembling hand, lanthe took her in- “I am alone this evening, my darling son, and 
strument from the page. A few whispered words yet not alone in spirit, for you are with me; your 
from Vsrtmiui reassured her, as she lightly smile is beaming on me; your eyes, with the old 
touched its tcords; but her courage grew with love-light in them, look into mine, and the very 
the thrilling melody; and soon forgetful of her tones of your voioe seem borne to me on the 
surroundings, she drew from the responsive whispering breeze. My heart embraces you, 
strings a gush of sound most rare and exquisite, though my arms cannot, and it is full of tender 
with which her. pjure and hirddike voice blended thoughts of you, of joy at your progress, and with 
in sweetest harmony. It was a brief piece, but; hope that all we desire for you may be fulfilled, 
veiy beautiful, and executed even to the satisfac- “ I said I was alone—alone in the dear summer- 
tion of its composer; and when the last note died chamber; but your father sits without, under the 
on the instrument, And the liquid tones of the shade of the orange tree, which showed its first 
young voioe melted into silence, a sudden hush green shoot above the earth on the very day 
fell upon the company: but only for a moment; when your dear eyes first opened to the light, 
for then, as with one breath, burst forth the Yesterday, we were gladdened by fair reports 
rapturous applause. Trembling and blushing to | of you from a learned councillor of Padua, who 
find herself the object of such plaudits, the j spoke much in praise of your modest deportment, 
shrinking girl glided from the Apartment. j and of your diligence in study; and so we rejoice 

It seemed to Guiseppe, as if, with her disap- ? in the thought that you are feeding on rich fruit 
pearance, a sudden gloom had fallen upon the from the tree of knowledge, and that when the 
brilliant salon, and as he stood with his uncon- j sun of our lives shall be near its setting, yours 
scious gaze fixed upon the door through which j will be in its meridian brightness, shedding 
the lovely songstress had passed, he became sud- j abroad the glorious beams of science and knowl- 
denly conscious that the marohesa was closely > edge. 

observing him. Instinctively, he shrank from j “ How me manage to live on without you I 
her look. He could not tell himself why, nor \ cannot tell, missing you as we do daily. Yet all 
define the consciousness that led him to shun her j around us remains the same. Your favorite 
scrutiny. But the dread of it was there, and he \ flowers still charm us with their bloom; the 
could not shake it off. Yet he replied court* j golden laburnum sheds its blossoms on the lake, 
eously to her remarks, and aooeded, though with where the tame swan sits waiting for your hand 
a restraint which he could not control, to .the 1 to feed him; the ring-doves still coo lovingly in 
praise she lavished on Donna lanthe’s successful the old lime, and duly the little blind girl comes 
debut, conscious all the while that she was read- j with her freshly-gathered bouquet, and her art- 
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less Inquiry of when you will return. Ah, when j diligently prosecuting his legal studies; and 
indeed, dear boy ? To give the old chann, by received to persevere an he had that night com- 
your presence, to these familiar objects, and be- menced. But though fbr those few hours of 
guile the evening as of old with your music. I j serious study he had dismissed all softer 
have heard none to compare with it, sinee you thoughts, with the first moment of relaxation 
left us, and though we cannot approve your un- j the scenes and events of the preceding evening 
due devotion to your instrument, we do not ask j recurred to him, in all their varied and enehant- 
you wholly to forget its use; but rather desire j ing brilliancy. 

that in your hours of relaxation from study you He heard again the murmur of applause which 
should perfect yourself in its use, that it may not greeted the execution of his sonata > and saw the 
only be to you a pleasant resort from graver pur- lovely smile and tender eyes of I ant he beaming 
suits, but also prove a source of enjoyment to upon him, in sympathy and approval. “And 
others. to-day,” he thought, “ I am to see her again.” 

“ And now, my dear son, having written you a The- certainty of this coming interview haunted 
long letter, I must bid you farewell, begging you j him like some sweet dream, till the hour named 
always to remember that you have the.hopes and j fVr his first lesson to his charming pupil arrived; 
the happiness of your parents in your keeping, s and then, half shrinking from the responsibility 
and that you will hold the trust sacred, and in so j which he had consented to accept, yet elated by 
doing best secure your own ultimate happiness abd j the prospect of being admitted to her presence— 
prosperity. Let me hear from you speedily. Tkat J not only now, but day after day, as her guide 
you continue well and happy, and that the good , and teacher in his own beloved art-—he Tallied 
God may bless you, my son, and send his holy . his courage, and went to fulfil his engagement, 
angels to watch and guard you, is the daily \ Fabian was waiting in the corridor to conduct 
prayer of your affectionate mother, him to the music-room, where the ladies were 

Pauli if a Tartiwi.” ready to receive him ; Donna Ian the sitting on a 

The letter, wet with Guiseppe’s tears, fell from j cushion, at the feet of the marebesa, reading 
his hand as he finished its perusal, and with his j aloud from the poems of Tasso. The silver 
face bowed upon his folded arms, he bent down tones of her voice fell like some mria* strain of 
upon the table, his heart melted by bis mother’s music on the ear of Guiseppe, as heel art d; and 
tender words, and wounded by the consciousness J both reader and listener were so absorbed by 
that he had never deserved them less than at this \ their subject, that they foiled to perceive the 
moment. Smitten with remorse, he started sud- young musician’s entrance, till his name was 
denly from his seat, and traversing the room announoed by Fabian. 

with rapid and Agitated step, bis agony broke Then* both rose up to welcome him, and he 
forth in impassioned words: “ She lauds me for ; returned their cordial salutation with a graceful 
my filial obedience, and for my perseverance in i simplicity whioh was natural to him; and though 
study; and 1 mil merit her loving commendation, j now not wholly free from a slight embarrassment, 
Yes, though it cost the sacrifice, of my dearest j it only added grace to his manner, 
hopes, I will—I will strive to foltil hers. The Lest he should seem to place himself on the 
silent hours of the night I will devote to study, footing of a guest r he referred immediately to the 
and so redeem the moments given to the one j object of hie visit, and proceeded to give his first 
science the love of which was inborn with my j lesson. The bishop, who soon appeared, was 
birth. Yes, even now, will 1 shut out the bright ' charmed with the new tutor, and delighted with 
and beautiful images that throng my mind, and } Ianthe’s quickness, 
fbr their sakes, who love me so well, strive to j ,p • • 

find interest and harmony in these volumes, CHAPTER VII. 

whose pages I so reluctantly unfold.” j So passed a suc c es sio n of weeks, during which 

And as these half-unspoken thoughts agitated Guiseppe was constant in his instructions to 
his mind* he gathered his volumes of casuistry Donna lanthe, whose rapid progress folly satis- 
and jurisprudence together, and strove to fix his \ fled her unde. He also filled; with honor to 
mind upon their contents, brooding persistently j himself* and perfect satisfaction to all interested, 
over them till the very light of dawn stole in, j the pest to which the bishop had appointed him 
eclipsing by its brightness the dim flame of his in the orchestra of St. Antonio; and yet, with 
nearly expiring lamp. Sleep had not visited his S these engrossing duties, he remained fcithfol to 
eyes; but the feverish excitement of his mind \ his self-imposed promise of devoting many hours 
forbade him to feel the need of it. He was > of each night to his collegiate studies, in which 
satisfied with the resolution he had formed of \ he made such rapid progress that he quite out* 
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stripped his compeers, and bid fair to win the 
highest prize in the University. 

But it also, aloe happened that, as the day went, 
on, and the lessons grew longer and more intri¬ 
cate, both the youthful teacher and also the fair 
pupil became initiated in the mysteries of a subtler 
science than that in which he had proposed to 
instruot her. The knowledge of it came upon 
them suddenly, and before they had any sus¬ 
picion of their danger. For a time, he knew only 
that never had teacher so docile and apt a scholar; 
who never wearied him, but made his task of 
instruction a constant and growing pleasure. 

And she—what happiness, she thought, to be 
taught by one so patient and forbearing: over¬ 
looking her dullness, and lengthening out his 
lessons beyond aTl precedent—how could she help 
listening to his instructions, and practicing them 
hour after hour, without weariness or complaint ? 
And so, with self-deceptive reasoning, she 
thought to hide even from herself her tender 
secret. But the similar experience of lira own 
heart taught the passionate student to read aright 
the new emotions which were stirring in hers. 

He felt it wrong to rqjoice in the discovery he 
had made, bat it filled him with a rapturous joy he 
found it difficult to conceal. He grew more silent 
and abstracted, but there was reverenoe and devo¬ 
tion in every look and word he addressed to her. 
As he saw her cheek glow with blushes at his ap¬ 
proach, and her soft eye droop beneath his glance, 
he could scarcely command himself; and often hid 
beneath' silence and reserve the thoughts and 
feelings he dared not express. But loathe’s less 
guarded manner sometimes tempted him beyond 
prudence to confess all, and sae for forgiveness. 

She, however, was not haunted by doubts or 
fears: she lived and rejoiced in the present, and 
felt it bliss enough to listen to his gifted speech, 
to meet his beaming smile, and to interpret 
tenderly his speaking glance. All pure thoughts 
and delicious harmonies were associated with 
him; and she grew to loVe her guitar with 
almost childish tenacity, and to anticipate the 
usual lessons with impatience and delight. 

The bishop, in the meantime, was delighted 
with his niece’s progress. Be had never known 
her to be so mtich Interested before, and being 
himself no mean amateur, he cherished the hope 
of her becoming so fair a proficient in the science, 
that she might bear a part in the social concerts 
he gave monthly to a select circle of friends. He 
flattered Guiseppe by his warm commendations, 
invited him frequently to-his table, and lavished 
upon him favors that might have tamed a head 
not filled as his was, with the one absorbing 
thought of youthful love. 


Quiseppe had not resolution to decline the 
courtesies which brought him into each familiar 
intercourse with Iantbe, though at the same time 
he dreaded the jealous observation of the mar- 
chesa, who had distinguished him by many marks 
of favor, too pointed to be misunderstood, and 
who bad been heard to declare, that having once 
married for worldly advantages, she had learned 
to despise them; and that, in future, wherever 
she bestowed her hand, her heart should accom¬ 
pany it, and that it should be given from pure 
affection, uninfluenced by any consideration of 
fortune or birth. 

This declaration had been made in bis hearing, 
and he would not have regarded it, had it not 
been followed by many trifling demonstrations of 
a warm interest in and admiration for himself, 
and'by a jealous scrutiny of his intercourse with 
Ianihe, which, when possible, she always found 
means to interrupt. This state of things soon 
began seriously to affect his health; his cheek 
grew pale, and his eye languid; even music 
seemed to have lost its charm for him, and the 
midnight hours he had so long given to study 
were spent in rapidly passing up and down his 
chamber, or in troubled inusings on his sleepless 
pillow. 

This change in him was too marked not to be 
observed by everyone, and when urged to con¬ 
sult a physician, he did so, though aware that 
no physical ailment affected him; but he was 
told by the wise Esculapias, that if he valued 
his life, to quit Padua, and try the effect of his 
native air, which alone, if anything could, might 
restore him. He felt indeed that his only safety 
was in flight; that his love for the beautiful and 
high-born Ianthe was presumptuous ; for though 
the unconscious tenderness and devotion of her 
manner had carried with it the sweet conviction 
that his love had found a response in her heart, he 
felt it would be treachery to avail himself of this 
discovery. That, however she might receive his 
donffession, should he dare to make it, the proud 
bishop, when the knowledge of it reached his 
ears, would spurn him with disdain. 

So he determined to ffy. Yet day after day he 
lingered on, feeding his secret passion with the 
sweetness of her presence, eten though he knew 
it was destroying him. He grew sad and silent. 
His voice had a melancholy cadence, that more 
than once brought tears to lanthe’s eyes, that did 
not escape the observation of her lover, who 
silently blessed her for her precious sympathy, 
not daring to hope that they sprang from a love 
as deep and hopeless as his own. 

The marchesa had watched this daring passion 
growing each day stronger, between the master 
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and his pupil, with the utmost mortification and 
chagrin. Her interest in him had grown into ad¬ 
miration, and it vexed her that anyone beside 
herself, accustomed to charm and conquer, should 
e-gross him. So she resolved to nip in the bud 
the growing penchant which she detected between 
the young master and Donna Ianthe. “ Such a 
mere child,” she said to herself, “who cannot 
yet know her own mind—and he to be caught by 
her simplicity. What would my brother, with 
his high notions, say of this baby flirtation V* 

At last, one dark mbrning, Guiseppe rose late, 
and equipped himself for his departure. It 
was the day for the lesson at the palace—the last 
he could ever give Ianthe. Should he yield to 
the temptation, look on her once more, and then 
depart forever from her sight, and it might be 
lYom her remembrance ? And like Adam of old, 
and other Adams of his race, he yielded, perforce, 
having found himself at the steps of the palace 
before he had decided. He ascended them ; and 
familiar now with the intricacies of the interior, he 
threaded the various passages without guidance, 
to the music-room. 

The tones of a guitar, touched to low and deli¬ 
cate harmony, greeted him as he entered the 
half-open door; and Ianthe, immediately laying 
aside the instrument, arose and came forward to 
meet him. She was alone, and had evidently 
been weeping; her sweet eyes, still moist with 
emotion, reminding him of dewy violets, as she 
raised them, with a look of glad welcome, to his 
face. He took her extended hand, and as he 
feared, pressed it too warmly ; for the lovely 
blush deepened on her cheek, and her eyes 
drooped beneath his ardent glance as she softly 
withdrew it, and sinking on a seat, said: “I 
thought you were not coming—it Is so late; and 


I have been so lonely. My aunt was summoned 
: to visit a sick nun: her former teacher at the 
: convent of fJanta Maria, and I don’t know when 
| she will return, for—” 

She stopped, suddenly, for she caught his 
; look; and as if reading too truly its sad and 
tender meaning, she bent silently over the musie- 
j lesson that lay open before her. It was a simple 
\ sonata, which Guiseppe himself had composed: 

tender and pathetic. Ianthe was never weary of 
| practicing it: it seemed the expression of feelings 
} she scarcely dared own to herself; and as for 
j Guiseppe, he had poured his whole soul into it. 
j As she now lightly touched the strings, the sweet 
I pathetic tones she elicited were more expressive 
than human speech could have lyen, of despairing 

< love, and the speechless agony of parted lovers, 
j She could not finish the strain; but bent forward, 

her hand still resting motionless upon the guitar, 

** Like magic's silver sceptre, hovering 
To waken music from the untouch’d string.” 

Guiseppe stooped towards her; and as the 
5 tuars foil fast and bright, he reverently kissed 
the small white hand, upon which one precious 
\ drop had fallen. Lower drooped her foir head, 
| at this first daring act of love; but no word 
escaped her lips. 

** Sweetest, forgive me,” he whispered. “ For- 
} give me for having dared to love you—that I 

< dare to tell you so, at this parting moment. Yes, 
j it must be so: before another day, I shall—I 
j must—be gone from you forever.” 

She lifted her tenrfol face to his, with a look 
i of blank astonishment and terror; and it seemed 
? afc though her lips refosed to fratne the words 
j she uttered half infludibly: “ Ton will not. No, 
j it must not be.” 

i [TO Sit CONCLUDED.] 


JUST SEVENTY-TWQ. 

BY FRANK H. 8CATTEROOOD. 


Jrsr seventy-two 1 Then trim thy light, 
And get thy Jewels all reset; 

Tis past meridian, but still bright, 

And lacks some hours to sunset yet. 

At seventy-two, 

Be strong and true; 

Scour off thy met, atad shine anew. 

Tis yet high day. Thy sword resume, 

And fight fresh battles for the truth; 

For what is age but youth's full bloom— 

A riper, more transcendent youth? 

A wedge of gold 
Is never old; 

Streams broader grow, as downward rolled. 


At seventy-two, life Is began; 

At seventy-throe, begin once mole; 
Fly swifter as you near foe sun. 

And brighter shine at eighty-four. 

At ninety-five, 

Bhouldst thou arrive, 

Still wait on God, and work, and thrive. 

Keep thy locks wet with morning dew, 
And freely let thy graces flow; 

For life well spent Is ever new, 

And yearn anointed younger grow. 

So, work away} 

Be young for aye: 

From sunset into breaking day. 
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It was a bitter hour for Barbara Wortley, when 
her brother Jem came to tell her that he was 
engaged to marry Milly Kent. From the moment 
that he had set eyes on the giddy, pretty, gay¬ 
winged butterfly, she had seen that it was in¬ 
evitable. She had seen, too, that Milly's mother 
meant to move heaven and earth to compass the 
match. Oh, that mother—what could be expected 
of a girl brought up under her guidance? Bar¬ 
bara had known her thoroughly, when they were 
both young; known her for false and heartless, 
vicious and evil-tongued: graceful and smooth as 
her manners were. 

Afterwards, as Mrs. Kent, Bhe had gone to 
live in New Orleans; and since then, Barbara 
had only seen her a few times, till she came back, 
this winter, to New Yorl*. 

She was now a widow, $md had brought with 
her this eighteen-year-old daughter, who was very 
like what Barbara remembered the mother to have 
been at the same age, only of a more delicate, 
refined type, but with less strength of body and 
mind. In fact, the girl was a human butterfly, 
to be pitied, perhaps, rather than condemned ; for 
her soul was as incapable of receiving any fixed 
impression as a wreath of foam. The girl, to 
change the simile, was like Undine; only with no 
capability of having a soul awakened within her. 

But Barbara had not thought the crisis so near. 
It was only eight weeks since she had dawned on 
Jem’s sight, standing at the piano, and singing in 
that wonderful voice, so full of sweetness and 
passion that it would have been difficult for a 
man much older than Jem to believe she was no 
more able to feel the emotions it expressed, than 
was the instrument which ^ooompaiued her. But 
Miss Barbara knew. 

She knew, too, what a man such as Jem would 
become; and how he must suffer, soone^or later, 
tied for life to a woman like that. She had seen 
it in the case of her own father and step-mother, 
the latter a creature very much of Milly’s type. 
But when Jem came in, and had told her of his 
engagement, she laid all this aside. 

“Oh, my dear Jem, my dear Jem,” she said, 
with sisterly affection. 

“ I’ve taken you by surprise,” cried Jem, with 
a happy laugh. “But you’re glad, Barbara, 
you’re glad? Was there ever such a lovely, 
frscinating creature ? I am the luckiest fellow 


alive. It was only last night I spoke. I don’t 
know how I managed to keep silent so long. 
And I thought you meant to lie abed all day: it 
seems to me as if I had been waiting an age to 
tell you.” 

Poor Barbara could only kiss and embrace 
him, and try for broken phrases. 

But Jem saw nothing of this. He went on, 
eagerly: “ And, oh ! Barbara, dear, you will go 
and see her, this very morning. Her mother 
seemed afraid you would not be pleased. Such 
an idea! She’s the dearest little woman in the 
world : as natural and unspoiled almost as Milly. 
She says she was so fond of you, as a girl. You 
were older, and she looked up to you, and—” 

Miss Barbara interrupted the tirade, by giving 
him another kiss. Then she sat down, weak and 
trembling. But she smiled at him, nevertheless ; 
and Jem was too happy to notice how pale she 
had grown. 

“Did you expect this, Bab, dear?” he said, 
directly. 

She could only shake her head. Probably, if 
she had given a sign of assent, he would have 
been astounded and provoked; but when she 
answered with that mute negative, he exclaimed, 
almost irritably: 

“ Then you have been as blind as a bat.” 

“ I mean not ytet, npt so soon,” shivered Miss 
Barbara. 

“Soon?” echoed Jem, scornfully. But just 
tten, the cook appeared for orders; and Jem 
flew off, only to return in ten minutes, more 
excited than ever. 

It was a morning of terrible confusion to Miss 
Barbara. She was called here,dragged there; 
tben sbe found herself in Mrs. Kent’s parlor, and 
Jem was pushing Milly into her arms, and Milly 
was returning her kiss, and saying: 

“You must pet me immense^, Miss Barbara; 
else I shall think you are jealous. Yes, it’s a 
lovely ring, Jem; but it ought to be a sapphire, 
for luck.” 

“It shall be,” said Jem; “but put this on.” 

“But we’re not engaged, till I get the other; 
and I think I’ve changed my mind.” 

And away ran Milly, laughing, into another 
room, and Jem followed; and presently, Miss 
Barbara heard the girl’s voice, caroling like a 
nightingale, singing her favorite “Jewel Song,” 
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from Faust, no doubt accompanying it by proper 
dramatic action and “ stage business,” as she 
was fond of doing among her intimates. And 
through the harmonious strains, Miss'Barbara 
heard the mother’s Yoice, too; and saw her 
sitting there, serene and triumphant, able to 
comprehend the sister’s emotions as no one else 
had done; and delighted to sting her old enemy, 
with smiling lips and honeyed tongue. 

Though there was less than a lustre’s differ¬ 
ence in their ages, Miss Barbara looked good ten 
years the widow’s senior. For Miss Barbara had 
gray hair, and wore a sober garb, and was tall, 
thin, and somewhat gaunt; while the relict wore 
a blue morning-dress and bright ribbons, and was 
tiny and graceful, with just that degree of 
plumpness which a woman of forty needs, to 
keep her dimples in a becoming state of preser¬ 
vation. 

“ It is a heart-break to me—a perfect heart¬ 
break,” Lizzie Kent was saying. “I tell Jem 
that I think I’m an angel, not to detest him out¬ 
right. But I believe he is as near worthy of my 
treasure as any man could be. And oh, Barbara, 
take care, take care. Don’t you do as so many 
old maids have done, in similar cases: make 
them unhappy. You would not mean to, I know ; 
but Jem is like a son to you ; and it is so natural 
for a woman to hate the girl who comes between 
her and her boy; and she Bees everything the 
poor creature does, in a false light, and never 
discovers it is her own wicked jealousy that 
causes her to.” 

Miss Barbara did not condescend to self- 
defense, or what would have pleased the widow 
still better, any show of irritation. The little 
wasp tried and tried, but could not rouse her 
victim into a retort. Miss Barbara was pale, 
and quiet, and stunned; and her kind, gentle 
words to Milly had been all she had to say about 
the matter; so she kept getting away therefrom, 
and her tormentor going back to it, in a fashion 
that to any spectator, would have been at once 
painful and amusing. 

And, at last, Miss Barbara was at home again. 
That visit seemed the longest hour she had ever 
spent. Jem helped her out of the carriage; 
stopped in the hall for a few more parting words, 
of course upon the one subject the world held for 
him just at present; then hurried off to attend to 
important business: the purchase of the sapphire 
ting. 

And Miss Barbara was alone with her fears 
and her aching heart, and was utterly helpless. 
Had Jem spoken to her, given her a chance to 
speak, before he proposed to Milly, she .would 
have told bini her mind ; revealed what she knew 


of the mother; but it was too late now; any ex¬ 
pression of her certainties concerning the widow, 
of her dread and doubts in regard to Milly, 
would only sfctve to pain and irritate Jem, and 
perhaps alienate him from her forever. 

“ Maybe, after all, Lizzie Kent was right,” 
she said, dolefully, “ Maybe 1 am jealous and 
selfish; and that makes me unjust and hard. 
No, it isn’t true; it’s only that I know what a 
terrible mistake his love is. Jem will grow and 
develop mentally, and that girl will stand still. 
Before he is thirty, he will find himself utterly 
alone. Either he will learn that he mistook 
romance for affection, or else he will have to 
suffer the tortures of purgatory every day and 
hour. They will not have a sentiment in com¬ 
mon, not a hope or wish, where they won’t jar 
against each other. I don’t think the child is 
bad-hearted, like her mother: there isn’t stamina 
and force enough in her for that. The mother 
hurts people from deliberate intention: the 
daughter will do it from sheer inability to un¬ 
derstand that they can feel.” 

The days ,went on. Sometimes they dragged, 
like leaden weights, at poor Miss Barbara’s soul. 
Sometimes they flew, like swifl-winged, evil 
creatures, that had a fiendish delight in her 
misery, and in the awful destiny to which they 
were hurrying her boy forward. 

But in the meanwhile, Jem and Milly were 
happy, and as thoughtless as two birds; and 
Mrs. Kent was so permeated by the sunshine, 
that, even to Miss Barbara, she employed her 
softest voice, and beamed contentment on all the 
world. 

Milly was always sweet and amiable. But 
outside of their mutual love for music, Miss 
Barbara knew they would find it difficult to dis¬ 
cover tastes or thoughts in common. So, when 
they chanced tp be alone, and they bad discussed 
Jem a little, but. never very frankly or easily on 
either side, she used to take refuge in the one 
subject of^ which Milly nfrver tired. 

“Your voice has been cultivated, as if you 
were intended for a professional singer,” she 
said, one day, as the girl arose from the piano. 

“Didn’t yod knovP that I was to be one?” 
asked Milly, quietly. Boor mamma doesn’t 
even like me to speak of it. You see, meeting 
Jem has put an end to all that. She always 
hated the idea.” 

“ And you ? Had you visions of trinmpbs, that 
are hard tp relinquish?” 

“ Oh, I’m a lazy creature, you know,” returned 
Milly, with a careless laugh. “I belong to the 
butterfly species, to whom work is uncongenial.” 

Miss Barbara quite' started! But, in an 


Digitized by t^.ooQLe 




Instant, she reflected that Milly’s thrust was of \ to give her up. But the girl only gazed fixedly 
oourse unintentional, though she felt herself \ at him, with those Y&gue, mysterious eyes, and 
change color somewhat, under the child’s eyes. \ said, placidly: 

Those Undine eyes, whose inexplicable, vaguej “ We will consider our engagement conditional, 
look sometimes irritated, sometimes saddened, j then. That is what you mean. Of oourse, if 
the spinster almost beyond bearing. \ you find you haven’t any money left, we can’t be \ 

But these halcyon <feys did not last long, j married yet But we are young enough to wait” 
Men found Milly wonderfully attractive, and j “And you wouldn't go with me, if 1 have to 
though one could never say that she flirted, she j live there—if—” 

always, in spite of being engaged, received at- $ “ No, I would not,” interrupted Milly, laugh- 

tent ions, os something too natural not to be j ing. “Why, it would be the means of driving 
accepted. In particular, there was an English- \ poor mamma into a lunatic asylum; and if it 
man, with oceans of money and a prospective > didn't drive you, too, it would make you wish 
title, who caused Jem a great deal of jealousy, > you were in one; and that would be worse.” 
and at least daszled Mrs. Kent’s sight, till she * “ Great heavens, Milly,” he cried, “you might 

said, without hesitation, to Barbara, that she \ as well say you don’t love me.” 
began to feel Milly might have done far better \ . ** Tape must prove that,” returned Milly. 
with her future, than she had. And poor. Miss \ Then, even while he was holding her two hands, 
Barbara was forced to endure the remark—for ai *d pouring out his flood of excited arguments 
Jem’s sake. She even exercised self-control \ protestations, her eyes wandered from his 
enough aof to repeat it to him, lest he. should be \ face, and she sat gazing straight before her, with 
disturbed thereby; for, whatever happened, she i that abstracted look which had so often made 
meant that ho trouble should oome to the pair, \ Miss Barbara long to shake her; and. which 
through any fault or indiscretion of hers. So j hurt poor Jem so cruelly, as if there were 
she held her peace, too* when she saw Milly do some impenetrable distance between their souls 
things 4f which she disapprbved, as she did when which even his great love could not traverse. 

Jem showed that he was jealous or restless. j “ Milly* Milly, whot &re you thinking of?” he 
“ Butterflies were born to be admired,” thought \ exclaimed, 
the spinster, bitterly, “ and if a man will go fur- s She only smiled, at him, as he knelt at her feet, 

ther, and give his heart as well, he must suffer j But directly, she answered; 
the consequences, that’s all.” “I am thinking about the ftiiure, I suppose. 

Spring came, and one day brought disastrous j. I fancy it will depend on you, Jem. Come, don’t 
news from Colorado, and from the silver mine \ talk any more, now. I’m going to exorcise ypu, 
which was the source of Jem's wealth. The man j as David did Saul.” 

who had been directing affairs there for almost \ So she sang to him, with her eyes looking into 
twenty years, owning a certain share indeed, \ his; and he was young enough and unthinking 
which bad* been left to him by .old Mr. Wortley, \ enough to be glad to put off the troubles and the 
as a reward fob his fidelity: this man, a pattern | dark thoughts even for an hour, and to agree 
of industry, honesty, and every other virtue, op j with her when she said, softly: 
to the present time, had levanted suddenly for i “Because we must suffer to-morrow, is no 
some unknown dime. Bat he carried off a < reason why we should make ourselves miserable 
fortune, and left behind debts innumerable, s to-day. There wouldn’t be half so much trouble 
which, through his artfol management, the prop- \ in the world, if people only wouldn’t fret in 
erty was responsible for. In foot, ho had been \ advanoe.” 

a systematic cheat and robber, during nearly > The next days passed like a dreadful dream to 
twice a decade, and Jem had now to suffer for it. ! Jem. Then he was speeding away across the 
Jem was obliged to start, without delay, for j continent; and when news came from him. Miss 
the scene of misfortune. Before he departed, < Barham learned that by putting all he had into 
Mrs. Kent told hfan, in very plain, unvarnished \ the business, except a moderate income, which 
language, that his duty was dear t he ought to \ would serve for her needs, he was certain of being 
release Milly from her engagement; it was cruel,; able to arrange the debts, to continue the working* 
wicked, to hold her bonnd; she was-too young > of the mine on a diminished soale, and in the* 
and unreflecting to ask it, and heahonkl think j coarse of time to retrieve his fhllen fortunes, 
for her. \ u Tbs oourse of time,” exclaimed Mrs. Kent, 

Jem rushed at once In search of Milly* In j in tearful wrath. “Well, we shall have the 
his despair, he talked in so mad a way thatfc j Judgment Day, in the course of time, too. A 
thirty sounded as if he were expressing a desire l pretty thing to look forward to.” 

Vol. LXXXII.—9. 
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“ Yes, for some of us,” retorted Miss Bar- However, she found her momentary despair 
bora. | quite wasted; for Mrs, Kent informed them that 

Then the widow descended upon both her and in ten days she and her daughter were it sail 
■ Milly, in very indiscriminating rage; and the for England, Even Barbara was against the poor 
spinster felt that, in one respect, she had never fellow, when he raged and raved. But she spoke 
done the girl justice. For Milly was patient and more kindly than the widow. She rendered her 
tender to her mother, even during that scene. opinion very evident, however; saying that for 
Jem was gone a^tab^r-of weeks ; and "before him to think of marriage at present was intensely 
he returned, Mrs. Kent and Miss Barbara were selfish. “Don’t,” she said, “drag Milly down 
of accord upon ohb'riibject: both said the en- to poverty.” 

gagement ought to be relinquished. There was “Will you make me a solemn promise to do 
something mysterious going on in the Widow’s one thing? Promise, before I tell f yoi» what it 
household; but what, Barbara did not know, is,” Milly asked him. 

Some compact had evidently been formed between He gave his pledge $ but he did not know to 
thfe mother and daughter, which ‘ appeared to what, until after he had bidden her farewell en 
have established peace between them; and each the deck of the outward-bound steamer, 
in her way seemed triumphant, a little as if she “ You have not told me what jrou wanted,” he 
considered a victory had been gained over the said. “ I suppose you mean to write it.” 
other. “ I have written it,” she answered, slipping a 

Several times, too, Miss Barbara encountered letter into the breast-pocket of his coat. “ You 
at the house an individual who was presented to promised. I know you will keep you* word, 
her under some unpronounceable Polish name. Jem.” 

An odious creature she found him, though his So they stood there, white and silent, holding 
manners were singularly smooth and suave. But each other’s bands, regardless of the bystanders; 
one thing was evident: the widow stood in fear and meanwhile, down in her state-rootn, to 
of the creature, and Milly was on terms of which Mrs. Kent ‘had invited Miss Barbara, 
intimacy with him, which filled the spinster the former was saying, curtly: 

.with dismay. •* “There is no woman alive whom I hate as I 

The stranger had disappeared, before Jem got do you, Barbara Wortley; and it’s a pleasure to 
ifoack; and when Miss Barbara asked some point- have the opportunity of telling you so: it oon- 
4flaak question in regard to his whereabouts, soles me for a great deal. Good-bye.” 

'Mrs. Kent frowned darkly at her, and said. As she finished, she walked away, and hid 
-curtly?* herself among the passengers, in one of the 

“It’s good of you to be interested enough to salons; and Miss Barbara mounted to the deck, 
•ask. You weren’t very civil to him. He’s gone remarking to herself, mentally, as she went: 

; to Europe, If you are anxious, to- know.” “That woman is almost as mad as she is 

“ I’m nbt anxious,” said Barbara. ; wicked. Well, I’ve my consolation, too. We 

“ He’s Aladdin, grown elderly, and wearing shall never see either mother or daughter again, 
modern clothes,” laughed Milly, who wsjb in It is worth losing our money to have gained that, 
‘high spirits. > But poor Jem 1” 

“ You’re a little idiot,” cried her mother, stamp-1 She might well call him her poor Jem. For 
ing her foot; and then it leaked out that the l when he opened Milly* 8 letter, he felt that he 
-rich Englishman had been in town again, and \ had not a hope lefiriu this world. She told him 
had asked Milly to marry him, and that she had that she had promised, for U^r entire years, 
•refiised, Which was reason sufficient fbr the never to see him, never even to write him a line; 
widow’s being in her blackest, most diabolical j and she warned him that only by uttering this 
•mood. | solemn vow had she been able to save her mother 

So Jem came back to the home which was to \ and herself from aft dire trouble as ever fell upon 
he home no more, perhaps, for many years. \ two human beings. Then she revealed what die 
Oime with a wild hope that Milly and her promise was that he had made. It was never to 
mother would listen to his pleadings, and go marry, without sending her word to a London 
with him and Barbara out to their place of exile address she gave, two months in advance; but 

by the Pacific dhores. To stay behind never never, unless he bad thpt motive, to send her so 

entered the spinster’s head. But she felt that much as a line—not one. 

•ehe could realize what- purgatory was, when she i And when Miss Barbara heard the terms o 
'Contemplated the idea of sharing her tent not |4lhis epistle, she said tohfrself; 

. only with Milly, hut -with -Milly’* progenitre**. i “I don’t know whether the girl ia a* wicked a* 
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her mother, but she is still madder, that’s cer¬ 
tain.” 

So the brother *nd sister took their way out 
to their new homeland as Miss Barbara was a 
woman who never had had any intimate friends, 
so closely had she centred her life on Jem, since 
his childhood, and as Jem wished in his misery 
to break loose entirely from the old life, they 
could not have lived more completely without 
news of former acquaintances if they had spent 
the ensuing year on a desert island. 

Jem toiled faithfully and hard, through diffi¬ 
culties, discouragements, everything that could 
"have broken the spirit of an ordinary man. But 
he never flagged. At the end of the twelve- 
month, a foreign newspaper he lighted on by 
accident infornied him that Milly Kent had gone 
on the stage, had made a Successful debut at 
Milan, and wta singing to crowded houses in 
Paris. But her season of operatic triumphs, the 
newspaper adcled, was likely to be brief, as rumor 
declared that Before spring she would change 
h&rmimic diadem for the coronet of a Russian 
princess. 

Within a week, a fresh blow struck Jem 
Wortley, dashing his last hope for the future into 
<fhaos. There had been violent rains, and a 
mountain stream, swollen to a furious river, had 
deluged the nilnes; and even when it subsided 
from the hills outside, the waters lay a deep, 
black lake in the heart of the beds of silver ore; 
and thousands of dollars Would be needed to put 
them again in working order. 

Ruin, shipwreck, desolation, on every side. 
Many a sufferer would have yielded, would have 
cursed fate, and let himself drift passively to 
destruction. But Jem never despaired. He ob¬ 
tained a situation as clerk, in some neighboring 
works, and he and Barbara lived on. No trouble 
could touch the devbted woman very sorely, so 
long as she had Jem beside her, and knew that 
whatever came, Jem would still acquit himself 
like a man. 

Meantime, J&# slaved flhnA morning till night, 
and then was glad to crawl to bed and sleep. 
The pair were cheerful enough, patient enough ; 
but such a life makes human beings grow quiet 
and silent; and when they talked, it was always 
of the events of their daily existence : the past 
was a dead letter, and the future only an impen¬ 
etrable mist. 

Another year went by. When it was half 
gone, there came, one day, a foreign journal for 
Miss Barbara. She r$ad a paragraph which had 
been marked carefully, to attract her notice. 
Milly Kent waa really to be married, and almost 
immediately. She sat holding the paper in her 


hand, gazing blankly at the page. She knew 
that the widow had sent it. She was wondering 
how she should tell Jem, her poor Jem, who had 
not uttered Milly’s name for months, though she 
comprehended that he was no nearer cured of 
his.infatuation than on the day when he'bade 
the heartless creature farewell. ' 

She heard a deep breath, close behind her 
chair; turned, and saw Jem’s white face staring 
down at the sheet. He had entered unheard, 
and read the paragraph. 

“ Jem,” she groaned, springing up in terror, 
and flinging her arms about his neck. “Oh, 
Jem.” 

ne unwound her arms very gently, and placed 
her in her chair again, saying only: 

“ Remember the legend you read me, of the 
martyr, who heard the voice from heaven call, as 
he went to meet the lions : 4 Polycarp, acquit 
thyself like a man.* I told you I should never 
forget, Barbara. Trust me, I never shall.” 

Then he went quickly out of the room, and left 
the sister to her tears and her prayers.* 

When the twelvemonth ended, there appeared, 
in the neighborhood, an Englishman from Aus¬ 
tralia, familiar with mining operations: a most 
intelligent, genial person in every way. This 
Mr. Fortescu£ took a great liking to Jem Wortley, 
and in spile of coldness And tacit rebuffs, in¬ 
sisted* on forming acquaintance; and his appre¬ 
ciation of “ her boy ’’ speedily won MiSs Barbara’s 
heart. 

One Sunday, he visited the house, and vepy 
tersely and clearly fnade Jem a proposition. He 
had concluded an inspection of the flooded mine; 
had counted the cost; and was ready to bear the 
expense to put the concern in working Order; 
and he offered a partnership to Wortley. 

Jem, himself, was not very hopeful. But, of 
course, sucb a chance was hot to T)e thrown 
away. Eighteen months later showed how cor¬ 
rect Fortescue had been in his judgment ; for 
San Miguel was in operation again, and the 
AufilnAisn prepared with money at every emer¬ 
gency, if not in vast sums, at least always enough 
for them to labor steadily on. 

Fortune held out bright assurances, and when 
nearly five years had elapsed since the date of 
Jem’s troubles; the coy goddess came herself in 
full triumph. A new veiri Iras discovered, finer 
and more productive than the old; and Jem 
Wortley was a wealthy, man again.- 

He showed no inclination to return East. 
Barbara, tdo, felt indifferent. Sh$ had her boy. 
She wanted nothing besides. 

There was business of importance to attend to 
in Denver City, however, and though all such 
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had hitherto been considered within Mr. For- 
tescue’s province, on this occasion he desired 
Jem to accompany him, and persuaded Miss Bar¬ 
bara to be of the party. 

It was nearly evening when they reached their 
journey’s end ; and before they had been half 
an hour in the hotel, Jem learned that Milly 
Kent w^s there, and would appear for the first 
time at the opera-house that night. 

Mr. Fortescue brought the news and the tickets 
for a box. He had never heard the brother or 
sister mention the singer’s name, and apparently 
their agitation at his announcement did not strike 
him. 

So, sitting in the crowded theatre, looking 
across the sea of heads and the brilliant lights, 
Jem Wortley gazed again on the face of the 
woman lie loved: wondering, in a confused, 
insane fashion, what this meeting meant; afraid 
to ask, even,,if anybody knew whether she were 
married. 

Milly was very little changed. She looked 
taller and more lovely than ever, in her long, 
trailing white robes. But it was Milly still. 
And the melodious voice, that had gained so 
wonderfully in sweetness and volume, sent Jem 
straight up into heaven, and kept him there. 

They went back to the hotel. Jem wopld 
have broken away, to go he knew not whither. 
But Mr. Fortescue detained him, saying: 

“You must stop. I have invited a friend to 
supper, qftd promised that you would be here.” 

“ You must stay,” Miss Barbara added. So 
Jem let himself be led into Mr. Fortescue’s 
private parlor; and there that gentleman turned 
suddenly to him, and said : 

“ I told you I had a sleeping partner, who 
furnished, >me the money for our needs. That is 
the person you are to meet.” 

And then there came- a knock at the door, and 


Milly Kent entered, still wearing her white 
robes. She walked straight up to Jem, holding 
out her hand, and saying: 

“ I have kept it for you, all these yean. Will 
you have it still?” 

There was a dark story hidden under those years 
of silence and patient fortitude. But no one save 
Jem ever learned the whole; and when Milly had 
whispered it, with her head lying on his breast, 
they put even its memory aside forever. 

The Pol6, whose intimacy in Mrs. Kent’s house 
had caused Miss Barbara such unpleasant suspi¬ 
cions, was an operatic agent; a man of means, 
who had paid for Mills’s musical studies in New 
Orleans. To relieve herself from difficulties, 
Mrs. Kent rewarded his kindness by forging his 
name, just before-her departure. He traced the 
artfully managed plot to her door, at length ; and 
came North, at tlje ( time of Jem Wortley’s mis¬ 
fortunes. 

On one condition only, he agreed to keep 
silence. Th^t condition was: Milly should enter 
into an engagement to gp upon the stage, and 
for five years give herself completely up to her 
art. He loved he^ as if she had been his own 
daughter; could npt endure the idea that a voice 
like hers should ^e loaf to the world; and 
regarded Mrs. Kent’s, crime and Jem Wortley’s 
ruin as special interferences on the part of the 
gods who watch over the interests of music in 
this sublunary sphere, to prevent such a calamity. 

The girl’s success had soared far beyond even 
his expectations, winning a golden harvest for 
them both ; and much of Milly’s share had been 
employed in secretly aiding her lover. 

“ And I thought you had no soul,” sobbed Miss 
Barbara, when that portion of the truth was 
made clear. “ It was only that my soul was so 
poor and so baitow, that it could gain no com- 
prehension of yours. Oh, Milly, Milly l” 
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The water la dashing! 

All nature la gaj; 

Our hearts, Mght and buoyant, 
Oh, hasten away! 

Come where the gay billows 
Are foaming And white. 

And dancing and glittering 
In the setting sun's light 

The tints of the sunset 
Are fading away; 

Oh, see the soil shadow* 

Of lingering day. 


Ottr swift, bonny Skiff 
Is buoyant sfnd light: 

Then come, to return again, 

Late iu the night. 

How dearly, how fondly 
The water I love I 
How I love, by thy side, 

O'er the billows to rove— 

For you know that you whispered 
Tour love uato me. 

As we sailed in the moonlight 
Far over the sea. 
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BY KBS. E. W. DEMERIT! 1 . 


The long and rigorous New England winter was 
at an end. The turf in the orchard was almost 
hidden beneath the snowy petals which each pass¬ 
ing breeze shook from the blossoming branches, 
while the light of the setting sun brought out all 
the delicate tints of the foliage which crowned the 
large elms down by the old-fashioned farmhouse. 
In this orchard sat a young man, evidently wait¬ 
ing for someone. Nor did he have to wait long; 
for a young girl came up the road, directly, and 
stood breathless at his side. 

“I am quite exhausted,” she said. 41 Never 
were children so tiresome and unruly. I hurried, 
all the way.” 

She had taken off her hat, and the preHy head, 
with its rippling golden hair, was turned eagerly 
toward him. 

44 Rose,” began he, gravely, 44 can you bear a 
sudden shock—a surprise? But I won’t keep 
you in suspense. Hfere is a document which 
changes you from a poor country school-teacher 
to a ricli # heiress.” And he held out a letter. 

She looked at him in amazement. 44 What an 
utter absurdity,” she cried. 

44 Not at all. But read for yourself.” He 
placed the letter in her hands. 

She turned over the pages two or three times, 
and then read carefully from beginning to end. 

44 Mother had an only brother,” she said, 
4i with whom she lived from childhood. When 
he went into business in the West Indies, she re¬ 
fused to go; and told him, for the first time, of 
her intention of marrying father. He was very 
angry, and left without a word of farewell. We 
have written repeatedly, but never received a 
reply, and had every reason to believe him dead. 
Can this be he?” 

44 Of course it is. Judge Lei and has a letter 
with all the particulars. Why do you look so 
incredulous ?” 

41 Do you know how much it Is ? Is it ten thou¬ 
sand dollars?” 4 

“More.” 

44 Fifteen—twenty? Oh, Ralph, what a rich 
woman I shall be.” 

“Twice that, Rose,” replied he, smiling. 

44 Forty thousand dollars ?” 

“ Twice that, too.” 

44 Eighty thousand? What can I ever do with 

it all r 


44 1 might as well tell you at once. Rose, you 
are for richer than Judge Leland. He tells me 
that you will have a quarter of a million.” 

The young girl clapped her hands joyously, 
and gave utterance to a little scream of delight 

44 Now, Rose,” continued Ralph, * 4 1 must leave 
you. I have some work to do in the city, and 
have agreed to go down by the evening- train. 
Good-bye.” 

Rose watched until he had passed out of sight, 
and then walked slowly' down to the house, still 
holding the letter in her hand. As her head 
brushed against the low overhanging branches, a 
shower of pink add white petals fluttered down 
to the grass beneath. 

It was a few days later. The Work at the 
busy farmhouse was at an end till to-morrow. 
In the long dining-room, before the fire which 
blazed upon the hearth, sat two women. One 
was rocking slowly in a highjacked chair, while 
the other occupied a low stool opposite. The old 
clock in the comer ticked so loudly, that it 
almost drowned the voice of the grny-haired 
man whe sat by the table bending over an open 
Bible. 

44 Change them that be rich in this world, that 
they be not high-minded, nor trust in uncertain 
riches, but in the living God, who giveth us 
richly all thihgs to enjoy.” 

There was a peculiar significance and impres¬ 
siveness in the old man's tbice, as he read these 
words. Suddenly, he closed the Bible, and 
8tretchingout hiB arms, he Tosfe, and said: 

44 Come, Rosy, for the good-night kiss. There 
will not be many more.” 

In an instant, the girl's head was pillowed on 
his breast, and between her sobs came the words: 

"I’ll never, never gt> aWay/TTnde Hiram, if 
you and Aunt Esther feel so badly abont it.” 

44 No, no, Rosy,” and the wrinkled hand 
stroked the golden hair gently. 44 We are not 
going to be selfish, are we, Esther?” 

44 No, Hiram. The young life should not be 
overshadowed by the old ones. Rosy will come 
back to be the comfort of our old age. Get me a 
light, child. I don't think we had better wait 
any longer for Ralph. Come, Hiram.” 

The young girl followed the aged couple to the 
hall, and then after waiting Until the door closed 
after them, returned to her place by the fire. In 

( 188 ) 
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a few moments, the sound of wheels was heard, 
there was a step on the porch, and Ralph Loring 
entered with a portfolio under his arm. 

44 How cheery the fife looks. It was So chilly 
riding, that one would have said it was Novem¬ 
ber, rather than March. And you, Rose, are 
well?” 

“ You will not care for those,” he continued, 
as Rose took up the portfolio. 44 They are merely 
sketches, to be worked up some day into pic¬ 
tures.” 

44 I’ll buy all your pictures now,” exclaimed 
Rose, laughing. 44 How many commissions shall 
I give you ? Of course I shall want my picture 
painted in a great many different ways.” 

Ralph smiled. 44 That reminds roe, Rose. I 
have not yet offered my congratulations on your 
good fortune.” 

She turned toward him, quickly. 

44 1 thought you would have been glad; but from 
my very heart, I believe you are all sorry/. I 
should think from your actions, that some deadly j: 
peril, some unseen danger, lurked in my good 
fortune. What is it, Ralph? I do not exactly 
understand.” 

She did not wait for an answer* but con¬ 
tinued : 

“I have always thought it would be such a 
glorious thing to be rich, to scatter blessings 
wherever one goes. How can people help being ) 
better and nobler for it? Why, I feel as if I j 
could lift the world with my wealth.” f j 

“ Ah, Rose, the world is so large.” I 

44 Yes, Ralph, but I can surely make one little 
corner of it all happiness. I have enough for • 
that.” I 

“There is the responsibility, too, Rose.” j 

“ But I don’t feel at all weighed down by it, \ 
as everyone seems to think I should. On the 
contrary, I accept it joyfully. I rqjoice in it. 
Then there is something else, which I am weak 
enough to eiyoy immensely. Everyone . is so 
polite and attentive. I’m a person of immense 
importance now. Then again, there are the 
sweet children. I had. their love and busses 
when I was poor, and how happy I have made 
them all by my little gifts. Better than all, 
Ralph, I can help you now. Have you heard of 
our plans ?” 

44 1 simply heard, as I ^topped a few moments 
to get my letters, that you were to accompany 
the Lelands on their European trip.” 

Rose started to her feet, and stood before him, 
her hands clasped, and her eyes sparkling. 

44 And you, Ralph, are to have the dearest wish 
of your heart gratified. You are to go with us: 
to have every advantage which the Old World can 


give you. Why, what is the matter? You do 
not look at all pleased.” 

44 Go, as a recipient of your bounty ? Never!” 

The young girl looked at him in utter amaze¬ 
ment, as he continued: 

44 As much as I hunger for the art treasures of 
the Old World, I would rather starve without 
them, than enjoy them in that way.” 

44 In what way?” she asked, rather coldly. 

“ Did you for a moment imagine, Rose, that I 
would go abroad to continue my studies at your 
expense?” 

She did not answer, and Ralph added : 

44 Is it possible that Judge Iceland approved of 
such a plan ?” 

44 Ralph, you do not understand. I am to 
give you a certain amount; it is to be your own, 
to do with as you please.” 

“Worse and worse. How dared you, Rose, 
think so meanly of me? W T hat right had Judge 
Leland to hold such a contemptuous opinion of 
me ? I would die, rather than advance one step 
in my profession at your expense.” 

The tears stood in Rose’s eyes, but she kept 
silent., 

“ You have it in your power, dear Rose, to lift 
me—to be to me an inspiration; but not in that 
way—never in that way.” 

Her voice trembled, as she asked, timidly: 

44 From all this wealth of mine, from my abun¬ 
dance, do you refuse to accept one little crumb? 
Oh, my playmate, my brother, is there any rea¬ 
son why you should not share my good fortune 
as you have my poverty ? Had you been the one 
to inherit these riches, and I the poor one. this 
is not the way in which I should have treated 
you. You will let me do this for you ?” 

She laid her hand imploringly upon his arm; 
but he shook it off impatiently, and the sternness 
i of his face and voice frightened her. 

“As you love me, Rose, never a word of this 
again. In my poverty I yet retain my self- 
respect. For God’s sake, don’t rob mo of that. 
There is but one way to success—by self-denial 
and untiring labor., I should not value it, if it 
were gained by any other means. If I am ever 
to study abroad, I mqst work my way there, as 
better men have done before me. If there js to 
be peace between us, never allude to this subject 
again.” 

She held out her hand, and clasping it with 
both of his, he said, sadljr: 

“ Good-night, Rose.” 

44 Good-night, Ralph.” 

The young girl went to hey room, with a vague 
sense of pain and unrest. As she laid her head 
upon her pillow, she murmured: 
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“ Can it be that they are right, after all ? Do : 
riches bring care and sorrow, instead of pleasure? 

I was a thousand times happier, before. What 
has changed Ralph so? Never before has he 
been unkind or stern. If wealth is to make this 
difference, oh! give me back my friend, and let 
the riches, go.” 

And as the young man walked rapidly home¬ 
ward in the moonlight, these were the thoughts 
that flitted through his mind: 

“ In a few weeks I should have spoken, and 
she would have given the answer I so long to 
hear; but this accursed wealth has come between 
us, and set a seal upon my lips. How can I, 
poor, obscure, ask for the hand of an heiress? 
The world woul^ put but one construction on 
such an act., If I had only told her before! Yet, 
after all, it may be as well. I have no right to 
bind her.now, to link her fate with mine. Let 
her go into the world unshackled. If she re¬ 
turns free, then there will be time enough for me 
to speak.” 

At the age of six years, Rose Newton had been' 
brought an orphan to her Uncle Hiram's home. 
Across thp- street lived the Widow Loring, with 
her only child: a boy a few years older than the 
little Rose. The lives of the two children coming 
thus in contact at an early age, kept on in par¬ 
allel grooves for many years. Not far from the 
Widow Loring’s was an old homestead, occupied 
during the summer b^ Judge Leland, a wealthy ; 
city lawyer. It did not take long for the judge 
and his wife to become greatly interested in the 
two children; and from year to year, this interest 
grew deeper and warmer. The boy had early 
given unmistakable evidence of rare artistic \ 
genius; and for the past two years, the judge 
had given him all the advantages which New 
York could afford. But the summer always 
found the young man at his pld home, filling his l 
portfolio with sketches of the picturesque scenery j 
to be found in the quiet little mountain village. j 
Rose’s unexpected good-fortune found her teach¬ 
ing the only school in the neighborhood. Very 
naturally, she chose the judge as her guardian; | 
and after due consultation, with Uncle Hiram 
and Aunt Esther, she decided to acpompany the \ 
Lelonds on their European trip. The party was j 
to consist of the judge and his wife, Rose, and a j 
niece and nephew of the Lelands. Ralph had 
been included r* the list, until his peremptory 
refusal had made his. accompanying them out of 
the question. 

May. with Jjs alternate sunshine and rain, its j 
tender foliage and delicate blossoms, had passed ; j 
and June, with its luxuriant growth, and long, 
cloudless days, had possession of the earth. The ! 


meadows were dotted with buttereups and daisies; 
and from the porch and windows of the old farm¬ 
house hung the dark-red roses. Upon the porch 
stood Rose, and at the foot of the steps stood Ralph 
Loring. They had taken a lost walk down by the 
brook, bad talked over the old times, and ex¬ 
changed promises of friendship and faithful cor¬ 
respondence. After the last good-bye had been 
spoken,, he had turned at her call. She was reach¬ 
ing up for a rose; and the young man, with his 
artistic sense of beauty, was taking in every detail 
of the exquisite scene before him. The graceful 
poise of the pretty, girlish figure; the delicate 
wrist, with the sleeve falling back and* showing 
the lovely contour of the rounded arm; the dainty 
head, with its rippling masses of hair, whose 
golden tints were brought out by the sunlight: 
all these lingered long in Ralph's memory. 

“My parting gift, since you* will take no 
other,” she exclaimed. ‘fWhat is it?” she 
added, as he stepped suddenly, forward, his 
hands outstretched, and a strange yearning in 
hia face. “ What do you want?” 

“ I want another rose*” he murmured. 

The intensity of his gaze brought the color to 
her cheek. 

She motioned toward the vine. “Get it, 
then.” 

He shook his head, and answered, sadly : 

“ It is beyond my reach.” • 

He turned quickly, and passed; through the 
gate out into the: road, n \ ■ 

Letters came often tof Ralph and the other 
home friends. Rose, in her frank, artless way, 
described the sights they were seeing, and the 
hosts of pleasant people they were meeting. She 
had a fresh, naive way of writing all this, that 
made the letters seem like bits of real conversa¬ 
tion with her. She laughed over her. blunders, 
and her utter ignorance of the ways of the world. 

“Will anything ever spoil her?” thought 
Ralph. 

At the end of six months came a letter from, 
the judge, in which he said: 

“ I wish, Ralph, you were with us. You do 
not know what you have missed by your obsti¬ 
nacy. We are having a surfeit of delights. My 
wife, Maria, and I, take it slowly, and leave about 
half the sights unseen. Fred and Rose are well 
mated. They rush right through, and see every¬ 
thing. By the way, I should not be surprised 
if—well, you can imagine. Fred’s a fine fellow, 
if he is my nephew; and Rose could not make a 
better choice.” 

A week or two after this, Ralph's mother died; 
and he wrote to Rose: 

“Dear mother died lost month. It seems, 
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now, a8 if the lost tie were broken ; and I want to : 
get away from the old scenes. I have sold the•; 
little place, and have enough to take me to Cali-; 
fomia. I may find success there. Do not write 
Until I send my address.” 

This was all they heard from him. All efforts 
to find where 1 he was were unavailing, theiT let¬ 
ters meeting with no response. The judge com¬ 
plained bitterly of his young friend's neglect; 
Mrs. Lei and was grieved at his ingratitude; and 
Rose grew* daily thinner and paler, until her 
anxiety culminated in a severe illness. On her 
recovery, the doctor ordered her to Italy for the 
winter. Once, at a brilliant reception in Flor¬ 
ence, Rose suddenly withdrew her hand from 
the judge's arm, and darted into another room. 
In a moment she returned, pale and sad, with 
this explanation: 

14 1 thought I caught a glimpse of a figure, 
strangely like—you know whom I mean—Ralph ; 
but I could find no one." 

Four years passed, and the Lelands were stay¬ 
ing for a few weeks in Paris, previous to sailing for 
America* All the art journals were filled with the 
most enthusiastic praises of a picture which had 
just been accepted at the Salon, and all Paris was 
discussing the merits of this new genius. The 
artist was a young American, who had been study¬ 
ing in the atelier of one of the fhmous French 
figure painters; and strange to Boy, he had re¬ 
fused the most flattering offers for his picture. 

44 Here’s a chance for yon, Rose," said the 
judge, looking Up from his paper. l4 You are a 
patron of the arts now. Can't you secure this 
gem ? Come, ladies, put on your hats. It won’t 
do to go off tt> America without at least seeing 
this famous work. For my part, I’m so tired of* 
looking at meek Madonnas, and cadaverous St. 
Johns, and sad Josephs, that it will be a positive 
relief to see something that belongs to our own 
times.” *• ■ 

After a short walk, they entered the spacious < 
exhibition rooms, and at one end of the hall j 
found a large crowd gathered around a picture, > 
which seemed to be the chief attraction. The \ 
canvas was called “The Two Rosebuds,” and \ 
represented the porch of an old-fashioned New 
England farmhouse. Over the roof, wreathing 
the pillars, and hanging in long festoons, clam¬ 
bered a rose vine, with its thousand deep blood- 
red buds nestling among the glossy foliage. A 
yonng girl, In simple muslin dress, stood reach¬ 
ing for a half-opened bud, and the exquisite 
purity of the flesh tints, and skillful management 
of the sunlight falling on the golden hair and 
upturned face, gave evidence of a master hand. 

A sudden exclamation startled the lookers-on, 


and a young girl richly dressed forced her way 
among them, and stood before the picture, with 
bands clasped, and tears rolling down her cheeks. 

44 Thank God 1” she sobbed. 44 We have found 
him at laet.” 

44 Those irr e pressible Americans!” drawled 
one of two Englishmen, putting up his eye-glass, 
and staring at Rose, complacently. 

44 Mon Dun I” exclaimed a little Frenchman, 
44 comme die eti belle !** 

44 1 can give you the artist’s address,” said a 
young man, evidently an American, in answer to 
Judge Leland’s eager inquiries. 44 Mr. Loring is 
ill now. He has been working too hard lately. 
My brother, a young physician, who came over 
on the same ship with him, is now taking care of 
him. I shall be glad to show you the way. 
Shall I call a cab f” 

In a few moments the carriage turned into a 
narrow street, and stopped before a door. Its 
occupants silently clambered up the four long 
flights of stairs, the strange young man going 
before. 

44 Is he very ill?” asked 1 Rose, of the grave 
young physician who stood by the open door. 

He bowed, and handed her a chair. 

44 1 shall stay,” she said, drawing off her 
gloves. 

44 It would not be prudent,” he answered. 

44 It is typhoid—there is danger.” 

She pointed toward the adjoining room. 44 1 
shall Btay,” she reiterated. 44 Do you not under¬ 
stand? He is everything to me. If he dies, Ido 
not wish to live. If I lose my life by taking care 
of his, I shall be content. If we both live—” 
She buried her face in her hands and murmured: 

44 Oh, my Father in Heaven, grant it.” 

The judge protested ; the doctor remonstrated; 
but she simply repeated: 

44 1 shall stay. You can send me my maid; 
she is an Englishwoman and an excellent nurse. 
She will be glad to come.” 

Rose looked about the studio. Busts, casts of 
arms and hands, bits of dusty armor, quaint old 
carved cabinets and chairs, palettes, brushes, and 
meerschaum pipes, were lying around in utter 
confusion. In one corner stood an easel, covered 
with a green cloth. She walked quickly toward it, 
and lifted the covering, and her own face looked at 
her from the canvas. How well she remembered 
that dress. She had worn it for the first time at a 
I reception in Florence: a black gauze, embroidered 
with white marguerites, with golden centres. She 
held a bunch of deep-red roses in her hand, so 
fully opened that a few of the leaves had fallen on 
the floor ft t her feet, making a brilliant bit of color 
against the dark background of her dress. The 
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free was older than the one in “ The Two Rose¬ 
buds,” and the figure had gained in height and 
tallness. As Rose glanced at a piece of pag>er 
carelessly pinned to the easel, she read the title 
of the picture: “ Full-Blown Roses.” 

The day8 passed wearily enough. The sick 
man, in his delirium tossed uneasily upon his 
bed, his cheeks crimson, his lips parched with 
fewer. Once or twice Rose thought there was a 
gleam of recognition as she stood by him, but it 
was only for a second. 

“ Give me roses, red roses,” he cried, in his 
frenzy. “ Roses are for all— : the poor as well as 
the rich.” 

Then again he fancied he was on the old farm, 
with “his little Rose,” and in the most piteouB 
accents he would beg her “ not to leave him.” 
At last the crisis came, and the two women sat 
waiting in the studio, pale and silent. How 
slowly the hours passed! Was it the angel of 
life or of death that hovered over that room? 
Was God to give, or to take away ? 

Suddenly, Rose raised her head; there was a 
sound in the adjoining room. She started to her 
feet, and steadied herself by leaning against a 
chair. 

The door opened, and the doctor entered with 
a light in his eyes that told the same story as 
did the single word he uttered: 


“Saved.” 

“ Go at once,” said he, leading Rose from the 
room. “ A carriage is at the door, and you need 
rest. In two weeks you shall see him. Can I 
trust you not to attempt it before?” 

She raised his hand to her lips. 

“ Good-night, and God bless you.” 

Every day the invalid gained in strength. One 
pleasant morning, after he had rested from a 
short ride, and was lying on a lounge, a man 
entered with a card. 

“ Mrs. Horace Leland.” And underneath was 
written : “I have a rose for you. May I come 
up with it?” 

Ralph looked at the doctor, bewildered. At 
this moment the door opened, and Mrs. Leland 
was seen standing on one side of the threshold. 
Rose, with jacqueminot rOses at her throat, at 
her belt, and in her hands, glided into the 
room, and threw herself on her knees at Ralph’s 
feet. 

“ It was no dream, then,” he cried. “ Now I 
C&n speak, at last. I am no longer poor—no 
longer obscure. Thank God, I have the right to 
ask you now.” 

The doctor shut the dogfj and followed Mrs. 
Leland to her carriage. As. they drove off, he 
said: “I wonder if somewhere^ dear Mrs. 
Leland, there is not a rose for me?” 
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I saw In a niche that was frescoed with gold, 

A Bible so rich and so rare, 

0flk curtains hung ’ronud it in many a fold. 

And costliest rases wers thsr#; 

With flow'n that shed, thro’ that half-shadowed room, 
A fragrance so faint and so sweat, 

I thought of green forests, of sunshine and bloom. 

And traces of little bare feet. 

A sunbeam stole trembling as if half in fear, 

And lay on the book on the stand. 

Which bore not a trace of a mourning one's tear, 

Or marks of a labor-stained hand. 

I thought of the One who had walked with the poor, 
And died to redeem ns from sin. 

And op’uing the volume I turned the leaves o'er, 

And read of His teachings within. 

Oh 11 thane He has taught as to shun all display, 

To give to the poor and distressed; 

And bidden the “ weary to turn not away,” 

Bnt “ come unto Him, and have rest” 

•How many,” thought I, “in such dwellings is this, 
Whert wealth and refldement entwine. 

Have found, in the Bible, the source of all bliss, 

The guide to existence divine?” 


I turned to another, a lowlier home. 

Where sorrow’s sad records were told: 

Ho carpets, no curtains, no half-shadowed room. 

With mouldings fa crimson and gold. 

The sunshine stole in thro’ the windows, and lay 
Bright and broad on the bare oaken floor; 

And kissed the brown locks of the children at play, 

Half hid bjr the vine O’er the door. 

The old-fashioned Biblf beside the low bed— 

Where one of earth’s sufferers lay— 

Bore traces of tears that had often been shed. 

And hands that were folded away. 

There came o’er those features* so pale and so worn— 

So near Hke the faoe of the dead, 

A look like the first, faintest rose-tint of morn, 

■When God’s precious precepts were read. 

“Blest Bible,” said I, “ah I yonr uMod is here, 

In homes ,ef the poor and distressed: 

Tour all-healing words will allay ov’ry fear, 

And soothe ev’ry grief-stricken breast.” 

Barth’s lowly have found the eMxir that flows 
So freely o'er Galilee’s plain; 

They “ come and partake, and are freed from their woes,” 
And “ bless the dear Lamb that was slain.” 


Digitized by bjOOQle 


MISS RALSTON. 


BT BB8KINB BILL, 

“Rap, rap, rap,” went the brass knocker. g Many a time she bad swung backwards and for- 


Miss Ralston was rubbing a goblet with a 
snowy, damask napkin, soft and fine, but very 
threadbare. The wind was rustling through the 
trees, and the branches of the great poplar 
creaked dismally against the window-panes. 

“ Rap, rap, rap,” went the knocker again. 

Miss Ralston put the goblet down, and un¬ 
fastened her apron. Then she lighted a candle, 
that stood in an old-fashioned silver candlestick, 
and, shading the light with her slim white hand, 
went through the long hall. 

Very carefully she opened the door, and peered 
out in the dusk; but only a small boy greeted 
her eyes, with a brass door-plate in his hand. 

“ Miss Ralston,” he said, “ the wind blowed 
your gate off its hinges, and Tom and me put it 
In the garden; and here is your name—it tumbled 
off.” 

“Thank you, Tfeddjr,” she answered, but there 
was a tremor in her voice, as she took the old 
brass plate in her hand. “ You were very kind. 

I will have it put on in the morning.” 

The little figure disappeared, and Miss Ralston 
bolted and barred the door again, and went back 
to the room where the lamp was burning. Very 
lonely and solitary it looked, as she eritetcd ; but 
she quietly finished clearing away the little table. 
The cup and saucer of delicate china, and the 
two silver spoons, were carefully arranged in 
their places, as usual; then she took off her 
apron again, folded it neatly, and put it away. 

Very tenderly she lifted the old brass plate, 
with the name engraved on it, in large letters— 
RALSTON. 

It had always been on the gate; she never re¬ 
membered it otherwise. Long, long years ago, 
when she was a little girl, it had been a source 
of the deepest admiration to her, and many a 
time she had watched with interest t he polishing 
of its shining surface, with the profound belief 
that it must be solid gold. 

Now, as it lay before her, tarnished and worn 
with age, a tired, hopeless feeling swept over the 
strong, brave heart of Elizabeth Ralston. To her 
it meant more than a broken, old-fhshioned door¬ 
plate. The sweet recollections of a happy child¬ 
hood were oentred around it, and the garden gate 
upon which it had been fastened. To think that j 
was broken, too 1 Those hinges were so strong ! j 
( 138 ) 


wards upon them. How could they break ? But 
that—why, that was more than forty years ago. 

Many a change had taken place since then. 
The little village had grown into a thriving, en¬ 
terprising town, and the clover-field opposite had 
given way to a row of prim little brick houses, 
with marble steps and bright-green shutters. 
How she hated them—so stiff and straight, and 
precise, and new, and under-bred. 

Those men, with their quick, business manner, 
need not come to her and offer to buy her house 
and grounds. They might put up their showy 
buildings on each side of her, if they chose; 
but they could not force her to give up her dear 
old garden, with its tangled mass of shrubbery. 
But even as she rejected their offer, the grim, 
sad thought came into her head, that, some day, 
she would be compelled to leave it. 

How she shrank from the thought of going 
among strangers! and a Ralston never went to 
live with a rich relation. They might live in 
proud poverty, but they kept house, and paid 
their way, independent to the last. 

Her income was small; so very small that she 
knew exactly where every penny was to go, long 
before her dividends came due; and how could 
repairs be made without money ? 

Somehow, the broken gate has taken Miss Rals¬ 
ton back to the days of long ago, and a mist comes 
over her eyes. The eyes were bine and spark¬ 
ling then, but sorrow and sickness and death will 
dim the brightest; and all these three have en¬ 
tered her home. 

She did not need to spend much on clothing. 
The dark-green satin cloak, lined with fbr, and 
smelling of camphor, that, every winter, is care¬ 
fully taken out of the cedar chest, was given to 
her by brother Fred, brought from over the seas. 
The first. Sunday she wore it was to the christen¬ 
ing of Cousin Dorothy’s baby. What if the baby 
was grown up now, and had children of her own 
going to school ? Why, the cloak was good yet; 
far better than the bran-new black satin, loaded 
with oheap beads, that the pretty Kttle'brido 
wore, who lived opposite, in pne of the nqw 
brick houses. 

Before two years, that satin would all be 
frayed and dingy, while hers was bright, even 
yet. Satin was satin in those old days. 
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How proud she was, the day she wore it for 
the first time, walking by John Griscom’s side. 
He was her lover. 

One look into that face, even now, would con¬ 
vince anyone, that she could not have gone 
through life, without being loved. 

How did it happen then, that, long years after¬ 
wards, the fair, swept face is alone in the old 
house ? Surely, her lover must have died, and 
she be carrrying in her heart tl^e precious 
memory of undying devotion. 

Not at all. He simply married someone else, 
and is hale and hearty to this day. No dire mis¬ 
fortune overtook him, and his children enjoy life 
quite as much as anyone. £iot a particle of 
romance in it, for almost every day Miss Ralston 
bows quietly to his showy, well-preserved wife. 

How Elizabeth Ralston ever took a fancy to John 
Griscom, in the years gone by, nobody could tell; 
indeed, she hardly knew herself, unless it was 
his hot, passionate wooing that won her heart. 

He was young, no older than herself; and yet 
he did love her dearly, in those days, or thought 
he did. How well she could remember the night 
he told her he would have her, in spite of father, 
or brother, or anyone else. He *ould compass 
sea and land, he vowed, to accomplish his ends. 
How hard he would work for her I Of course, 
it was all up hill to a young professional man; 
and they would have to wait for a while, he said. 
He would be glad to marry her, the next day, if 
he could; but he had no money, as yet. 

How her brother Fred stormed. 

“ What in the world do you see in that little, 
insignificant, homely fellow ?” he demanded. 
“ When you know you have only to say the word, 
and you can marry Paul Braithwaite.” 

“ It is only because he has more money than 
John Griscom,” replied Elizabeth, hastily, “ that 
you want me to marry him.” 

“It is nothing of the kind,” answered Fred, 
indignantly. “John Griscom would not be worth 
having, even if he had a million ; while Braith¬ 
waite is pure and true as steel. I don’t know 
a better man, and Til never like the other one.” 

Even her father, with whom she usually had 
her own way, was bitterly opposed to her lover. 

“ I don’t like him, Beth, deir/* he said, i* He 
belongs to a nice family, I know ; but Paul 
Braithwaite is a king in comparison ; and besides, 
it will be a long while before Griscom will be 
able to marry.” 

But Beth, when she once had an idea in her 
head, had all the Ralston persistency in carrying 
it out; and opposition only made matters worse; 
bo she conquered, and they were betrothed. 

Fred was politely civil to Griscom, that was all; 


but the lover did not care, so long as he had 
Beth’s promise. He put a plain gold ring on 
her finger, and, for a while, was very happy. 

So she turned pure, noble-hearted Paul Braith¬ 
waite away, with all her other lovers, and looked 
forward to some day marrying John Griscom, 
when he had secured practice enough. 

She was comparatively happy, during her en¬ 
gagement, although, every now and then, a vague 
doubt would come into her head that, perhaps, he 
was not quite so manly as she thought at first; 
there were little points about him she did not 
likebut then, she was not perfect herself. 

So four years rolled away, and still Griscom 
did not seem to be any further advanced than 
when he graduated. It was not for her to speak 
of that, though ; a pink flush rose to her cheek, 
even at the thought of suggesting that their, mar¬ 
riage seemed a long way off. 

In the meanwhile, Fred went to India; and so 
the weeks, and months, and years went by, until 
a new tenant moved into the great house on the 
hill, that had been vacant so long. 

“ Do you know who has taken it ?” asked Beth. 

“A lawyer, named Fairville,” replied John 
Griscom. “I was introduced to him, yesterday. 
1 think he and his family will be quite an acquisi¬ 
tion.” 

A little shiver passed over Beth, and a scorn¬ 
ful look came into her face, as she said: 

“ I cannot bear that man, and I am sorry he 
has come to live here.” 

“Why, do you know him?” .asked Griscom, 
in surprise. 

“ I can hardly say I know him,” she replied. 
“But I remember, a year ago, be called to see 
papa,'about some mining shares he owned. I 
don’t know how he managed it, but he persuaded 
papa to sell him all he had; and, in a few days, 
the shares had doubted. He was aware, at the 
time, that papa was not well, and knew nothing 
about the market yalue of the shares.” 

“ Well,” said Griscom, lightly, “ I am sorry for 
your father, but you could hardly blame Fairville. 
It was only a sharp business transaction.” 

A look of surprise and disappointment came 
into Beth’s face, but she answered, quietly: “ It 
seems more than a sharp business transaction to 
me, John. Taking advantage of a sick man’s 
ignorance appears more like dishonesty.” 

Griscom laughed, in a careless fashion. 

“ Beth,” he said, “ you have too high notions, 
entirely. Fairville is a first-rate man, and I think 
is going to be of good service to me. He invited 
me to his house, and I intend to accept.” 

Nothing more was said about the matter, until 
a few evenings later, when Griscom said he had 
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called, and had been introduced to Faiiwille’s 
pretty daughter, a girl of seventeen. 

The visit proved so pleasant, that he repeated 
it frequently. Thus it came to pass, that, after 
having devoted five of the young, fair years of 
her life to him, Elisabeth Ralston quietly gave 
his ring baek to him, one evening, and within 
three months he was married to Rose Fairville. 

That was Miss Ralston’s story. Her heart was 
not broken; she appeared just the same as before; 
but no one could guess what a wave of contempt 
swept over her, when she thought of John Gris- 
com. She fairly loathed herself, at the recollec¬ 
tion of how blinded she had been to his faults. 

Then, Fred Ralston came home from Indift, 
worn and weary and ready to die, and she had 
long months of patient care and nursing. 

It was then that Paul Braithwaite’s grand 
nature was appreciated. Tender, and true, and 
loyal always, he stood by her through all her 
troubles; for, after her brother’s death, her 
father’s health completely broke down, and he 
became a helpless invalid. 

Where Paul Braith waits had loved once, he j 
loved forever; and, in his own true, manly way, 
he asked Elizabeth again to be his wife; but she, 
with a mist over her eyes, refused him. 

14 In all the world, Paul,” she said, earnestly, 
yet with a bitter cry in her heart, 44 there is no 
one I respect as much as I do you ; but I cannot 
marry you. A true woman only loves once.” 

It was in vain that he pleaded. She was firm 
in her resolution. 44 How oould I marry him,” 
she said to herself, 44 when all the freshness of 
my heart was given to the other one.” 

In just one year from that, Paul Braithwaite 
died, in trying to save the life of a lktle child, 
who was drojwning. 

With dry, tearless eyes, Elizabeth stooped and 
kissed the icy lips, as he lay in his coffin. Then, 
over her there swept that awftil feeling, that 
comes to some of us once in our lives—the sad, 
bitter thought of what Bhe had lest. 


! The years rolled away, taking with them some- 
I thing out of her life, each time, until at lost she 
| was left all alone in the great, lonely house. But 
she still lived on, and clung to the old w&ys, as 
closely as she could* 

44 1 never want to leave the dear, dear home, 
till I die,” she said. 

There had been no sudden changes. Every¬ 
thing had come so gradually, that she did not 
think there was any story to tell about herself. 

But to-night, sitting in the high-backed chair, 
with the old brass plate clasped tightly in the 
slim white hands, her thoughts went back to the 
long ago. 

Thegld dock on the stairs ticked loud and 
clear; but for once she did not heed it, until its 
warning tones rung out ten o’clock. 

44 Ten o’clock!” exclaimed Miss Ralston, spring, 
ing up. 44 1 did not know it was so late. I have 
been sitting here so long that I am chilly.” 

With a quiet look around the room, to Bee that 
all is arranged for the night, and with a glance 
at the tiny china pitcher, waiting for the early 
j call of the milkman, she lighted the little lamp, 
turned down the large one, and went up the wide 
stairway. 

44 The fire burned so low, I must have taken 
cold,” she said, as she pressed her hand to her 
side; 44 but after a good night’s sleep, I shall 
feel better.” 

Somehow, within the last hour or two, a strange 
; feeling of peacefulness had come over her. Even 
the broken gate was forgotten. And when she 
knelt down by the little white bed, arestfrilness 
came into her lonely heart. 

44 1 must go over early to the washerwoman’s, 
to-morrow,” she murmured to herself. 44 Both 
of her children have the fever, and I think the 
baby is taking it, too.” 

Then she fell asleep. But the milkman rapped, 
and the old clock struck, all in vain, the next 
morning; for, quietly, in the hush of midnight. 
Miss Ralston had died in her 44 dear old home.” 


THE CITY IN THE SKIES. 

BY CATHARINE ALLAN. 


I stand beside the summer sea, 

And hear the muffled roar 
Of sullen waves, that boom and break 
All dawn the distant shore. 

The sun is In the West, and lo! 

What resale scenes unfold. 

Cloud piled on cloud, a city fair, 

With crimson gates and gold. 


Then comes the moon, and o'er the w it h 
A glitt’rlng pathway gleams. 

And softs start out and cross the track. 
And vanish as in dreams. 

I know that city, with its gats* 

Beyond yon pathway lies. 

Oh I for a barque to sail straight on. 

And bear me to its skies 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

When Washanee entered her own chamber, a 
chill hod fallen on her new-born joy, so absorbing 
that, after the first glance, she was scarcely con¬ 
scious of the presence of her forlorn handmaiden; 
but sat down by the open window, and looked out 
upon the old-fashioned garden beneath, as weary 
men watch the monotony of a desert through 
which they are passing. The face of that old man 
had flung its haunting shadow on her heart. For 
the first time in her young life, she had given 
him absolute pain. The thought was full of 
bewildering anguish to one who had been free, 
even from care, as a singing bird or a wild 
flower. 

The girl sighed heavily, and closed her eyes, 
as if that could shut out the misery in her grand¬ 
father's face. It may have been so; for the 
momentary rest given to one sense perhaps 
turned her thoughts inward; and there she 
found the gray old face of the Indian fading out, 
and instead the pleading lips and beseeching 
eyes of Huestice Young, as he had stood before 
her that day on the roadside. It was easy then 
for Wash&nee to reason her apprehensions away 
—to convince herself that she had misunderstood 
the signs of distress with which news that seemed 
to her so joyful had been received by the old 
man. It was only the abrupt announcement that 
had startled him. Of course, just the thought of 
sharing her life with another had been enough to 
blanch his lips, and fill his eyes with mysterious 
gloom; but that would only last for a time. It 
was well that she had left him to himself: a few 
hours of quiet thought would reconcile him to 
the grand destiny that lay before him and her. 
Being wise and ever thoughtful for his people, 
he would comprehend that the love of this 
powerful white man, which made her so happy, 
would be a source of pride and power to his 
nation. 

To this wild extent did Washanee find reasons 
that should influence the old ohief in behalf of 
her love, that must end in sweeping her away 
from him and the nation he loved better than 
anything on earth. Washanee did not know that 
intense selfishness lay at the bottom of her 


passionate wishes. Indeed, youth is often a 
stranger to its own faults. Had anyone told 
this girl that a feeling stronger than unbounded 
love for her grandfather and his people could 
become a principle of her life, she would have 
resented the idea as an insult; but even with 
the old man’s face haunting her, she was think¬ 
ing of that other face, young, ardent, and bright 
with passionate admiration, with a glow of hope 
that was fast drifting her back to a state of hap¬ 
piness all the more complete because great men¬ 
tal excitement and weariness of body had left 
her in a condition to dream rather than reason. 

Folding both hands over her bosom, the girl 
leaned back against the window-sill; and while 
a soft perfume floated over her from the garden, 
fell into one of those half dreams that are neither 
sleep nor wakefulness, but yhich carry the soul 
forward, as if on waves of rose-tinted light. 

Just before Washanee entered the room, a door 
from the hall had been timidly unlatched, and 
the demoralized face of Wisse peered through an 
opening just large enough to make it visible. 
With the keen, anxious look of an animal eager 
to creep into its hole, she sow that the place was 
empty; and stealing to her lair in the corner, 
crouched down on her nest ef fur, a picture of 
abject misery pitifhl to behold. 

When the young mistress came in, oold and 
pale, scarcely regarding her at all, the poor thing 
gathered up her courage, and was about to plead 
in her own behalf; but no word was said to her; 
and holding her breath with surprise, she 
watched the young creature as she foil into that 
strange reverie, and in her Bh&rp way read some¬ 
thing of what was passing in the heart, by the 
changes that came and went on that beautiful 
face. 

At length, all this tumult of feeling seemed 
to settle down into a dream of intense happiness. 
Washanee folded both hands over her heart; and 
gently as a bird chirps sleepily in its nest, the 
smile that parted her red lips broke into words: 

14 He loves me, Mineto—Mineto, he loves 
me.” 


Wisse leaned forward, and listened, eagerly 
Her round black eyes glistened; her heavy 
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mouth broadened into a smile that spread over j 
her whole face, and culminated in a low chuckle, j 
Those strange, sweet words uttered in the Indian 5 
tongue were full of meaning to the slave, who j 
drank in the secret which Washanee never could 
have forced herself to reveal, with keen avidity. 

“ Who’8 skeered ter def now?” she thought, 
curling herself up on the bearskin, where she 
lay with her two hands outstretched, like the 
paws of a dog, and her chin resting on them, 
while she regarded the beautiful sleeper with a ; 
look of increased ownership. “ She ain’t a takin’ 
on ’bout me; but lies dar smilin’ ter herself, till 
a humrain’-bird might jes’ settle down on her 
mouf, an’ t’ink he wuz drinkin’ honey out of a 
rosum posum. Oh, golly, she’s wakin’ up, sure 
*nuff. Now won’t I kotchit!” 

Wisse whs right: the sleeping girl, disturbed 
perhaps by a gust of wind that made a faint tu¬ 
mult in the tree branches, opened her eyes; shook 
the hair back from her face, and leaned out of; 
the window, bathing herself in the perftune that I 
floated through it. Oh, how beautifhl the old j 
garden was! Billowy thickets of snowball { 
bushes, heavy with white blossoms, were piled \ 
in masses against the mouldy brick walls. Lilacs 
and laburnum trees, planted so close together 
that their purple plumes and golden racemes min- j 
gled into rare harmony of grace and color, clam- < 
bered up the opposite balconies, and gave their { 
foliage to the wind, harmoniously as the waves \ 
of a brook flow and ripple together. ! 

Washanee had seen all this in the morning, i 
with little regard. Then, she had not known j 
herself beloved; but now, this one sweet con¬ 
sciousness shed a glow of roses all around her; j 
and the common-place old garden, with its heavy < 
walls, green with moss, was like a revelation of j 
Paradise to her. j 

By and by, a noise In the room disturbed \ 
Washanee, who turned reluctantly fVom the 
window, and saw her sable handmaiden upon 
her bearskin, watching her, in the hnmble atti¬ 
tude of a wateh-dog pleading for favor. 

Washanee now remembered that the girl had 
been long absent, and was struck by the state of 
dilapidation that gave a touch of irresistible 
comedy to her appearance. 

At another time, Wiese’s long absence would 
have driven her wild with anxiety ; for she loved 
the creature as a part of her home life, and had 
owned her from babyhood, as a human pet rather 
than slave; but once satisfied of her safety, she 
became curious to know what had befallen her 
after that perilous ride, and how she hod found 
her way home in that pitiable condition. 

Wisse, when she found herself face to face with 


the young mistress, gathered herself up, lifting 
both hands in dumb and grotesque appeal, thus 
betraying all the dilapidations of a once gorgeous 
dress, torn and matted with burrs, that hung 
around her in tatters, like the plumage of a 
storm-beaten barn-yard fowl. She stood upon 
one fofit, from which the moccasin and legging 
had been torn away, leaving patches of dry mud 
on the slender leg. The other moccasin was put 
forward with crafty ostentation. It had evidently 
been half washed in some brook ; for the leathern 
fringes hung wet and limp around it, and a long 
slit hod been torn in the legging, which she had 
pinned together with a thorn. 

Spite of the creature’s pitiable appearance, the 
picture she made was so irresistibly ludicrous 
that Washanee broke into a peal of laughter, that 
filled the whole room with merriment. 

“Oh, Wisse, Wisse, where on earth did you 
come from, and what have you been doing to 
yourself?” 

A look of touching reproach came over Wisse’s 
ebony free. The foot held so ostentatiously on 
exhibition dropped, and she sank down, hiding 
the other under her ragged garments. 

“Dar ain’t miffin’ ter larf ’bout, as I sees,” 
she pleaded, shaking her head, till the black 
wool, half tangled, half floating, shadowed her like 
a fleece. “Jes’ yer git ifttcr dat swamp, an’ yer 
won’t ask dis chile whar she’s ben, or whar de 
t’ingS she wore out am gone ter. Oh, young 
missus, young missus, dat swamp am orftil.” 

Here Wisse screwed her little black fists into 
both eyes, and began rocking to and fro in great 
agony of recollection. 

“ Bnt how did you get into a swamp? What 
does it all mean?” questioned Washanee, 
checked in her laughter by this assumption of 
distress. “Indeed, how did you get here at 
all?” 

“Dat ho8S,” Bobbed Wisse. “He’s done 
gone.” 

“ No, no. The horse is safe enough. He 
found his way koine sooner than you did,-1 dare 
say.” 

Wisse’8 hands dropped, and her round black 
eyes grew larger, from a quick sense of astonish¬ 
ment knd relief. 

“ Young missus,” she exclaimed, with a solemn 
shake of the head, “ dem hosses as go ’bout wid 
iron stir’ps agin der sides—rattle, rattle, an’ 
bangin’ ’bout—ain’t good for miffin' but white 
folks. Comancher squaws 'd scorn ter hang on 
ter ’em.” 

“Then he thre# you 6ff?” said Washanee, 
laughing. “ I thought a8 much, when you 
mounted him.” 
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Wisse sniffed fiercely, and threw her head< 
back in high disdain. 

44 Ben yer didn’t t’ink de truf,” she said. “ I 
Jes’ got done mad ’bout de way ho went on, two 
huffs first pawin’ in front, den kickin’ up ahind, 
rattlin’ dem iron stir’ps ’bout, an’ tearin’ de hair 
out of yer head in de briar bushes, so I slid down 
in dat swamp an’ shied him off, like dat, jes’ as 
if he’d ben a gad-fly.” 

44 It must have been a soft muddy place you 
fell in,” Baid the girl, highly amused; 44 but how 
came your dress so torn?” 

44 Wid dem iron stir’ps bangiu’ agin it.” 

44 And so .wet?” 

44 Dat wu* when I sot down in de mud ter larf 
at de hofls, as might ’a ben jes’ fool ’nuf ter 
’magine he’d pitched me dar.” 

44 But your moecnsin and handkerchief, that 
looked so pretty when we went out?” 

Here Wisse clutched both hands into the 
tangled fleece of her hair, turned wildly around, 
as if she expected to find the, missing ornament 
in the room, then cast a despairing look at her 
mistress. ' < 

“Oh, young missus, datbu’ful handkercher as 
yer guv me am done gone—sure.” 

44 Never mind, Wisse. Don’t look so dis¬ 
tressed,” said the kind girl. 

“Whor am it—whar am dat handkercher? 
Oh, young missus, I feel as if I wus a-dyin’ ’bout 
it.” 

Washanee grew serious; her quick sympathies 
were enlisted for the slave; who felt her bereave¬ 
ment complete in this loss of an ornament that 
had been to her like the glory of a crown. 

“Don’t cry, Wisse. Of course you ought not 
to have gone, off on that etrange horse, as you 
did; but I can’t bear to see anyone unhappy to¬ 
day.” 

• Wisse stopped her sobs long enough to listen; 
then broke forth into fresh lamentations. 

44 Oh, my—dat handkercher, dat handker¬ 
cher 1” 

44 Well, well, there are other handkerchief in 
the world.” 

Wisse held her breath. 

44 Bnt de world am so big. Dis chile don’t 
know whor ter look,” was the anxious response. 

“ I dare say we can find another, Wisse.” 

“All yallery, red, and green, wid black 
streaks,” whimpered Wisse, filled with mournful 
remembrances of her gorgeous loss. 

44 Yes, yes, or perhaps this one can be found.” 

“Nebber,” said Wisse, “nObberl’^ She re¬ 
membered the gloomy sweep of .that swamp, and 
spoke with emphasis. » 

“ Well, well, we must not be unhappy about 


this wild ride of yours, though my grandfather 
will not like it, I fear.” 

Wisse was frightened again; for she held the 
old chief in wholesome awe, notwithstanding his 
gentle nature. 

44 1 only w&ntdd ter let de white chief see how 
hosses am rid on de prar’e,” she pleaded, giving 
her mistress a sly side-glance, which brought the 
glow of ripe cherries into Washanee’s face, and 
forced her to lean once more from the window. 

Wisse did not like this state of abstraction. 

44 Dis nigger am bound ter ’member dis day, 
sure. ’Cause ob de white chief.” 

44 What of him ? Why should you remember 
the day on his account?” questioned Washanee. 

44 ’Cause it wuz his hoes as h’isted me on his 
back, an’ went off hikin’ troo de briar bushes an’ 
inter dat swamp. Oh, young missus, young 
missus, if it wuzn’t for dat handkercher, dis 
chile wouldn’t keer ’bout nuffin’ else.” 

Here Wisse began to sob piteously, making 
great efforts to rub a few fresh tears from her 
eyes as this gorgeous article came back to her 
memory. Gathering herself up from the firr rug, 
she crept toward the window, holding her dilap¬ 
idated garments together with both hands. 

Wisse’s persistence disturbed her young mis¬ 
tress, and she turned upon her rather impa¬ 
tiently, when the creature gave a furtive pull at 
her dress. 

44 What is the matter now ?” she questioned. 

44 Oh, young missus, dis ohile am bound ter 
’member dis day, for sure." 

44 Well, well, don’t torment me about it.” 

Wisse’s two fists besieged her eyes again. 

44 Ef dat scrumptious white chief, wid dem 
eyes jes’ like stars in hebben, knew ’bout de 
way. dat hoss o’ his’n rampuseed ’round in de 
swamp, an’ stamped dis chile in de mud wid his 
, huffs, an* shoved hetr inter dem briar bushes, 
he’d ’member ’bout dat handkercher, ’ease ob yer 
guvin’ it ter me, an’ jes’ as like as not hunt up 
sumthin’ like it. S’posin’ yer tell him ’bout it, 
young missus; all yaller an’—” 

“Yes, yes, I know>all about it,” interrupted 
WashaueC, flushed and restless, yet half pleased 
with this crafty appeal. 

: “Oh, golly, golly,'” exclaimed Wisse, encour¬ 
aged by the bltish she had raised, 44 when I 
. waved dat handkercher in de street, dem poor 
white folks’ niggers’bout here jes’ went crazy, 
dey hated me so; none of ’em ebber had a hand- 
kercher ekal ter it; all yaller an’ red and bottled- 
green, like dandelines an’ red sorrel an’ allecum- 
pahe, all muxed up'in de grass; but now it’s 
doxe gone* sure ’miff, an’ dem white niggers 
; won’t hate me nebber no more ’case ob it.” 
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Washanee’s impatience had melted into laugh¬ 
ter by this time. 

44 Oh, never mind the handkerchief. I’ll give 
you another worth a dozen of it—real silk from 
India.” 

Wisse hushed her sobs, and listened eagerly. 

44 Red an’ yaller an’—” 

44 There, there; don’t go over it again. Red, 
yellow, and all sorts of eolora.” 

Wisse opened her hats, dropped them from her 
eyes, and gave a great sigh of relief. 

“Now I hope that your troubles are over,” 
said the young mistress, kindly. 

There was yet an anxious cloud on Wisse’s 
ooantenance. She stood on one foot irresolutely, 
then on the other, looked in the young lady’s 
faoe, then down upon her own tattered garments. 

44 Oh, a few spoiled dothes are nothing,” said 
Washanee. 44 Such things can be bought in 
Washington.” 

Here Wisse fell upon her knees, and held up 
both hands, as a pet dog lifts his paws while 
begging for a choice morsel. 

44 Oh, young missus, dis chile doesn’t care fbr 
do’s, nor nuffin’, only jes’ dis: Has yer got dat 
’dentical hondkercher anywh&r ’bout? Has 
yer now ?” 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

When Huestice Young left Washanee at the 
door of her grandfather's lodgings, he went to 
hi9 own rooms, And locked himself in,, as if Borne 
restless spirit had bunted him down, and could 
only be wrestled with in solitude. What had he 
done? Through what unaccountable influence 
had he in a few hours taken steps that must 
change his whole destiny, perhaps fbrever ? By 
what madness had he placed a barrier of sep¬ 
aration between himself and Constance Noel, 
while yet uncertain of her feelings regarding 
himself, and more than certain of his love for 
her, now that his own act bad left that love 
utterly hopeless ? What was there in this young 
Indian girl that could have led him in a moment 
of passionate admiration to accept the love she so 
unconsciously betrayed, and pledge his own in 
return for it ? 

Up to this time, Yonng had been considered a 
prudent, self-centred man, and as such had re¬ 
garded himself. In all publio matters, his energy 
and foroe of character had given him high posi¬ 
tion among his fellow-statesmen. Indeed, his 
life, up to that period, had been so devoted to a 
pursuit of public power, that the finer and more 
ardent feelings of his nature had scarcely gained 
ftdl expression, until he found himself in the 
whirl of society at the capital, and surrounded 


by adulation and all the seductions that crowd 
the path of a rising man. 

Walking up and down his parlor, Yonng 
thought of his rash love-making that day, with 
something like self-disdain in his heart. He had 
ridden out that morning a free man, occupying a 
well-earned position of honor, and strong in un¬ 
shackled ability. In a single hour, he had im¬ 
periled, if not destroyed, all these advantages, 
bound his honor, and led that innocent wild girl 
into a position that might be heaven to her, bnt 
full of Dead Sea fruits to him, unless the warm, 
swifi passion of an hour might turn to stronger 
and deeper feelings in the hereafter. Would this 
thing ever happen ? Was it possible to introduce 
this wild, warm-blooded girl into the dignified re¬ 
alities of his career ? Would the stern prejudices 
of raoe, that run like threads of iron through 
our social life, ever permit this beautiful and 
gifted young creature to hold her place by his 
side with the highly-bred ladies of the nation ? 

One after another, like flashes of electricity, 
these questions filled the young man’s brain 
with stormy doubts, that grew and grew, until 
great drops gathered on his forehead, and he 
sank into an easy-ohair, weary and worn out with 
turbulent thoughts. By and by, the image of 
that beautiful young girl came up through this 
mental tumult, and seemed to excuse the rash 
thing he had done \ but thetcool judgment of the 
man was not to be veiled by this wild vision of 
loveliness, that had for a time overwhelmed his 
better judgment. He saw all the peril and diffi¬ 
culties of hie position, and, brave as he was, 
shrank from meeting them face to faoe, as honor 
prompted. Though Young had some experience 
in society, and knew bow easy it was to fritter 
away an unguarded proposal into the nothing¬ 
ness of a careless flirtation, he was both too 
proud and honest for subterfuge like that. His 
own words hod bound him—wild, reckless words 
—that could only be withdrawn as arrow-shafts 
are torn from wounds, leaving the iron barb to 
rankle behind, and he was not the man for social 
barbarities of any kind. That cowardice toward 
a woman, which we sometimes look upon as 
finesse, he had yet to learn, if a nature like his 
ever can stoop to meanness of any kind. 

In the solitude of that room, Yonng began to 
comprehend, with something like dismay, the y 
social and political embarrassments in which an 
hour of weakness had involved him. By what 
fantastic freak of destiny hadthat meeting by the 
fbrd at Rook Creek been brought about? To 
him U had been a complete surprise. Influenced 
by those romantic surroundings, fascinated by the 
picturesque beauty of the Indian girlr and more 
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than all, perhaps, touched both in pride and \ 
generous sympathy by her efforts to conceal the 
passionate pleasure that meeting had given her, j 
this*usually strong man had given way to the j 
influence of her presence, and in a few rash | 
words had placed his future in her hands. . \ 

When strong, honest men And reason asleep, j 
or trample it down in the delusion of sudden j 
impulse, the consequenoes are generally mores 
fatal to themselves than others; for such men \ 
are capable of self-sacrifice, and are likely to j 
prefer that to dishonor. It did not occur to ? 
Young that ho had been taken by surprise ; that j 
the lady was responsible for his weakness, or to \ 
excuse himself in any of the thousand ways < 
which are so easily acquired in the world we j 
live in. On the contrary, his thoughts turned ; 
upon the girl with a mingling of admiration and 
tenderness, that, in the excitement of a first 
surprise, might well have been mistaken for the 
love he had bo rashly offered; hut was now j 
dampened by a feeling of vague self-reproach, J 
which warned him of the wrong he had done her. 
Even the passionate outburst of tenderness which 
had seemed to throw her upon his bosom, when 
the first words of love were warm' on his lips, | 
was, to his mind, a reason for self-reproach, | 
because some fine sense of delicacy in his own 
nature had recoiled from it. Thus reasoning [ 
against himself, blaming the rashness he would j 
have condemned even in a younger man, Young ! 
spent the evening of his engagement restless and 1 
supremely unhappy; for the image of Constance 
Noel was continually presenting itself, in the 
midst of th&e disturbing reflections, as some- j 
thing lost and sacrificed. He would not allow 
himself to think of her steadily, or remember j 
how vague his hopes of her love had been; for j 
there seemed to him a sort of treason in permit- \ 
ting his thoughts to dwell on her at all. But j 
there is no ghost bo difficult of suppression as j 
that of a smothered love, and all that night \ 
Huestioe Young was haunted. j 

Notwithstanding the magnanimity of hi? re- j 
solves, the young statesman found some cause of j 
delay in carrying them out. He wanted oppor- j 
tunity for a complete understanding of his new \ 
position and its consequences. Perhaps, at the j 
bottom of his heart, he felt some vague hope of 
an honorable release, which time might. give i 
him. ♦ | 

“jOh, if I hod only made myself certain that j 
this one fair woman was indeed the careless, j 
scornful creature she seemed—that she never did j 
, and never could care for me, all this might not 
he a sacrifice. Fool, coward that I was, not to , 
. make sure of this 1 But no, I must content myself 
Vol. LXXX1I.—10. 


with going about like a school-hoy, carrying a 
scrap of poetry next my heart, written, no doubt, 
in order that she might watoh its effect upon a 
man'8 vanity. Now I- leave myself forever in 
doubt, forever whispering to my own heart: ‘It 
might have been. It might have been.’ ” 

Long after these words had escaped his lips. 
Young traversed -his room that night, up and 
down, up and down, scorning himself, and almost 
hating the girl he had that day asked to be his 
wife. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

W ashanke, made impotent by the presence of 
her handmaiden, who broke up all her dreams 
with persistent pleading, sought the handker¬ 
chief she clamored for; and tossing it across the 
room, escaped through a hack entrance into the 
garden, leaving Wiss© more than happy in her 
new possession. As the strange creature sat on 
her rug, twisting the silk into folds, and ohuck- 
ling with delight over each shade of color thus 
given to view, she heard a light tread in the hall 
which led to Washaning’s room. This was 
directly followed by voices, louder than was 
usually heard in the old chief’s presence. Keen 
of hearing, and quick of wit, the slave hid her 
treasure under, the rug, and crept to the door 
which connected Washanee’s apartment with that 
of her grandfather. 

“ It am dat Gray Hawk, hound on some devil¬ 
ment ’bout young missus. I knows by do way he 
creeps ’bout, jes* as dey does in de brush, when 
yer finds a dead Ipjun somewhar lyin’ ’bout nex’ 
day. T’inks dia,chile didn’t see him p'int dat 
gun. Oh, no, she nebber sees nuffin’—nebber.” 

Half thinking, half muttering these disjointed 
sentences, Wisse crept to the door, and lay down 
with her ear close to a crack that separated it 
perhaps half an ipch from the threshold. Here 
she settled herself comfortably to listen, now and 
then lying flat down, that she might obtain a 
gliippse into the room. 

Sura enough, the young chief Gray Hawk was 
there, standing proudly before Washaning, to 
whom he was speaking in an angry fashion, 
that brought quick flashes of fire into the old 
man's eyes, though he sat immovable, and 
listened intently. 

-“ Yes/* Gray Hawk was saying, “they stood 
together: your granddaughter and this white 
man, side by side; he striving to look into her 
eyes, she keeping them upon the ground, still 
drawing nearer and nearer to him, as we see 
birds flutter into the, jaws of a snake that has 
wreathed and coiled its folds in the sunshine till 
they dazsle it How long they had been there, L 
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do not know; but far longer than tho wife that j 
Gray Hawk has promised to take to his lodge 
must stand under the eyes of a white man.'* j 

Washaning half rose from his seat as this rude 
slur was cast upon his granddaughter, and the j 
slow pallor that settled about his lips might hare j 
warned Gray Hawk that all the fire of his race I 
still burned in the old man’s veins, and might be 
dangerously kindled. But the young man had 
been fearftilly incensed, and broke forth again, 
without much heed to his words: 

44 Washanee is my wife, chosen and promised 
to me at the last great council-fire. No white 
man must look in her fhce or stand by her side, 
as that pale-fhce chief did this morning.” 

44 Washanee is neither to be held nor won by 
force. She is neither a slave nor a prisoner of 
war: but my grandchild, who will be a nobler 
gift, if she consents to become yOur wife, than 
all the power she can bring to you.” 

44 If she consents ? What council of warriors 
ever asked the consent of a woman?” said Gray 
Hawk, astonished. 

44 The man who marries my granddaughter 
must do that, or disgrace the education which 
was intended to make him her equal; for this, 
Gray Hawk, I have shared with you the knowl¬ 
edge gathered in a long lifetime. That should, 
at least, have tAught you that women hold in 
their love a blessing that cannot be seized upon 
as we strangle birds in a nest, or held as prop¬ 
erty at a council-fire. Before you claim a right 
to Washanee, her heart must be won. 1 * 

Gray Hawk shook his head. 

44 What brave who has ever been on the war¬ 
path is expected to plead with a woman?” 

44 The man who marries Washanee must win 
her to love him, before she crosses his thresh¬ 
old.” 

14 That has not been a custom among our 
Cherokee braves,” said Gray Hawk, with a 
haughty smile. 44 Why should we begin now ?’* 

“ Because education has put you in advance of 
other nations. It is no reproach to a young 
warrior that he has learned to give both tender¬ 
ness and respect to a a woman.” 

44 When the council chooses a wife for their 
chief, he expects to be loved without asking,” 
retorted Gray Hawk. 

44 Not when the maiden is my granddaughter 
Washanee ; for, like you, she has been reared to 
the position you are both intended to fill, when I 
lay down the burden of power. Remember, she 
has the blood of two races in her veins, and with 
the savage fire of the Indian blends the ideas and 
refinements of the whites. With this inheritance 
•f •■vigor and ideas, this fhir girl, the last of my 


race, may by yotor side and aided by your 
strength accomplish a grand system of civiliza¬ 
tion.” 

44 1 have thought of that, and gloried in the 
idea,” said Gray Hawk, ardently, his black eyes 
flashing with excitement, and his chest heaving. 

44 But have hot yet taken the first step toward 
its accomplishment.” 

4 ‘ I have been first among our young braves on 
the war-path. When I found a foe there he was 
sure to fall or flee.” 

44 But have forgotten, by gentleness and those 
nameless allurements that poets tell Os of, to win 
the heart of a maiden who is wise and proud as 
yourself.” 

Gray Hawk’s countenance fell. 

14 Who has said that Washanee does not love 
me?” 

44 You.” 

44 1? How should She listen, with blushes on 
her cheek, to the pleading of a white stranger?” 

44 If the mate chosen by her people stands 
aloof, who is to blame her if she accepts the 
gentler homage offered by her mother’s people?” 

44 To choose among them is against our fixed 
laws,” said Gray Hawk. “The daughter of a 
chief can only mate with a chief.” 

Washaning waved his hand impatiently. This 
cool reasoning in a young man, who had been 
taught his own ideas of refinement, offended his 
sensitive respect for the sweet womanhood of his 
granddaughter. 

. 44 This savage pride is unworthy of the man 

| who is to succeed Washaning,” he said. 44 If the 
child’s heart is turning toward her mother's 
race, it is because of the homage it yields to her 
sex. The fierce love which masters give to 
slaves is not likely to win her.” 

44 But T am no white man, to fawn like a dog at 
a woman’* feet, or plead for love which is my 
right.” 

Washaning struggled with the impatience that 
was fast kindling into anger. He rose from his 
chair, laid his hand on the shoulder of the young 
man, and looked almost pleadingly into his fkce. 

44 You love Washanee?” he Raid, very gently. 

“Yes, I love Washanee—well enough to shoot 
down any man who dnros to stand between her 
and the threshold Of my cabin.” 1 

44 Well enough for murder, bnt not foi* prayer 
that her young heart may be f^ven to yori and 
her nation,” said the did man, with a sad smile. 

“ So well that she has made the'heart ache in 
my bosom,” said the young man, sweeping one 
hand across his chest with an impassibn^d 
gesture. . ' 1 ' 

“And our people—the nation to which she 
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belongs?” continued the old man, with such \ over the turf among the bushes, and at last came 
powers of persuasion in bis look and voice that J beneath the window of General Noel’s house, 
no one could have wondered why that fair girl, < to which she had once been drawn by the music 
years before, had followed him into the wilder- > of Miss Noel’s singing. 

ness; for in the savage strength and cultivated $ Washauee hod not observed it before; but the 
refinement united in the old chief there was a 5 sash was open, and through a drapery of vines 
power of originality and subtle influence which < she saw the gleam of a white dress. Directly the 
even the traditional pride of Indian manhood j young lady herself leaned forward and gave her 
coul^l not always resist. $ a smiling welcome. 

Gray Hawk’s fiery black eyes softened under \ “ How long it is since I have seen you,” she 

its influence now, and he bowed his head before < said. “ Now that the garden is so pleasant, I 
the old man. i have expected to find you there every day ; but 

“What shall I do? How shall I bend myself s you are so accustomed to the abundant flowers of 
to ask favor from Washanee ?” s the South, that our old-fashioned displuy has 

“ Go to her with all the feelings that are up- \ failed to interest you, I suppose.” 
permo8t in your heart* Look into her face j “No, no. It is not that. In all my life, I 
while your eyes are soft and misty with, ten- \ never saw anything more beautiful. Indeed, in- 
derness, as they are now ; plead with her for 5 deed, it seemed like heaven when I looked down 
yourself and the nation. Oh, Gray Hawk, if you i upon it from my window just , now ; but then 
would see that nation go on in it9 prosperity ; if j everything seems like that when one is so veiy 
you would make the last days of an old man S happy.” 

happy, and give a tempted heart back to its peo- ! Constance turned her eyes on the bright faee 
pie, win my child from the allurements of a race j looking in upon her through the vines, with 
that have always been fatal to the Indian. < wistful scrutiny. 

Plead with her, bear with her; by the force of s “ Are you so vqry happy, then ?” she ques- 
your own love, wrest her from the danger it is i tioned, in a low voice. 

in.*’ 5 Instantly, Woshanee’a face was flooded with 

Tears trembled in the old man’s voice; his 5 crimson. She half turned away from the win- 
hand shook on Gray Hawk's shoulder, and he j dow, but came back again, still embarrassed, but 
stood ereot, like a young man, inspired by the j with a smile on her lips, and almost panting for t 
earnestness of purpose that possessed him. j breath in her eagerness for sympathy. 

Gray Hawk did not speak a word; but bent j “ Happy?” she said. “ In the bright hunting- 
his head in reverence before the old chief, and < ground you call heaven, there are nngels, I think, 
left him. Not proudly, as he had entered, but < that never do wrong, and never know what it is 
with the firm step of a man who saw the right \ to be homesick or sad.. Is not this because they 
oourse and was resolved to follow it. j love each other, and know it all the time?” 

Meanwhile, Washanee hod made her way into ! “ Poets and preachers tell us so,” answered 

General Noel’s garden, rather to escape the im- ! Constanoe. 

port unities of her pet.slave than from any settled | “ But when one knows it for oneself, when the 

purpose. She longed to find herself alone among happiness of all these angels seems to be in one 
the world of flowers, that seemed to her in their \ bosom, it is more than poets can make people 
very perfume to breathe'sympathy with her ex- ^ understand. One must feel it, to know.” 
quisite happiness. | As she spoke, Washanee pressed both hands to 

As she walked on, each breath that she drew s her bosom, with unconscious fervor, and drew 
was a delight, and each flower a Companion, \ closer to the window speaking low and rapidly, 
which she could'sot keep from caressing, as if it j as if she found new joy in obtaining sympathy 
were laden with'consciousness as well as beauty. \ from human lips which she had only fancied in 
With the leap of a fawn, she would spring up \ the flowers, 
from the turf, drag down the great clustering \ “ Come in,” said Constance, cordially, 

lilac plumes, bury her face in their purples Washanee made her way through the verandah, 
awhile, then let them sway back into the air. 5 and entered the room where Constance was sitting. 
She eould not, just then, permit herself to break j through one of the French windows. The young 
one of their stems, or gather a single spray of > creature was radiant, though she held back shyly 
gold from the laburnum trees that were now \ for a minute or two when the grave, almost 
laden with droopihg racemes, as a grape-vine is \ frightened; eyes of the young lady were turned 
with fruit. Everything about her was fresh and \ upon her. Somehow, that look checked the 
abounding with life. She wandered to and fro \ words upon her lips. 
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LOVE IN TANGLE. 


“ You were about to tell me of some great 
happiness that had come to you/’ said Constance, 
fointly. “ Sit down. Abything that gives you 
pleasure ought to please me.” 

“ It will, I know it will; because—that is, you 
understand all about it. It was only this morn¬ 
ing—how strange it is that bo much can come 
into one day—only this morning when I was off 
yonder in the woods, thinking about the forests 
at home, and wondering if they would ever seem 
so grand or beautiful again, after grandfather 
takes me back. I was not very happy, and that 
was why we went out in search of something 
besides the houses and people that we see every¬ 
where here in Washington: something that had 
just a little look of home.” 

“ Then you are sometimes homesick ?” 

“Oh, but I never shall be again. Never, 
never; for his home will be my home always,! 
always.” ! 

Woshanee did not observe that the hand with | 
which Constance had been disentangling some ] 
skeins of floss silk shook so-unsteadily that she | 
was obliged to drop it among the mass of rich 
embroidery materials in her lap; nor could 
she feel how cold and marble-like that hand 
lay in its nest of soft rich colors, as she herself 
went on in the absorbing selfishness of her new 
delight. 

“We got lost—strange, wasn’t it? the woods 
were so small—but somehow, neither Wisse nor 
I knew what path would lead us back: it was 
only a little river that shut us in, but too deep for 
us to cross; and there we stood on the bank when 
he came riding through the water, right toward 
us.” 

“Who?” questioned Constance, in a voice so 
constrained that it was almost inaudible. “I 
did nbt hear the name.” 

“I—I thought you would know,” answered 
Woshanee, casting down her eyes. 

“ Perhaps I do,” replied Constance, shrinking 
from the name she had evoked as an apprehensive ; 
heart will recoil from a dread of certainty. 

“ The white chief would hot ride when we 
were walking, so WisBe got on his hone, and 
was out of sight in no time. Then we walked 
on and on. Every minute the woods grew : 
more beautiftil. The sun came shining through 
the trees; their leaves seemed to whisper love- 
secrets to each other; birds were singing, but 
I did not hear them, for his voioe was all I 
listened to.” 

1 “ Yes, I understand.” 

“ Por that said to me what the leaves were 
whispering and the birds singing to each other.” 

“ It said that Huestice Young loved you?” 


There was a thrill of deep feeling in this ques¬ 
tion, as Constance Noel put it; but Washanee 
was occupied by her own thoughts, and did not 
feel the chill of it. The repetition of that one 
sweet fact was enough to make her oblivious of 
everything else. 

“Yes, he told me so—he did, he did; and 
that was what turned the woods into heaven. 
That is what makes me so happy. I cannot say 
it all in words; but, oh ! so happy.” 

The hitter distress that Constance Noel felt 
broke into her voice with unconscious fores 
now. 

“Such words may have many meanings, in 
this country,” she said, “especially here in 
Washington, where language becomes eloquent 
as feeling is dulled.” 

Washanee looked at the pale, almost agonized, 
face of Constance Noel in blank wonder. 

“ What is it that you think ?” she said, holding 
her breath. 

“Only this: men do not always hold them¬ 
selves bound by soft love-speeches, provoked by 
bird songs and spring flowers in the woods. They 
are sometimes uttered carelessly.” 

Washanee drew a deep, deep breath, and the 
color fled slowly from her face. 

“ I shamed myself by thinking so. He saw it, 
and scorned me. Tell me, do white men mock 
at strangers, when they ask them to be their 
wives, and live with them forever and ever.” 

“Did Huestice Young do this?” demanded 
Constance, almost with a cry of pain. 

“ Huestice Young asked Washanee, the grand¬ 
daughter of a great ehief, to be his wife.” 

Washanee lifted her form up proudly, as she 
spoke, and the flash of her magnificent eyes was 
regal in its pride. 

Constance did not answer this haughty out¬ 
burst, but sat there like a frozen creature. Both 
hands had fhllen heavily down to the rich 
fl 08 ses in her lap;. and swaying gently side¬ 
ways, her .head fell upon the . purple cushion of 
her chair, on which it lay white and still as 
death itself. 

Washanee was struck with terror. She started 
from her Beat,' and bent over the unconscious girl 
in wild bewilderment. This impetuous move¬ 
ment, or perhaps the power of one strong spirit 
rising against another, brought Constance Noel 
to herself. The almost supernatural strength 
that pride sometimes gives came to her help. 

“ Forgive me. I have not been well, to-day,” 
she said, forcing herself to rise and lean against 
the window-frame; “ but I do not the less wish 
you happiness—great happiness.” 

[TO BS OONTIHVED.j 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 


BT EMILY H. MAY. 



No. It 


No. 2. 


is cut just to touch all around, and is two and at is from three to four inches in width ; then 
half yards in width. (All skirts are made a trifle \ a second knife-plaiting, same as the first; another 

(149) 


No. 1—Is a walking-costume, of garnet-colored > wider than formerly.) To trim the skirt: first, 
sateen, trimmed with 6cru embroidery. The skirt \ there is a knife-plaited ruffle five inches wide; 

over this a flounce of the 6cru embroidery, which 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 



flounce of embroidery all around the skirt. 
Repeat the knife-plaiting and embroidery across 
the front breadth and side gores, as <ar,as the 
point of the bodied comes; this completes the 


broidery will be required for this costume. This 
model would be equally effective for a white 
nainsook; dotted mull, with either lace or em¬ 
broidery ; or for a nun’8-veiling, with Spanish 
lace, for more dressy occasions. 

No. 2—Is an entirely new design for making 
up one of those pretty striped zephyr ginghams, 
and it would be a good model for a striped summer 
silk or a figured albatross. The skirt has a side- 
plaited flounce, which has a band of English em¬ 
broidery turned up on the edge of the material, 
before it is plaited. This plaiting is headed by 
four rows of shirring. The polonaise is tight- 
fitting in the back, but the front is cut without 
darts. The skirt of this polonaise is looped quite 
high on the left side, and the fullness of the back 
is looped in one great puff. A shirred belt con¬ 
fines the waist. Four rows of shirring form the 
trimming for the neck. The sleeves, which are 
a slight approach to the old-fashioned leg-of- 
mutton sleeves which our grandmothers used to 


No. a. 

skirt. The bodice is cut in basque form, with a 
pointed front: the back to correspond. The 
tunic is attached to the bodice, being arranged in 
paniers in front, and looped in irregular puffs at 
the back. It is trimmed all around to correspond 
with the skirt. The same trimming ornaments 
the bodice, and forms the cuffs for the sleeves. 
Small round buttons are the most fashionable, 
just at the present time, for all costumes. Fif¬ 
teen yards of sateen and twelve yards of em- 


No.4. 

wear, have simply a deep cuff of the embroidery 
turned back. A band of the embroidery edges 
the entire skirt of the polonaise. Small buttons 
ornament the whole length of the fVont seam of 
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the garment. Fourteen yards,of gingham, twelve 
yards of embroidery, will be required. Of double¬ 
width goods, eight to nine yards will be suffi¬ 
cient. 

No. 3—Is a walking-costume, of plain and 
dotted foulard or surah silk. The skirt has, first, 
two knife-plaited ruffles of the plain material, 
mounted on a foundation of muslin, faced on th<e 
outside with the silk. The front breadth is of 
the figured goods, which is cut in scallops at the 
bottom, and bound with silk the color of the dots 
in the material used. The side panels are of the 
plain material, puffed the entire length, and 
edged with a scalloped trimming to correspond 
with that apon the front breadth. The back is 
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simply draped, and not very fall, as the whole 
effect of the costume seems to aim at being long 
and narrow. The basque is of the dotted goods, 
cut in double points both front and back, and fin¬ 
ished on the edge with a binding of silk corres¬ 
ponding with that of the scallops on the skirt. 
Sleeves to match. Small round or ball buttons 
are all the trimming for the bodice, except a 
large bow at the back of the basque. Five yards 
of dotted foulard and ten yards of plain will be 
required. Plain and dotted sateen may be sub¬ 
stituted for the silk, if a wash-dress be re¬ 
quired. 

Nov 4 —Is a sailor-costume, for a boy of four to 
five years, made of navy-blue flannel, with rows 


of white braid as trimming. The kilted $kirt is 
fastened to the under vest body, and the blouse 


No. 5. 


No.®. 


waist has a square collar at the back, ending in 
points in front, where it opens over the vest. 
Machine-stitching in white silk, four or five rows, 
may be used instead of braid, if preferred. 

No. 6.—For a little girl of four to six years, we 


No. T. 


give a model for a flannel or gingham dress. The 
front and back of the waist is shirred at the 






neck and at the waist, and the waist is cut long 
and rather loose, to which is attached a kilted 
skirt. A wide sash of the material is arranged 
on the dress, with several rows of shirring to 
keep it in place at the sides; from the sides it is 
left to tie in a large bow at the back. The 
sleeves are shirred on the shoulder and at the 
hands, or a tiny cuff may be added. A wide 
ruffle is worn at the neck, made of English em¬ 
broidery. 


No. 6.—Here we give the front and back view of 
a sailor-frock, for a girl of four years. It is made 



No. 8. 


of cream-white flannel, trimmed with guipure em¬ 
broidery. The anchors on collar and sleeves are 
done in blue silk, also the feather-stitch above 
the embroidery. It may be all white, if pre¬ 
ferred. Dark-blue or garnet flannel, with white 
embroidery, is most effective. 

No. 7—Is an apron, of striped nainsook, edged 
with Hamburg, to be worn over a high-necked 
dress. 


5 No. 8—Is a new design for trimming the skirt 

of a dress. First, the kilt-plaiting is made, and 
\ mounted upon a foundation. Then the flounce 


is cut nine inches deep. It is made three times 
as full as the skirt, and is gathered in groups, as 
Been, about three inches from the bottom, between 
the groups. Kilts are laid, and the upper part 
tucked down in Vandykes. Take a piece of 
paper muslih, cut on the bias, and experiment a 
little before cutting into the material, as this 
trimming needs some practice to make it nicely. 


LADIES* PATTERNS. 

Any style in this number will be scut by mail on receipt 
of full price for corresponding article in price list below. 
Patterns will be put together aud plainly marked. Patterns 


designed to order. 

Princess Dress: Plain.A0 

“ “ with drapery and trimming, .... 1.00 

Polonaise,. 50 

Combination Walking Suits,.1.00 

Trimmed Skirts..AO 

Watteau Wrapper, . . ,.AO 

Plain or Gored Wrappers,.35 

Basques,. AS 

Coats,.A5 

“ with vests or skirts cut off,.50 

Overskirts,.A5 

Talmas aud Dolnums, .A5 

Wotorproofs and Circulars,.A5 

Ulsters,.A5 

CHILDREN’S PATTERNS. 

Dresses: Plain, ... .25 Basques and Coats, . . .25 
Combination Suits, . . A5 Coats Si Vests or Cut Skirts A5 

Skirts and Overskills, . .25 Wrappers,.25 

Polonaise: Plain, . . . .25 1 Waterproofs, Circulars 

M Fancy, . '. .361 ouu Ulsters,.... AS 


BOYS’ PATTERNS. 


j Jackets,.25 Wrappers,.25 

Pauts,. . .20 Gents 1 Slii its, .... AO 

f Vests,.20; “ Wrappers, ... AO 

f Ulstors, ...... .30 1 

v In sending orders for Patterns, please send the number 
j and month of Magazine, also No. of ]vtge or figure or any¬ 
thing definite, aud also whether for lady or child. Atbiiea, 
> Mrs. M. A. Jones, 28 South Eighth Street, Philadelphia. 


OUR COLORED PATTERNS. 

\ - . ■ (i 

BY MRS. J A X R WEAVER. 

• 

r In the front of the number, we give colored ? embroidered With Crewel or filoselle, in Kensing- 
designs for a tennis pocket, a knitting pocket, j ton-stitch. The end is bnttoneft over^ to keep the 
and a carriage purse. These useful and pretty < needles secure. 

articles are made as follows: \ Carriage Purse.— Material, silk, lined with 

Tennis Pocket. —Worked with fine crewel, in \ another coior. It is embroidered with filoselle, 
outline-stitch, on heavy unbleached linen. The j in stem-stitch, to 'represent peacock-feathers, 
upper part is made of summer cloth or cashmere, i For shading, use the feather to CCpy from. The 
finished on the top with hem and puffing, drawn ( rings are put on before the purse is finished, the 
together with strong elastic. \ ends drawn up and finished with tassels, which 

Knitting Pocket. —Made of cloth or velvet, < can be bought, of made at hdittfc df embroidery 
and lined with chamois skin or strong soft linen, 1 ' silk. 1 


Digitized by boogie 























Digitized by 


Go le 


NEW POLONAISE COSTUME: WITH SUPPLEMENT. 

BY'IMILT H. MAY. 


In our March number we gave a very stylish < very next new one that ;came out. We do this 
polonaise costume, that was so popular that we l now, giving, above, the back and front view, and 
have been requested frequently since te give the \ on the Suppl£me$T| folded in with the present 
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154 HANDKERCHIEF ORNAMENTS. — SMALL TABLE-CLOTH. 


number, full-size diagrams of the several parts. I straight lines with a dot between; the of er end 
There are three, viz: ' i is rounded into a point, and is marked by straight 

I.—Half of Front. .. j lines, with a cross between. This shows the 

II.— Half of Back. j different shape of the two halves of the skirt of the 

III.— Half of Suleve. j polonaise. The dotted lines on the front of the 

The letters show how the several pieces are to j waist show where the gauging is to be put. 
be put together. At the dotted lines the pattern 5 The polonaise is draped in the back in irregular 
turns over, to give the entire length of the skirt 
of the polonaise. 

For the back part of the skirt, each half has a 
different shape. One side is a continuation of 
the half of the entire back, and is marked by the 



These sprightly little designs give an idea of 
one popular style of ornamenting a gentleman’s 
pocket-handkerchiefs, more especially when the 
owner is of a sporting turn of mind. The hare’s 
and hog’s head, each completed by a semi-wreath 
of tiny ivy leaves, may be worked in colored 
cottons—blue or red—or washing silks. Natu¬ 
rally, the embroidered comer will always be the 


SMALL TABLE-CLOTH. 

BT M It 8. JANE WEAVES. 

In the front of the number, we give a design broidered Bands and forms the heading for the 
for a small ornamental table-cloth : also the pat- fringe. On the same page is the pattern for the 
tern for the embroidered band, full size; also fringe, which matches the embroidery. We 
patterns for the galon and the fringe. They fill would add, that the plain bands, in the completed 
two pages, of which the band occupies one ; and table-cover, are of dark-crimson plush, 
the rest occupy the other. On the other page is the embroidered band, 

One of the engravings represents the table- given in foil working size. This band is in brown 
cloth in its finished state. On the game page is French flax, and the embroidery is executed with 
the design for the' galon, that edges off the em- i silks of soft shades. 


one that so carelessly, yet so intentionally, escapes 
from the breast-pocket of the fashionable coat 
The same taste for animals’ heads is noticeable 
in many other et-ceteras. A cat or a dog, worked 
in crewel in outline-stitch, is seen on gentle¬ 
men’s slippers, handkerchief sachet^, etc. These 
little designs are easily and quickly done in out¬ 
line-stitch. 


puffs, ornamented by loops and ends of ribbon. 
In front it is looped back ; en paniers at the sides. 
It is edged with lace, which is carried down the 
front en cascade. Altogether, it is the prettiest 
polonaise that has appeared, for a long time. 
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BABt’S BOOT. 


BT MBS. JAMB W HAT IB. 



Material, white Saxony wool. Needles No. 10. 
Cast on twenty-seven stitches. Knit one row : 
plain, seam one row, knit eleven rows, increasing 
on the third stitch of every row. There should 
now be thirty-nine stitches on the needle. Seam 
one row, knit eleven rows, decreasing by knit¬ 
ting second and third stitches together in every 
row. There should now be twenty-seven stitches. 
Seam one row, increasing on the third stitch; 
oast on ten stitches for the heel. There should 
now be thirty-eight stitches. Knit nine rows, 
seam one row, knit five rows, increasing at the 
toe only. There will now be forty-five stitches. 
Knit twenty-five stitches, leaving twenty stitches 
on another needle, and knit backwards and for¬ 
wards for the front of the foot as follows: First 
row, knit twenty-five; second row, purl twenty- 
five ; third row, knit one, two, together, twelve 
times; fourth row, knit one, take up one, same 
to end. These four rows form the pattern, and 
must be repeated four times more, making in all 


twenty rows for the front of the foot. Make 
twenty stitches for the side of the foot. Knit 
five rows,* seam one row, knit seven rows, de¬ 
creasing at the toe end only; cast off*. For the 
leg: Take up the twenty stitches on the side 
knitting, also eleven for front, then knit the 
twenty left on the spare needle. Knit one row, 
seam one row, one row of holes, done by putting 
wool twice around the needle and knitting two 
together, seam one row, then knit five pattern 
rows sameas front of foot. Twenty-first row, 
knit three, seam three, knit three, seam three, 
to end of row. Twenty-seoond and twenty-third 
like twenty-first row. Twenty-fourth row, seam 
three, knit three, seam three, knit three, to end. 
Twenty-fifth and twenty-sixth like twenty-fourth 
row. Twenty-seventh, twenty-eighth, and twenty- 
ninth, like twenty-first row. Thirtieth row plain. 
Repeat five rows plain. Cast off on the wrong 
side. Crochet a row of shells as finish to the 
edge. Tie with ribbon at the ankle. 

(166) 
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EDITOR’S TABLE. 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. Mm Food Not Enough. —We have spoken, frequently, 

What Wins Affection ? One of the beet—even noblest— ! of tte necessity of exercise, and especially open-air exercise, 
men we ever knew was without the faculty of winning affec- for w ho would be healthy. Professor Rothrock, of 
tion. His manner was luurd, for he was shy by nature. Philadelphia, has recently been delivering a lecture in which 
More than that, or because of that, be was modest in the he enters into this question quite fully. He says it is a 
extreme. Yet no man ever had more sterling worth. Ho j mistake for parents to think that plenty of good nutritions 
pined for affection. But all through life he saw others, with- ' that girls need. On the contrary, there is danger 

out a tithe of his merits, loved better than himself. I th at girls may become sluggish and stupid when thus over- 

This brings up a curious question, and one that In some !' fed * wit hout proper exercise to facilitate digestion. The 


aspects is very sad. Why is this so ? Why do “ ne'er do 
wells,” if they have a sympathetic manner, win success, 
when honest-hearted men, who have been denied that man¬ 
ner, fail to be appreciated? We once knew a family in 
wliicx there were two sons, both now dead, or we should not 
allude to them. One son was utterly worthless: he never 
earned a cent; he gambled; he did everything that was bad; 
aud fiually he died a drunkard. The other supported his 
mother and sisters, for the father was dead, and even found 
money to pay off his brother's ignoble debts. Yet the profli¬ 
gate was loved beyond words, while the other, to speak 
frankly, wus just tolerated. Why ? Because the one had an 
eaqy grace aud a flattering manner, that really meant 
nothing, while the other was frank and sincere—perhaps 
too sincere, aud was therefore slighted. 

The whole thing opens up one of the most mysterious 
questions in the provideuce of God. We all believe, or 
ought to believe, in a moral government of the universe. 
Yet, why should what seems to us wrong succeed, while 
what appears to be right so ofteu fails ? Why should the 
really good man, even if hard in manner, be disliked, wlijle 
the worthless profligate, merely because lie is gracious, be 
loved? A wife will ofteu have a husband who sacrifices 
everything to her; yet because he is a plain man of busiueas, 
he never secures the devotion which some handsome, selfish 
spendthrift wins from the bride whose fortune he squanders 
and whose heart he finally breaks. So with women. How 
efteu we see a self-denying wife neglected, while a more 
■howy one is almolutcly worshiped. To be frank, what 
does wiu affection? Is it the doing wh.it is right? Or is it 
something else, something that is meaner? 

The saddest tiling to sec is unrequited affection. A parent 
longs for the love of a child; End the love it not returned: 
the pareut is slighted. A fiusbaud for that of a wife. A 
wife for that of a husband. Yet, iu all the coses that we 
suppose, the affection ought to bo given, because it is 
deserved. Alas! we fear it is hot always right of wrong 
that wins or loses love* There Is some deeper causa. What 
^a It? 

Our Colored Fashion-Platf.. as a rule, gives, principally, 
the dress'** worn by people of wealth in our great Atlantic 
cities and elsewbore. Our fulUpage wood-cuts, in the front 
of the munlier, represent styles that are not so expensive. 
In our Every-Day " department, we give dresses still more 
economical. In this way, “ Peterson,” from mouth to month, 
reports the fashion^ that suit all. Even those ladles who 
never wear the extravagant costumes of the-very wealthy, 
like, we find, to know what is worn in Fifth Avenue aud at 
Newport or Saratoga. 

Always Remember that it is never too 1st* to subscribe for ! 
M Peterson.” It is an especially good time now to subscribe, 
so as to begin with the July number. 

;i56) 


| complexion, too, will get sallow or pallid. 44 No single solid 
| muscular fibre,” he asserts, “ was ever created until it was 
( earned by activity.” “ Walking,” he continues, “ is, after all, 
| not the best kind of exercise, unless it is taken in the open 
| air.” He recommends housework: such as dusting, sweep- 

I ing, or even making beds, or kneading dough. To sit 
lounging on a sofa all day, while the mother does the work, 
Lb, in bis opinion, as injurious to good looks and to health ss 
it is selfish and disgraceful. 44 How are they ”—the girls— 
44 to fill out their muscles, and get rosy cheeks,” he asks, 44 if 
4 saved ’ from household work ?” Sncb occupations, in fact, 
are not only charmingly feminine, in his opinion, but they 
/ afford a relief to constant sitting or standing. A good way 
' to take exercise is to open the wiudows, so as to get fresh 
< air, and do something to expand the muscles, such as using 
< dumb-bells. 44 Red blood in the veins, superb vitality, and 
j free carriage in the figure, come from fresh air aud muscular 
| exercise,” he says. So does a wholesome appetite, we may 
| add, and firm nerves, and that spirit aud vitality which 
| beyond all things else make a woman attractive. 

Pearl or Gold-Headed Pins are to be seen everywhere in 
Paris. They pin back the bonnet-string bows under the chin, 
the larger bows on the crowns, and are put into the lace 
cravats, and also the backs of bonnets where the strings meet 
Many bonnets and also lints have lace arranged around the 
crown, with the fancy edge meeting, fastened together with 
| these pins. The gloves worn over the sleeves are not uearly 
$ so popular as those worn underneath, as the fashion of the 
{ half-short sleeved and falling lace ruffles is so much prettier, 
j When llueu cuflb are worn, there are lace frills added whore 
? they fasten, to match the jabot in front of the collar. 

| Ties, of Pale Terra-Cotta, saffron, or nasturtium color, 
are worn with black costumes. Gray in every shade appears 
the popular color of the season, from the pale-silver shade to 
the new dark-blue gray called “electric” or 44 telegraph.” 
The latter is becoming to all, and is trimmed only with its 
own color, in moir6 or totin. Black velvet strings to bon¬ 
nets are much worn, especially with steel and gold-beaded 
bo u nets. 

A Cotton Dress Might Eclipse a silk one. If fbeeh and 
prettily made, was the Baying of a great French lady, who 
was also a leader of fashion. Yet in her day, cottons were 
very far from beiug the dainty and artistic fabrics which 
some of them have since become. The sateens now printed 
in France, for example, are studies of delicate coloring, ad¬ 
mirable texture, and beautiful design. 

The Extravagance In Style, to which the so-called 
“^Esthetic School' 1 carries some of Its designs for em¬ 
broidery, is simply absurd, amounting often to caricature. 
We are glad,* however, to notice {he beginning of a reaction, 
and the return to a better taste. 
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A New Volume Began with the July number, affording 
an excellent opportunity to sobeerlbe, especially to those 
who do not wish hack numbers. We still continue to offer a 
choice of three costly premiums for getting up club*, of which the 
principal is the beautiful steel-engraving, entitled “ Hush l 
Don't Wake Them," size 20 inches by IB. 

Or, tit place of it, we will give, for a premium, either a 
Piiotooraph Album, or our Quarto Illustrated Album, 
which was so popular last year. The Photograph Album is 
bound in leatherette, or imitation leather: the Quarto Album 
is bound in morocco cloth, gilt. 

For many clubs, an extra copy of the magasine will be 
sent. For othere, and larger ones* an extra copy of the 
engraving, or either of the Albums. The inducements to get 
up clubs were never before so great 

It is not too late to get up clubs for 1882. We can always 
supply back numbers to January, inclusive, when desired. 
Be particular , when remitting , to say whether you wish to begin 
with the January number, or (hat for July. 

A Piano on a New System has just been constructed in 
Berlin. Instead of being parallel to each other, the keys 
are arranged In a semi-circular form, corresponding to the 
line described by the hands naturally when they are moved 
away from each other with extended arms. The advantages 
claimed for this new arrangement are these: the lower keys 
are brought nearer together, and the middle farther apart; 
the angle between tho hands and the keys remains always 
the same, so that contortions and unnatural positions are 
avoided; the sounding-board is enlarged, and the tone con¬ 
sequently more powerful. We expect to see some of our 
enterprising piano manufacturers making pianos of this de¬ 
scription before the summer is over. 


At an Awtiton or Old Fans, in London, recently, some 
very curious as well as valuablo ones were offered; One 
was Marie Antoinette's marriage fan; others were designed 
in commemoration of her betrothal to the Dauphin; and 
there was also the bridal fan of MatIo Leckynska, the wife 
of Louis XV. Many of the English fans were made in China j 
for English marriages; others belonged to the period of ’ 
Charles II. Some were of Flemish, Italian, French, and 
Venetian make. In all, four hundred and fifty-two fans 
were sold, every one of them more or less noticeable. 


NOTICE8’ OF NEW BOOKS. 

Henry Wadsworth JxmgfelUns. A Medley in Prone and Verse. 
By Richard Henry Stoddard. 1 Vol., small 4to. New York: 
Oeorge W. Harbin tt Oo. —Under the rather unpretending 
title of a “ Medley," we have here a volume of equal industry 
and taste. No other work as yet published gives so good an 
idea of the life aud works of Longfellow. This is partly 
because Mr. 8toddard, himself a poet, and one akin in some 
things to Longfellow, is in entire sympathy with the subject 
of his memoir; instinctively, as it were, understands the 
latter's genius. But it is also because Mr. Stoddard has 
collected, from every available quarter, many anecdotes 
of Longfellow; aud has added to these his personal reminis¬ 
cences, which are all the more delightful, in consequence 
of being colored by his own individuality. Scattered through 
the book is much excellent criticism, both on poetry in the 
abstract, and on Longfellow's position ns a poet. A very 
excellent portrait of Longfellow is prefixed to the volume, 
which, in 411 'respects, is tasteful, and even elegant. 

Tania's Peril. A Russian Story. By Henry Grerille. Trans¬ 
lated by George D. Cox. 1 vol., 12 mo. Philadelphia : T. B. 
Peterson dr Brothers. —This author, though a Frenchwoman, is 
most at home in stories of Russia, where she resided for 
many years. While no one can deny tkut, in artistic skill, 
French novelists far surpass English or American ones, yet it 
must be conceded that they are too often unfortunate in the 
choice of their subjects. The defense made for them is that, 
as girls in France never go into society until after marriage, 
there is no field open to the French novelists except that of 
married life, with its possible misunderstandings, jealousies^ 
divorces, etc. There is much truth in this; but nevertheless, 
it is only an explanation, hot a justification. This story, 
however, is free from this fault. It is very powerfully told, 
and is full of thrilling incidents. The pictures, too, of life 
in Russia, are as graphic as they are reliable. 

From Hand To Hand. From the German of Goto Raimund. 
By Mrs. A. L. Wistar. 1 voL, 12 mo. Philadelpltia: J. B. 
Lippincott d> Co. —The name of Mrs. Wistar is always a 
guarantee not only that the novel translated is a good one, 
but also that the translation is unexceptionable. Of course^ 
every Qerman stoiy cannot be up to the “Old Ma'meelle's 
Secret." Nor i» this one. But nevertheless, “ From Hand 
To Hand ” is well worth reading. 

Eve's Daughters; or, Common Sense For Maid, Wife, and 
Mother. By Marion Harland. 1 vol., 12 mo. New York: 
John R. Anderson and Henry 8 . AUen. — There is a good deal 
in this book which may be read with profit, but quite as 
much which might lie characterized as visionary. All we 
can say to our readera is, that if they buy the volume, they 
must winnow the truth out for themselves. 


The New Subscribers, the present summer, to “ Peterson,” 
are more numerous than ever. To parody Tennyson, other 
magazines may “oome and go;" but this “goes on forever." 

When people subscribe to “ Peterson," there is no danger of > 
their being cheated out of their money by tho failure and j 
stoppage of the magazine. S 

Domestic Happinesb lies within the reach of all. If j Gypsies; or. Why Ws Went Gypsying In The Sierrae. By 
husband and wife love Sad respect each other, and live for \ Dio Lewis, M. D. 1 vol, 12mo. New York: M. L. Holbrook 
each other, excusing faults, then happiness is certain. [ dt Co.—A narrative of three years of camp life in California, 
Otherwise, it is not Love, without charity for each other's ■ interspersed with many pregnant bits of advice as to health, 
weaknesses, is not true love. j and how to restore it when lost The book is both enter- 

- « taining and instructive. 


Address All Letters, in Future, intended for this peri- < 
odica), whether for the business department or for the edi- 
to rial one, to Peterson's Magazine, 306 Chestnut Street, < 
Philadelphia. Remember, all letters are to be addressed to { 
Peterson’s Magazine. j 

Working or Not Workino for her living has nothing to s 
do with a woman being a lady, in the true sense of that j 
term. It is the considerate heart and the gentle manners, < 
not more wealth, that make a lady. j 

Occupation or Some Kind is neoessary, if we would be j 
either happy or healthy. Never be idle becausfc you think / 
there is nothing to do. As if there ever could he a want of s 
occupation in this world I < 


Marion Fay. By Anthony TrdOope. 1 vol., 4to. Nets York: 
Harper dk Brothers. —A cheap edition of the last novel of this 
most fertile of writers. Trollope never reaches to the highest 
level; but be never sinks to the lowest; and even his second- 
rate stories, of which this is one, are readable. 

The VUla Bohemia. By Marie Le Baron. 1 vol, 12mo. 
New York: Kochendoerfer d Wrie. —The author of this story 
is a new writer, apparently; but her first attempt, if it is 
a first attempt, is quite creditable. 

Aschenbroedd. ”No Name" Series. 1 vol., 12mo. Boston: 
Roberts Brothers. —Another candidate for “ the groat American 
novel," bnt not more successful than its hundred and one 
predeceesors. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. Ob bat Demand for Beattt’b Organs. —Beatty’■ BeethoTen 

Thb July Number of this magazine seems to hare been Oigon is meeting with wonderfal sales. Nearly two thoo- 
Unusually popular. The newspaper press is unanimous in •ml were manufactured and dipped, during the mouth of 
pronouncing it one of the best teued. The steel-engraving, May, from his factory at Washington, New Jersey. A special 
“ A Butterfly Chase,” is characterised as the most beautiful t®o*d»y offer is made to the readers of this magazine, 
of the year; and the colored fashion-plate appears to have 

been equally successful in winning favor. Mrs. Stephens* *-- 

article, “ A London Dinner-Party,” is everywhere spoken of 

asthebestof its kind that has appeared in any magazine for M0THER8* DEPARTMENT, 

years. “ For a thoroughly old-fiuhioned love-story,” writes ; _ 

a lady, - commend me to ‘ White Violets: ’ nothing superior [Medical Botany— Or thx Garden, Field and Forest.] 
to it has come out, even in ‘ Peterson,' for a long time." _ 

_ BY ABRAM LTVEZEY, A. M., M. D. 

Tb* CM or AkEOXIA I» BaE ,* 0 POWOEBA IT.IEP0.TA.CE Vo . Vm.-rLAE.EEDlFmE-WEEO-FLEABAKE 

AS a Culinary Agent.— The receut discoveries in science _ „ 

and chemistry are fast revolutionistug our daily domestic ** Flaxbked ^ um - The common flax and its seed 

economies. Old methods are giving way to the light of ar ® 100 wel1 known by mother8 to re< l uire description; 
modern investigation, and the habits and Methods of our } but ** spinning-wheel so intimately associated with the 
fathers and mothers are stepping down and out, to be sue- } * ormer * ywB ago, is now almost unknown, 
ceoded by the new Ideas, with marvelous rapidity. In no \ rbutse ® d demulcent aqd emollient. Italf an ounce, 
department of science, however, have more rapid strides I more or ***» * ®»nll bit of muslin, may be boiled in a 

beeu made than in its relations to the preparation and \ pint of water for a time, and the infusion given with benefit 
preservation of human food. Scientists, having discovered \ in #iuiple coId8 ’ catarrh » dysentery, diseases of the kidneys 
how to traverse space, furnish heat, and beat time itself, by \ and blad der—in fact, in all inflammatory affections of the 
the application of natural forces, and to do a hundred other j muco, * a membrane of the lungs, stomach, or bowels. The 
things promotive of the comfort aud happiness of human ! iufuBl011 forD ‘ 8 alao a «>othing enema, with twenty drops of 
kind, are naturally turning their attention to the develop- I kudMum , in dysentery attehded with tormina or severe 
ment of other agendas and powers that shall add to the i 8trainln 8- T^ (ground seed) alone, or with elm bark, 
years during which man may enjoy the blessings set before j n,ake * excellent emollient poultice, far superior to ths 
him. I °ld one of bread and milk. Thus combined, with a tee* 

Among the recent discoveries in this direction, none is ' “P 000 ^ 1 of a poultice is formed of much value in til 
more important than the uses to which common ammonia i ca8e8 of formin 8 abscess, (‘‘ gatherings,”) boils; carbun- 
can be properly put as a leavening agent; and which indicate \ ete * ■ 

that this familiar salt is hereafter to perform an active pad | flaxseed tea, with the addition of lemon-juice and 

in the preparation of our dally food. j *ugar, is better; for colds, taken at bedtime, than the vaunted 

The carbonate of ammonia is an exceedingly volatile j ■P" cific » hot toddy or “ buttered rum.” 
substance. Place a small portion of It upon a knife, and I Iu our comrrion vernacular, there is nothing in rnm or 
hold over a flame, and It will almost immediately be entirely ! w,1 iskey either to keep the cold out, to break up a cold,or to 
developed into gas and pass off into the air. The gas thus j P rot °ct one against cold and wet, etc. A dose of Comfort's 
formed is a simple composition of nitrogen and hydrogen. J Thompsonian Composition, hot, at bedtime, is fax better; it 
No residue is left from the ammonia This gives It its supo- j ** ^ ttr b® ttor wheu one has been exposed to cold and is wet; 
riority os a leavening power over soda and cream of tartar ) ** * 8 ^ better, also, to take—cold—when one is about to be 
when used alone, and has induced its use as a supplement to j ex poeod iuclement weather. 

these articles. A small quantity of ammonia in the dough } 2 - Fire-Weed —Erechthitis UicracifoHa. A common rank 

is effective in producing bread tlmt will be lighter, sweeter, ) wee< ** remarkable for its prevalence in and around spots or 
and more wholesome than that risen by any other leavening \ places where brush has been burned, and iu receut clearings, 
agent. When it is acted upon by the heat of baking, the ] Ita 8tem 18 two four feet «to«t, striatc-eulcate, suo- 
leuveiling gns that raises the dough is liberated. In this act, { cu * ent when young; leaves, fonr to six or eight inches long, 
it uses itself up, as it were; the ammonia is entirely diffused, '< u PP° r one * auricular, somewhat clasping, irregular dentate, 
leaving no trace or residuum wliatever. The light, fluffy, ■ Flowers 1“ compound whitish heads. It po messea a imnk 
flaky appearance so desirable in biscuits, etc., and so sought j odor » ^owgb slightly aromatic; taste is bitterish, acrid, and 
after by professional cooks. Is said to be imparted to them ; disagreeable. Such medicinal virtues as it possesses, it 
only by the use of this agent. \ yields readily to boiling water. In infusion it 1 mm beea 

The bakers and baking-powder manufacturers producing j iu dysentery, and no doubt is safe enough for mothers 

the finest goods have been quick to avail themselves of this { employ in lieu of other and better remedies not at hand, 
nsefdl discovery; and the handsomest and best bread and < The oil, in doses of a few drops, possesses decided powers in 
cake are now largely risen by the aid of ammonia, combined, j arresting hemorrhages, especially uterine. This plant is 
of course, with other>leavening material. j said to infest the peppermint fields of Michlgafa, and eome- 

Ammouia is one of tho best known products of the la bora- { times to deteriorate the oil coming from that State, 
tory. If, as seems to be Justly claimed for it, the application < Fi.eabaNe —Erigcron Philndefphicum and E. Canadense. 
of its properties to the purposes of cooking results in giving ' Stem of the former two to three feet high, pubescent, leafy, 
ns lighter and more wholesome bread, biscuit, and cake, it ‘ Radical leaves, three to six inches long, enneately tapering 
will prove a boon to dyspeptic humanity; and will speedily l *° a lon £ marginal foot-stalk; stem leaves, gradually sessile 
force itself into general use in the new field to which sci- I atM * lightly clasping. Rays, pale pnrple or flesh color, very 
enco has assigned it.— From the Scientific American, > narrow and numerous. Found in open woodlands, etc. An 

_. . j Infusion of ihis plant has been much used in cases of gravel 

j and other kidney complaints, and is a favorite among some 
Horstorb’s Acid Phosphate a refreshing drink. Dr.A.L. j distinguished medical men in Philadelphia. An ounce of 
Ha^l, Fairhaven, N. Y n says: “ It fonts an excellent sobeti- j the herb should be infused in a pint of boiling water, and 
tute for lemon-juice, and will furnish a refreshing drink for j the whole taken during the twenty-four hours, ^he EL Oma- 
the sick." ) dense is the hone-weed or butter-weed, growing everywhere: 
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In gardens, lots, roadsides, sod is called also the Canada Flea* 
bane. Stem Is from six inches to six feet high, panicnlately 
branching at top, very hirsute; heads of flowers, loosely 
racemose, small; rays inconspicuous, white. The Infusion 
possesses tonic, astringent, and diuretic power*. Hence 
it is used in urinary affections and in diarrhoea. As it is 
found about every house in the country, mothers can have 
recourse to it with economy and safety. 


Answers to Puzzles nr the Jult Number. 
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AGE 
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PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 


AS^'Everythlug relating to this department must be sent 
to GEORGE CHINN, Marblehead, Mass. All communi¬ 
cations are to be headed: “ For Peterson’s/’ All are invited 
to send answers, also to contribute original puzzles, which 
should be accompanied by the answers. 


No. 166.—Cboss-Word Enigma. 

My first la iu dark, but not in light. 

My second's in challenge, but uot in fight , 

My third is in feather, but not in down. 

My fourth is in pink, but not in brown. 

My fifth is in star, but not in sun. 

My sixth is in sport, but not in fun. 

My seventh’s in spike, but not in nail. 

My eighth is in fair, but not in pale. 

My ninth is in metal, but not in lead. 

My tenth is in court, but not in wed. 

My eleventh’s in house, but not in mill. 

My whole is a saying, as old as the hills. 

BeU Creek, Neb. Mas. A. & Mobley. 

No. 166.— NxpcERiCAL Enigma. 

My 1, 2,3, 4, 6, 6,7,8 is a 6, 6, 7, 8 in which to put a 1,2, 
8,4. 

Boston, Mae*. Bunthorne. 

No. 167. — Curtailments. 

1. Curtail a small wheel, and leave a class. 

2. Curtail a country, and leave part of the face. 

8. Curtail a collection of laws, and leave a fish. 

4. Curtail the summit, and leave an animal. 

6. Curtail an idol, and leave sheep's cry. 

6. Curtail split, and leave a spice. 

Worcester, Mate. Alice Gbet. 

No. 168 .—Hidden Names or Girls. 

1. The birds carol In every tree. 

2. Mary will be the last to arrive. 

3. She is a simple, vain thing. 

4. I can by this tell a truthful man. 

6. He said: 44 My nee is run.” 

6. I found the book in Ezekiel’s pocket. 

7. This is a mysterious occurrence. 

8. I’ll bid another dollar. 

Danville, IU. CHARLES E. Olmstead. 

No. 169.— A Triangle. 


1. Stares angrily. 2. Tq humble. 3. To be, indebted. 
4. A letter. 

A n swer* Next Mwfi. 


No. 163. 
DROP 
ROPE 
OPEN 
PENT 


1. Scorn, com. 

2. Boat, oat. 


3. Smart, mart. 

4. Blend, lend. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

4&-Eeery Receipt in thie Cock-Book ha* been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

MEATS. 

Roast Dock. —Pluck, singe, and draw; blanch the feet, and 
remote their skin; make a stuffing with sage, onions (pre¬ 
viously blanched and ohopped fine), and bread-crumbs, using 
twice as much onion assage, ahd twice as much bread-crumbs 
as on[on; add a littlq butter, pepper and salt to taste. When 
stuffed, truss them; tie some thin slices of bacon over the 
breasts; roast fof fifteen minutes before a brisk fire, basting 
well with butter; rempve the bacon from the birds a minute 
or two bofore they are roasted. Serve with gravy in the 
dish, but not over the birds. 

Roast FeaL-Take from four to six pounds of the best end 
of the neck of veal, trim it neatly, aud joint. Put it to roast 
: at a very moderate fire, and baste it plentifully every ten 
; minutes, first with butter, and then with its own gravy. 

; It will take one hour and r half or two hours. During the 
; last quarter of an hour, bring the joint nearer to the fire, 

; and sprinkle it plentifully with salt. Serve with the gravy 
! over, carefully strained and freed from fat, aud with the 
; juice of a lemon and a small piece of fresh butter added to it 

VEGETABLES. 

SovJfKed PcMtoe*.— Peel potatoes; cut them, in the direc¬ 
tion of their length, Into slices a quarter of an inch thick; 
fry them till they are three parts done, in moderately hot 
i fat. Take them out, drain, and let get nearly cold. Throw 
; them into very hot fat, and plenty of it; keep them moving 
! with a slice till they are well soujfUed or swollen, and of a 
light-brown, whioh takes placo almost immediately. 

Masked Potatoes .—Roil Borne potatoes, and pass them 
; through a coarse hair sieve. Put them into a saucepan, 

: with a goad lump of’butter, and salt to taste; add a little 
milk, and work them well with a spoon on a slow fire for 
some minutes, adding small quantities of milk as they get 
dry. 

Haricot Beast*, seith Tomatoes. —Take a quantity of fresh 
haricot beans, being careful to get them all of an age. Boil 
thorn in plenty of salted water. Drain when done, and add 
to them as much tomato sauce a* they will take, and also 
some finely-minced parsley. 
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FASHIONS FOR AUGUST. 


p&xsKavES,. jellies, etc. 

Preserved Quinces. —Pare, quarter, and core tlie fruit, saving 
skins and cores. Put the quinces over the fire with Just 
enough water to cover them, and simmer until perfectly 
tender, but do not let them break. Take out the fruit, and 
spread oh dishes to cool; add the parings tod cores to the 
water in whieh the quinces were boiled*and cook obe hour; 
then strain through a jelly-bag, and to each pint of this ' 
liquor allow one pound of sugar. Boil and'skim this; then 
put in the fruit, and boil fifteen minutes. Take it off the ! 
fire, and let it stand in a deep dish twenty-four hours. Then 
drain off the syrup, and let it boil again; put in the quinces, , 
and boil fifteen minutes. Take Out the fruit, and spread on 
dishes to cool; boil down the syrup thick; put the fruit in 
your Jars until two-thirds full, then cover with the syrup. 

Apple Jelly.— Take any quantity of green juicy apples, 
peel them, cut them in fonr, and pnt them into cold water; j 
put them in a brass pan, oover them with water (cold), put \ 
in a piece of white ginger, cover them, and let them boil till > 
they are soft; pour them into a flannel bag, and let it run < 
till yon have as much juice as you require. Allow a pound > 
of lump sugar for every pint of juice, clarify and boil the < 
sugar candy height, put it in the juice, and boil it for ten 5 
minutes; take a little drop in a saucer, set it to cool; if j 
jellied, it is done; if not, boil it a little longer, and add a 5 
few drops of the essence of lemon. ? 

Pressed Apples. —Choose some firm, sound apples, not too \ 
ripe, (those called stone pippins are thq best); put them on < 
a bak'iug-tin in a slack oven, and leaVe them 'In all night. } 
In the morning take them out and pinch them, one at a j 
time, between your finger and thumb, working all around . 
each. Put them into the oven again at night, and pinch l 
them in the morning, and continue doing both until they | 
are soft enough. Then place them between two boards, with 
a weight upon them, so as to press them flat, but not so 
heavy as to burst them, and let them dry slowly. 

To Preserve Strawberries. —Be careful that the strawberries ; 
are large ones, and gathered on a fine, warm, dry day. Pick 
the fruit, weigh it, and put it into a saucepan only suffi¬ 
ciently on the fire to allow of the Juice running out. When 
there is enough liquid to melt the sugar, add an equal 
weight, pounded pretty fine. Let it boil. Then boil for 
twenty minutes, stirring so os not to break the fruit. As 
there will be a great deal of liquid, this is easily avoided, if 
the spoon be wooden, and used gently to posh the whole 
mass about. 

Orange Marmalade.— Take twelve Seville oranges, cut them 
into thin slices, but do not skin them; take ont the seeds, 
pour six quarts of spring-water over them, and let them 
stand for twenty-four hours; then boil slowly for two hours 
In the same water, after which 4ttd eight pounds of loaf- 
sugar, and boil for one hoar and three-quarters. Before 
taking them off, add the juice of two lemons. This will 
make twelve pounds of marmalade. 

mSCBLLANBOUS REC EI PT S . 

Light Paste for Tarts and Cheesecakes. —Beat the White of an 
egg to a strong froth; then mix it with as much water as j; 
will make three-quarters of a pound of fine flour into a stiff; 
paste; roll ft very thin, then lay the third part of half-pound j 
of butter upon it in little bits; dredge it with some fionr left \ 
ont at first, and roll it up tight. Roll it out again, and pnt j 
the same proportion of butter; and so proceed till all be \ 
worked up. \ 

German Toast. —Cut thick slices of bread—bakers’ is the \ 
best—dip them each side in milk enough to soften, then dip s 
in beaten egg; pnt in a pan greased with Just sufficient! 
butter to fry; fry till brown as an omelet, then serve, well; 
sprinkled with white sugar. Two eggs would be sufficient , 
to dip nearly a dozen slices of bread. Like pancakes, the ; 
hotter the toast the better. 


Oream Dressing for Salad .—Beat together thoroughly three 
raw eggs and six tablespoonfuls of cream, three tablespooa- 
fule of melted batter, oue teaspoonful of salt, one of mustard, 
one-half of black pepper, oqd one teacup of vinegar. Heat, 
stirring it constantly, until it thickens like boiled custard. 
If it boils, it will curdle. Let it cool, then mix with salad. 

Storing lee in Feather PiHowe .—If you want to keep a lump 
of ice in summer, and have no cool place to put it, throw 
it into a stone pot, well covered, and put a couple of feather 
pillows securely fastened around the pot. It will last as ice 
should last, in this way,, for two or three days. Feathers are 
a non-conductor of heat. 

Welsh RarebiL—r Take a large cupful of finely grated cheese; 
having seasoned to taste, add a well-beaten egg, and mix 
with new milk to the consistency of thick cream; pnt it into a 
pan, and when just boiling, pour over hot buttered toast 
We have never had it either curdled or stringy when mads 
by this recipe. 


FA8HION8 FOR AUGUST. 

Fig. i.—Afternoon Watering-Place Dress, or Light- 
Blue Nun’s-Vkiuno. The skirt is made with two deep 
side-plaited raffles. The tunic opens over these in front *&d 
is looped at the back, and finished with loops of blue watered 
ribbon. A band of the same ribbon covers where the long 
tight-fitting waist joins to the skirt The waist has a shirred 
front which extends to the point. Half sleeves, trimmed 
with a band of the watered ribbon, and cr6pe lisse ruffles. 
Bonnet of Tuscan straw, trimmed with blue feathers and 
watered ribbon. 

Fio. u.— Afternoon Watering-Place Dress, or Rasf- 
| berry-Colored buRAH Silk. The bottom is trimmed with 
four ruffles of the white embroidered surah silk, now so fash¬ 
ionable. AIkivc these flounces, the raspberry-colored surah 
is in very small puffings, in front; at the bock, it falls in oim 
loose puff, and a bow of wide raspberry-colored ribbon ooven 
the joining on one side; on the other, the bock puff falls over 
where the shirrings join. Three rows of the white embroid¬ 
ered surah form the top trimming of the dress below the cui¬ 
rass waist. The sleeves are half-long, have a turned-up cul£ 
and are finished by a ruffle of the white embroidery, fichu 
of white embroidered surah. Hat of Tuscan straw, trimmed 
with raspberry-colored ribbon, bine feathers, and dark-red 
flowers. 

Fio. iti.—Afternoon-Dress, roe a Watering-Place. The 
skirt is of plain primrose-colored sateen, trimmed with 
ruffles. The drapery, which shows the plain raffles of the 
sateen skirt, is also of primrose-colored sateen, bat striped 
with a darker shade. This drapery is trimmed with white 
Russian embroidery, in colors. The Princess waist Is also 
trimmed down the front with the embroidery, and has a bow 
of primrose-colored ribbon on the left side near the neck. 
Sleeves half-long, trimmed with the embroidery. Bonnet of 
white muslin, lined with primrose slfk, and trimmed with 
white feathers and a bunch of pink roses. 

Fig. iv.—Walking-Dress, for the Mountains. The 
skirt is of brown, thin summer camel's-halr, trimmed with 
three side-plaited flounces. The coat is of tweed, made 
double-breasted, and confined at the waist with broad leather 
band, with a large buckle. The cape, as well as the waist of 
the coat, is mode with re vers, so that it can be closed if 
needed, and has a large brown velvet collar. Habit skirt of 
white linen, and blue tie. Straw hat, turned up with blua. 

Fio. v.— Walking-Dress, Ton the Mountains, or Slatr- 
Colored French Foul*. The lower part of the skirt is in 
one deep side-plaited flounce, with a band of cardinal-red 
foul6 inserted. The overdress falls in two scant pufla. The 
waist is round, and Worn with a red belt, and has revere, so 
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flwt it can be left open or clo se d at pleaeure. Over the wxist ) 
ie worn a very deep collar, square at the back, bat coming to 
a point juM above the waist, and trimmed like the cufb with 
cardinal-red foulfe. Bailor bat, of dark-gray, with a bond j 
of cardinal-red ribbon. < 

Figs. vi and tni— Back and Front or Horn ok Oct- I 
Doom Costume, or Fancy Serge. The skirt is kilted, and a 
■carf tunic, the straight way of the material, forms a full 
drapery *t the back. The jacket bodice is cut away, in the 
casquine rtyle, below the waist. The pocket and cuffs are of 
the material of the drees, and finished with machiue-etitching. j 
Pelerine cape and collar, of brown velvet, to be added for j 
out-door wear. J 

Fio. viii.— Hat, or Coarsr Fanct 8teaw, trimmed with j 
a large bow of brocaded ribbon. ! 

Fio. nL—W alking-Bums, or Lilac,and Violet Plaid j 
Sateen. The skirt is laid in largo plaits, and beneath it is a ) 
narrow plaiting of plain violet sateen. The tunic forms a j 
short drapery in front, and falls in loose folds at the back. \ 
Plain jacket waist, over which is worn a jacket of lightj 
almond-colored summer cloth. Straw hat, with almond- j 
colored feathers. \ 

Fia. x.— -Walking-Dress, or Myrtle-Green Thin Camel's- j 
Hair. The skirt Is laid in kilt-plaitings. The overdrees \ 
opens over this kilt In front, falls in points at the sides, and 5 
is draped rather high at the back, with watered ribbon. A j 
straight piece of kilt-plaiting also fells from where the over- 5 
dress is looped at the back. Small bows of ribbon attach \ 
the pointed corners of the overdress to the skirt. Three < 
rows of braid extend from the neck, at the back, to the j 
drapery, and also ornament the sleeves. Collar, of dark- j 
green velvet. Straw bonnet, lined with green velvet, and j 
trimmed with short curled feathers, and a rosette of dark- ■ 
green velvet. j 

Fio. xi.— Hat, or Coarse Straw, trimmed with lace, and j 
studded at intervals with gold-headed pins. \ 


than a white trimming on a black dPsai. Iq other words, 
the trimming should always be of the warmer tint A blue 
bonnet is very beautiful with a pink roee on it; but a pink 
bonnet wife a bine flower ou it would look “ spotty.” Ging¬ 
hams, lawns, and other cotton dresses, are either trimmed 
with ruffles and plai tings of the material, or with effective, 
but not expensive, Hamburg embroidery, that will wash 
well. 

Tink is not accorded the prominence with which It was 
favored last year, but yet it is found valuable in stripes of 
palest tint, alternating with stripes of cream-4olor or sky- 
blue, upon which small floral designs are tastefully thrown. 
Some of the flowers are large, and freely scattered over the 
surface, leaving wide spaces uncovered In a way that will be 
highly effective on tall persons, but likely to exercise an ap¬ 
parently diminishing influence upon those who happen to be 
short These sateens are much worn in combination with 
plain ones, and quantities of lace are need In trimming them, 
as was the case last year. Basques are diminishing, espe¬ 
cially upon the hips, where the skirt trimmings are frequently 
carried up to the waist. Bodices are now usually finished 
with a plain piping, and the points front and back are not 
made nearly so long as they were. 

8teeres are gathered in to the bodice, eo as to make the 
shoulders look high and square; and for a similar reason 
the seam on the top of the shoulder is cut very short They 
are also cut tight, with occasional uncomfortable results, 
rinoe it is only the highest art that can combine tightness of 
cut with a comfortable and easy fit. High shoulders are 
likely to remain in for some time. Yet they are not pretty. 

It is quite impossible to describe the great variety of styles 
worn at present, a variety that is as great as the fancy 
of the wearer; but our colored plates, as well as our wood¬ 
cuts, are fee-similes of dresses now worn, and are so varied 
that all can be suited. Plainer dresses can easily be modeled 
from our plates. We do not invent fashions; ws only giv# 
the popular styles. 


Fro. xn.— Dolman, or Chucked Stumer Tweed, trimmed j 
with rows of wonted or metalIIo braid. The cape, which has l 
dolman sleeves, is plaited in the centre as is the basque j 
beneath it. j 

Fro. xiii.—Black Lack Fichu, vox Evenino-Wrar. The ] 
lase is worked with jet beads. 1 

Fio. xrv.— Front or Breakfast-Jacxet. This beautiful < 
garment may be mode of white nainsook, or of white, pale- i 
blue, pink, or primrose-colored surah silk. The front is ; 
loose, and held in place with a ribbon hand. The jacket is \ 
trimmed with lace. < 

Fio. xv.—Parasol, or Dark Pxxmx-Cmotcn Figured j 

BfTKXi with sw&nVbill handle, of ebo nixed wood. \ 

Fio. xn-— Basque, or Black Spanish Lack, trimmed 
with black Spanish lace and jet. 

Fio. mi.— Front or a Skirt. This skirt may be made of 
either white muslin or soft surah silk. It Is laid in alter¬ 
nate rows of plaits and puffings of the material. The puffings 
are formed by rows of gatherings. 

Fio. xviil—Back or Breakfast-Jacket, of which Fio. 
zxv is the front It is gathered at the waist, forms a full 
basque, and is ornamented with a bow. 

Fio. xix.—Parasol, or £cru-Colored Plaid Silk, lined } 
with brown, and having a Malacca handle, j 

Fio. xx.— Bathing-Dress, or Blur Flannel, trimmed j 
with dark-red flannel; pinked and cut out, so as to show the 
Mae flannel underneath. j 

Fio. xxi.—Bathixc-DreA, or White Flannel, trimmed ] 
arffh a cross-stitch embroidery in red. j 

General Remarks. —A combination of black and white, < 
which was so popular some yeArs Ago. ls agidn a good deal , 
worn; but a black trimming bn a White iress is mors elegant ( 
Vol. LXXXIL—11. 


OUR FABIS LETTER. 

Rue des Petit* Champs. 

I have recently been shown some beautiful new materials 
for the coming autumn. Prominent among them is a heavily- 
oorded silk, the cord being as large as those in the old- 
fashioned poplins. It is very glossy and soft, as well as 
thick, and is the same on both sides. This new and rich 
material comes in all the late fashionable colon: pale-blue, 
pink, and cream, as well as in tbe darker hues, such as gar- 
net, myrtle green, marine-blue, chestuut-brown, etc. It is 
called Trocadero, and is to be made up with trimmings and 
ornaments of velvet 

Velvet-figured goods will also be extensively worn next 
season. In solid colors the ground will be a dead, rep-like fab¬ 
ric, and the velvet figure will be quite large. I have seen a 
pattern In black of this description, whereof the figure was 
a velvet vine-leaf of the natural sise. These very large figures 
are to be made up with plain material for the corsage and 
part of the skirt Another veiy rich style has a raised velvet 
figure on a shot silk ground, the figure being of one of the 
two shades of the groundwork. Thus a large round velvet 
spot In emerald-green adorns a shot green and gold ground¬ 
work, sod a dark-crimson velvet leaf is relieved against a 
groundwork of crimson and pale-blue. 

Shot or changeable fabrics are coming very much into 
favor, and will probably be extensively used next winter. 
Some beautiful tissues, shot with gold and silver, are being 
prepared for evening-wear. Pink and silver, and white and 
gold, will be the fevorita combinations. A new and very Yivid 
palc-greeh is amongst the beWer colon, and looks well re¬ 
lieved with either silver or gold. Chen* silks continue very 
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popular; the latest styles show wide stripes of satin alters 
Dating with chen6 stripes. Fanciful moir6 antiques in small 
checks and plaids kar,o been introduced, but, will be difficult 
to wear, as the material is too dressy for demi-toUette occa¬ 
sions, and the pattern renders it unfit for full dress. 

The newest style of a streetsuit has a redingote in change¬ 
able silk, reaching to the .skirt hem behind. This is tut 
away in a square in front, so as to show a plaited skirt 
in surah, of thq lighter of the two shades of the silk. A 
capote bonnet, with an immensely wide scarf in white tulle, 
crossing tbe^bqpk of the bonnet, and tied in a large bow 
under the chjp, completes the costume. These dresses hare 
a good deal of the Diroctoire style about them. 

The pretty fashion of making np transparent muslins, col¬ 
ored as well as white, over colored silks, has become widely 
popular. Embroidered muslins look well over pale-pink, 
blue, or lilac silks, trimmed with satin ribbons to correspond. 
Madoover old-gold silk lor a stylish brunette, an admixture of 
dark-crimson In. the ribbons is admissible. Extremely pretty 
ball-dresses lor young girls are made of narrow raffias of 
dotted muqMn, with buttonholed edges, covering a short 
skirt of pale-oolored silk. The corsage is the round full 
waist known as a baby-waist, and is covered with dotted 
muslin, the narrow sleeves being formed of milling like that 
on the skirt Apiece of Valenciennes lace, lined with ool- 
ored silk and put en flak finishes the top of the corsage. A 
•mall duster of dowers ornaments one side. The waist is 
encircled with a sash of very wide satin or watered ribbon, 
corresponding in hue with the underskirt The newest cut 
for these JonhPeokfd baby-waists is to hero them high on 
the shoulders and sloping down in a deep curve both back 
and front a fhape that is at onoe modest and becoming. 

Many inquiries have been made respecting the probable 
revival of crinoline; but so far, the innovation stops short at' 
the re-introduction of the beetle. French dressmakers now > 
set a curved piapeof steel akinfcspring into their dreaoskirts, 
about three Inches below the waistband. The best form of 
** crinolette,” as our cousins across the Channel call it. Is in 
the shape of a regular petticoat In domestic muslin. It 
buttons np the front, and at the back has ten steel springs, 
set in casings, apd commencing below the waist. These 
springs may be withdrawn when the article is washed. The 
back of the skirt Is finished with two flounces of English 
embroidery, which are buttoned on, so that they may be 
removed and washed separately tf destred. TMs very neat 
and elaborate article of underwear gives hn exceptionally 
graceful set to the d res s s k irt. 

Hats and bonnets atW worn In every shape, style, and 
fashion imaginable. The prevailing colors ate dark; light- 
tinted hats or bonnets being seldom seen. Some new trim¬ 
mings have been introduced for foil wear; naniely, the 
larger-sized frtrftd and even vegetables. I was shown, at 
Virot’a, lately, a handsome dark-brown metallic-straw hat 
with a wide britti, caught dp at one side, and trimmed and 
lined with dark-brown velvet. Just above the looped side 
was placed a branch of an apricot tree, with three fall-sized 
apricots upon It. Dark-blue plums, lady-apples, small 
peaches, and green-gages, also adorn fashionable headgear. 
The artificial vegetables have not ** taken,'* though clusters 
of radishes or of small scarlet tomatoes have been placed 
with good effect on black straw bonnets trimmed with black 
velvet. This, however, is Only an eccentricity of fashion. 

Suits of lady's cloth are shown for fall wear, in addition to 
cashmere, though this is not so much worn as before. Silver- 
gray cloth and fawn-color are used for more dressy occasions, 
and dark or small checked cloths for evoryday wear. 

A curious effect of the rage for undressed kid gloves is 
shown in the price which the long glazed kid gloves are 
now sold for. I have seen the best quality of Bon Marchd 
gloves, twenty-two button length, sold for prices ranging 
from two dollars and forty pents to seventy cents. 


Bonnets and hats are very cheap inPnris,Jest now i that 
is to say, the dark straw poke, or shade hats. lined with 
velvet and trimmed with silk lace and satin ribbon matching 
the hue of the straw, and with crushed roses or field-flowers, 
these really pretty and stylish hats may be bought at ths 
huge dry-goods stores for from four to five dollars, according 
to the style of trimming. 

It is reported that blue will be the favorite color for the 
coming season: dark-blue for ths street, the brilliant demi- 
tints for dinner or reception-dress, and the delicate, pale 
shades for evening-wear. 

The very latest style of hat is the Mooequetaire. It has q 
low-set crown, and a very narrow turned-up brim. It looks 
a good deal like the low-cjDwned riding-bats that were 
popular some years ago. It comes in dark straw, to match 
the costume wherewith it is to be worn; and is trimmed 
with velvet of the satfte color a* the straw, and with cocks' 
feathers. 

Loot H. Hoorn. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fm. i^-Bot’s Sunvor Whits Flanks*, with blue flannel 
sailor collar and cuffs The blouse Jacket, as well as ths 
collar and cuffs, are trimmed with white braid. The trou¬ 
sers are loops, with buttons ou ths side seem. Sadler hat, 
trimmed with blue ribbon, with anchors embroidered on ths 
ends. 

Fio. n.-— Gnu’s Svftmn Wkat, or Ltoht-Guat Twkxd. 
The skirt Is attached to tbs bodice with several rows of 
gatherings. A thick dark-blue ribbon reaches from ths 
sides, and ties in a bow in the front. The cape hat a large 
dark-blue collar of summer doth, and the cuffk are of ths 
same material. Bonnet of gray lawn, trimmed with 
feathers. 

Fia. ni.—Lima Gratis Ooermra, or Wtaro Fiord. 
The collar, cape, cuflfc, and pockets, are all trimmed with 
rich embroidery. The back of the pdiate is gathered at the 
waist. This suit would be very beautiful made of whits 
cloth, or of light-blue or pearl-colored opera flanneL 

Fjo. iv.—Gwt't Hat, or Ooabsx Svuv, faced with 
black velvet, and trimmed with white satin ribbon and field 
flowers, 

Fi«. v*— Box's Her, or Bnonru Snaw. 


0 TTM PVBCHA8INQ AGENCY. 

After man jr urgent requests, we some time since ertrfbtished a 
Ihsrohmvtog Agency, end eneoe r aged ftp the eebetantial reoegor 
Hon that has followed our efforts to meet the want* of persons 
wishing the boot selected good* from the kastsbh lU.BKsn, at the 
towasr PBIOXf, we ogam caU attention to our m isery we ed ad¬ 
vantages for eupplgmg xtbbtthiko need m the booss, to the 
entire eatiefaction of all who favor ne with their order*. Special 
attention w given to every article bought; and the liet include* 
Ladies.', Gentlemen'*, and Children'» Wear, Wedding Outfit*, 
Infant S’ Wardrobes, Wedding, Holiday , and Birthday Prevent*, etc. 

The advantages gamed by aU persons tending their order* to 
our Purchasing Agency have been appreciated by (he large number 
who have been served since tf hat been et ta b W h ed , in the saving 
of mmtyjtime, and ffouMs. 

Sdmptes fOrmtihod, only on rmAptef £5 sente. Oration are 
free to any one writing for them, con tain in g fitU pastksdare, and 
mod* of'doing bus in ess. MememberaU are served, not 
subscribers, but any one else in want of goods or w ea ri n g apparel. 
Address qfl communications for onr Purchasing Agency to 

MRS. MARY THOMAS, 

F. 0. BOA PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
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R. H. MACY & CO. 

Grind Central Fancy and Dry Goods MOMment. 


Fourteenth. Street- Sixth Avenue and Thirteenth Street, 

NEW YORK CITY. 


We present this month an interior view of one section of our store, looking fVom the main entrance 
on Fourteenth Street through to Thirteenth Street. On the left may be seen a portion of our Frame and 
Album Department; adjoining that is a section of the Book Department, where all the standard works 
and books of fiction, by the most popular authors, may be found at prices below those of publishers. 
Then follows Umbrellas and Farasols, in all the latest styles and designs ; while the Black Dress Silks 
occupy the next counter This latter Department is most liberally supplied with choice Triable goods, 
representing the most celebrated looms of France, Germany and America. Still further on are Ladies’ 
Ties, Fichus, etc., a most magnificent assortment; while adjoining them is a small section of the Dolls, 
Toys, and Games Department, and on the extreme end, near the Thirteenth Street entrance, is t) large 
assortment of Toilet and Fancy Soaps. 

Coming back to the Fourteenth Street entrance, we show on the right, first, a section of our stock 
of Opera and Eye Glasses; next one section of the Notion Department, which is a store in itself, being 
fully stocked with everything useful in that line of goods; then the Superintendent’s desk, and, beyond, 
a complete stock of Colored Dress Silks, while at the extreme end and near the Thirteenth Street entrance 
is a full assortment of Millinery Silks, Plushes, Velvets, etc. 

We desire to state that we shall continue each month to present different interior sections of our 
establishment, until a full description and the location of all our stocks have been given. All who intend 
paying us a visit will find it to their advantage to carefully observe the cuts as they appear from month 
to mentli, in order that they may more readily find the different departments 

We give special attention to orders by mail. Prompt despatch, and prices same as to city 
customers. 

j. a ES'h" R * H * HACY & CO. New York. 
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WARRANTED 


All bought for cash, and told silowss} city prl 
it. D row Goods,Silks, Shawl*, Trimming*, Hof 
try, Upholstery, Fancy Goods, Ladles Dresses, 
/raps, Underwear, Ties. Lsces, Gan<s Furnish- 


AIR REMOVED 

from any part of the body in FIVE 
MIN UTf:s without injury to the skin.by 
44 Upham’a Depilatory Powder,” 
Mailed for *1.£«> p» take* for tke 
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Mrs. THOMPSON’S 

j Celebrated Patent 

WAVES.” 

The r-markablo *n<-ce«* of 
thio cliarniiu* article of sdorn- 
• ' “.rWILajffV mom, i« <iu» In tb« t oxvK.K. 

l.'T^ v TFisrs:. co.wionx « n i i>i:- 
CIDS.I* inrilSVEDAPPEAn. 

A»\tE Itlvm Itfvrrv wesrrr. Anal 
$(& ^ solute aEfRNNITY In tlir.#, who 
i L (isdaj ' * r have loot a poriiou of Xbrlr onro abundant 
I/VUfjVirfc ' hair—nr to tho*o who wl«h to LOOK 
~ TOI VC—whon*foi>h»ada are hleli—an<t 
tSKBU^I^fy' ‘ whoao hair will tint remain In rrlmp : made 
u}9Mjof natnrtlrnri' bolrthoy cannot ft nut or war*. 

KfUiiPip™ On* fin.Wn FE.tTL’RE they have on 

JONF-t, YFAIJiE WIC-UKE appearance. •<> EASILY 
ni;i:^| in ALL OIHEn wavra and nlmpa— 
'Wnv whlla tho doln* away with c’lmplmc pins and tha 
daaper of RLTAIYG ona’aown halrl-verc important l > aaerv 
lady mho YALLEM hrr perannal heant* and tha OflAIOAS 
of her friend*. FBICES.rmm SOlo • i Blon.ia «n-l Gray, 
axlrai. Al»n. tha mud ELBtSANT A*SOnT3«EIYT of 
KWITCUE • from to 850. GRAY If AIR A NPI?. 
CIA LTV. BememN-r thaaairooda ran O.YLY BE FOEAI) 
at my Headquarter*. 82 EAST 14 TII ST.. N. Y.| No. 9 
Tens Die Plat e, Boaton. 8end for Illuatrated Catalogue. Good* 


LADIES! 


KsUbUihsd 


CORSET 


STANDARD 

SILK 


WORLD. 


MAIL! 


OVER THREE-QUARTERS OF A MILLION IN 
STOCK TO SELECT FROM. 


ing Goods, Infants’, Boys'and Uiris wuints, &o. 
Correspondence solicited. 

8amples and information free. 
"SHOPPING GUIDE” mailed free On 
Application. _ 

COOFER & CON A BD, 

Kinth and Market Streets, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Jlowa soy trAsrs ytm saw this adnrrtisemsnU 


(Write for particulars; mention this publication.) 

An Age in Advance of all other Inventions. 

From a single spool makes a seam stronger and more beau¬ 
tiful than by any combination of two threads. 

AUTOMATIC 

OR 44 NO TENSION” SEWING MACHINE. 
Ladies careful of Health and appreciating the 
Bent will now hare no other. 

WILLCOX A GIBBS S. M. CO., 658 Broadway, 
New York. 

Philadelphiax 1437 Chestnut Street._ 




FACTS TALK! 

THE RECOMMENDATIONS 
OF LADIES WHO HAVE USED 

THE 


irrd by NnvcltTf , onM*tWnrkH.212-WSW.*6thSt.,N.T., 

M. COHN, Proprietor, 

HAVE INCR EASED ITS HA L E TWO-FOLD. 

IT IS A NEW INVENTION, 

and being a woven corset, made in one piece, coniai nina 
100 WononxcovendiagoncUlyinthc body of the corset. 

retains it* shape under all circumstances, at 

the same time yielding to all the motions of the wearer. 
Ladies will find it to ttuar mm interest to insist upon 
hairing this Corset. 

For sale by all dealers in the United States. Sent by 
mall, postpaid, on receipt of PRICE, *1.50. 


FOffDAY OR'NIGHT WEAR 


Physicians recommend them on account of their cu¬ 
rative properties. They furnish a wonderful remedy 
for Slecylciaesi, ITerroumcss, Cessral Icbiiity, Itliffstti:!, 
thenmilsa and Parilysis, their effect being exhilarating 
to tho wearer. Price (according to th ©number of insu¬ 
lated plates) $3 & $12each: abdominal. $15each. Sand 
for descriptive circular. For sale by leading retailers. 
THOMSON, LANG DON A CO., N. Y., SCLE MANUFACTURERS. 
/ZTSTTL « REAI INDUCEMENTS. 

/ ].* rer * It will pay y©« to Mtid 1 0©. f»r our 80 

Offered X V^R# < hrouio« with ttmi, printed on 
I f heavy board, all acw. tht latertde- 

ili;ni o! Haiwt iMcnem Owun Vlow*, lllr«l Mottoe«, JUo-ft- 
ru *f »erlc* .A r<tio*ocnca. Moonlight \lcw.Laad*cap*» Ae. 

tjI.»rfiMii»nMr Chroma* beautiful Imported tledffn* 

1 Oc. Booh of choice ■ampin ?*«. Eleran t premium* (firm of 
Watch cm. Gold Ring*, A extra Silver PlaUd war#,(noUra»h) 
or lartreat rommi«»lon paid act’* full particular* with aach ordor. Bl*k 

Card* at wholaaal*. *TAK PRINTING to. N orthlord. CL 

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR. Madame Warn bold's Specific 
O permanently removes Superfluous hair without injuring 
the skin. Send for a circular. Madame Wauibold, 54 


the skin. Send for a circular. 
Sawyer Street. Boston, Man*. 


I ariir Adonic Oan sccnr© permanent employment with 
LdUj n^Cillo good Halary selling Queen City Skirt 
and Stocking Supporter*,etc. Sample outfit Free* 
Address. Queen City Suspender Co., Cincinn ati, Q. 


™ ™o<fd 25 ceofa.) Sealed circular Free. 
S. C. UPIIAM, P. O. Box 2G07, Philada.. Ps. 
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THE 

MOST- 

RELIABLE 

r'FoOD'- 

IN THE WORLD 

irnim 

SOU) BY DRUGGISTS 


iHEBESt 

DIET 

»§ 

OIDFOVU 

FOUR SIZE3 
\J8B .60 l.£5 1.75 

' t» EVENT 


[STRAWBERRIES! 

Newest and Best Varieties. 

Grown in Pots and ready for shipment after July I 

1 25th. If planted early will give a good crop next! 
season. Mew descriptive priced catalogue containing I 
full cultural directions mailed free. 

Address, ELLWANGEK & BARKY, 

Rochester, X. Y. | 


To any suffering with Catarrh 

or Bronchitis who earnestly 

desire relief, I can furnish a 

means of Permanent and Pos¬ 

itive Cure. A Homo Treatment. 

No charge for consultation by 
mail. Valuable Treatise Free. 

“Hisretnodies are tho outKrowili 

of his own experience; they are 

the only known means of per¬ 

manent cure.”— Baptist. 

Rev. T.P. CHILDS, Troy, 0. 

)/V Fine White Gold-Edge Cards, name on 10c. Sample 
Book Efts. F. M. SHAW & 00., Jersey City,*./ 

A Year and Expenses to Agents. Outfit Free. 
Address P. 0. VICKERY, Augusta. Me. 
I Can now grasp a fortune*. Outfit worth 
, #10 free. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 
Barclay Street, New York. 

Transfer Pictures, 10c.; 100 Scrap Pictures, 
10c.; 12 Perforated Mottoes, 10c.; 5 Fine Or8 
Chromo *, 10c.; 8 Oil Pictures, 10c.; 8 En¬ 
gravings , 10c.; 4 Chromo Mottoes, 10c. AU 
for 60 cents. Poitj>aid. Stamps taken. 

J. W. FK/Z'/ELL, Baltimore, Md. 


AGENTS 

100 


Entirely New, 


PIMPLES,BLACK HEADS 

Flesh Worms and Oily Skin. " Mkpicatsd 

Cream' 1 is ths only knows harmless, pleasant and abso¬ 
lutely SUItJS and infallible cure. It removes all clean, 
completely, and fom ooun in a rrw pats only, leaving 
skin clear, •nv'Oth and unblemished always, or money re¬ 
funded. Mailed in plain wrapper for 30 cents, in stamps, 
or two for 60 cents, by (lco. N. Stobbli!), 1226 Niagara 
Street, Buffalo, N. Y. Pamphlet gives 236 true and genuine 
testimonials. My FRECKLE WASH surely cures Freckles, 
Tan, and makes the hands white; sent postpaid for 30 
cents. 43 rExactly as represented and the doctor reliable; 
has been in drug business in Buffalo over sixteen years. 
Say you saw this In Peterson's. 


100 CARDS FREE 1 

Acknowledged the beat pack ever produced. Noonoelse 
lms them, bend us 10 eta. for our New Prlce-I.iat and 
llluatruted Catalogue, and we will print your name 
on lOO of tho handsomest cards you ever saw FREE, in¬ 
cluding Feather Series Verne Cards, Unique 
Murine Views, etv., all in brilliant colors, on heavy 
cardl*oard. Watches, Bold Kings, Silver Ware, 
Novelties, etc., given as premiums. Agents* Complete 
Sample Book, 25 cents. Inducements to Agents un- 
equaled. Printers and Dealers supplied with blank 
card*. 8TKVLNS BROS., Northfoid, Conn. 

New Chromo Cards, in 40 styles, or 25 New Tear 
Cards, with name 10c. Nassau Card Co.. Nassau, N. Y. 

Largo Chromo Cards, no two alike, with narno. 10 
cents Postpaid. G. 1. Rkkd A Co., Nassau , N. Y. 

£ A Chromo , Motto, Hand A Bouquet Cords, with name, lOc. 
0U 8ampU book, ggc. Franklin Pr't'g Co.,New Haven, Ct 


40 

40 


WASHER. 

Will wash Cleaner, Easier, and with Less 
Injury to Clothes than any other in tho 
World. We challenge any manufacturer 
to produce abetter Washer. Every Ma¬ 
chine Warranted FIVE Years and Sat¬ 
isfaction Guaranteed. The only Washer 
that can be clamped to any sized tub like 
a Wringer. It is made of malleable iron, 
galvanized, and will outlast any two 
wooden machines “®aAgents wanted. 
Exclusive Territory. Our agents all over 
the country are making from $75 to $200 
per month. Retail price. $7. Sample to 
agents, $3. Also our celebrated 

KEYSTONE WRINGERS IT 

Circulars Free. Refer to editor of this paper. 


EarsrsTOL- 

OVER 300,000 IN ACTUAL USE. 

49~Aiid all giving perfect satisfaction. 

AGENTS WANTED. 


PRICES. 


Pa. 


IOSEPH Cl LLOTT’S 
** STEEL'* PENS. 

Gold Medal, Parle Exposition, 1878. 


The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 
332, 351, 170f and his other styles. 
SOLD by ALL DEALERS throughout 
the WORLD. 
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A-B TBI'T 18 Bit BitTS, 



COMFORT CORSET 


Indies who hare not worn the Onnfort Covet cannot realise its xwj 


It h** a variety of shoulder size* fur tuck waist size, adjusting them to a tapering 


Stylish and tasty as a FYench Qjrset, combining ease and comfort with elegance and shape. 

Instead of bones, rows of very stiff cord are insert* d, giving nil the support of bones, ana still 
yielding to every movement of the form , and of being washed without injury to the corset in auy 
particular. 

The whole burden of the clothes is tranfifern-d to that portion of the shoulders beet adapt«i 
to sustain their weight, supporting everything without inconvenience, and almost without the 
wearer’s consciousness, making this garment in truth, A Contort Corset, 

Two measures required. Waik is fou Cmumzx on baml Yuinciplk. Send for our circular, 
with rulo for measurement and Price List. 

MANUFACTURED AND FOR SALK BT THR 

B08T0N COMFORT CORSET COMPANY, 

70 CIIATNCEY STREET, Boston, H>». 


Also for sale by the Loading Dry Goods Houses throughout the Country, 


THE UNIVERSAL BATH. 


S* IRS PS flf If yo* wilt tend ns the addreaeea of flee 
|_ |_ I t*r*os* of your oojasiatosc* who are is 
K W* Pi | the habit of rcedls* novels, and would to 
I I n likely lo puroasM *uch. we wiU eeud you, 
■ H B SB MB ■ fttt. s copy of a cSaming story enttit-,1 
’ ‘ Tn s Shadow or s Sm,** be the author of "Dora Thorne. 
Issued oomplete In neat pnmphlet Ibrm. Let the nddreaari he 
from at munydiriereut poatoAoet u pouible, and do not writ 
more than fire and your owa. Addre** F, Jg. LUPTON. 
Publisher. *» l*urL riair, JV^W York. 


P*IC* Rbducba. V,«v Inuy ia use. 014 lUth* renewed. ® 

Send for Circulars. £. J. KNOWLTON Ann Arbor, Mich.£ 


pSii 


tSS !a ^APUaSkF 


■kbS-^ Co., Waynesboro, Pit. _ 

SMOKINGSFT, The Gem Cigarette maker, FlngerCigsp 
ette Holder, and Book of pure rice paper, all mailed for 50c. 
iu Nttnips. Circular free. IVES <k CO., MfVs., Now Hnren,Ct 

4k ON RATS*’* Clears out mis, mice, flits, 

L-*\_ roachci. bedbugs, ants, vanuit, chipmunk* 16c. 

BEATTY’S *'"i"»; S90. ruae« $::3 up. 

A s Factory running day and night. Paper* 

free. Address U‘“ * “ ““ *“ “ 


A GOLD PEN AND RUBBER HOLDER, containing 
ink for several days 1 writing. Can l>« carried in the pocket. 
Always ready for use. A luxury to (arsons who care to 
preserve their Individuality in writing. 

MABIE, TODD & BARD, 

180 Broadway, New York. 

Bend for Price-List. Our goods are sold by first-classdealers. 


DANIEL F. BEATTY'. Washington. N. J. 


DRUNKENNESS 


Elegant Genuine Chrome Cards, no two alike, 
with uame 10c. SNOW At CO. Meriden, Coun. 


May §i*eedlly beconw 


FAMILY CURED wlthTlIF. DOUIILE CIILORIDE 
OF COLD. LESLIE E. KEKLEY. M. D., 8urgeon C. ± 
A. R. R. p Dwioit- 111. 8.000 cures. Books Free. 


Send four 8c. stiimpa for large Artistic 


Bead stamp for particu- ■ I AHIFft H 
lam TheAdipo-Nutrition ■ ■ 

Oo 2fi6 S Rth St .Phila.Pa. JMWWBBBi WW 

“IHJCHUPAIDA. ,, Quick, complete cure, all »n* 
noylng Kidney Diseases. $1. at all druggists. 

A Superb Chroiuot, Rich and Rare Designs, with name 
t)\! on. lo cents. VANN 1 Cu., Fair Hav.«n, Conn. 

ADVERTISING CARDS. 

New Sty let | New Catalogue*! Send 6c. for two set*, or 
l. r >c. for five full sets, all different, Catalogue always en¬ 
closed with prices by sets, hundreds or thoosauds. GRANT 
A BROWN. Boston, Mass. _ 


Palette, beautifully decorated. 

C. L. Woodruff, 11 Spruce Street, N. Y 


We send fr«-e on 30 days* trial Or. Dye’s Elcetro- 
Voltaic Belts and other Klectrio Appliances TO 
MEN suffering from Weakness Impaired Health, 
and Kindred Troubles. Also for Rheumatism, 
Liver und Kidney Troubles, and many other dis¬ 
eases. Speedy cures guaranteed. Illustrated Pamphlet 
free. Address 

VOLTAIC BELT CO., Marshall, Mich. 


Premium Engravings. 


It is the custom of “ Prmaov’c MAQAnwit,” as all its old subscribers know, to en grays, wavy year, a rawrc* 
flats, in order to reward persons getting up dubs. These plates are executed In the highest style of Ipt, at aa origins! 
cost of from ora THOUSAND TO TWO THOUSAND pOLLARS. "Peterses'’ baring kept ap this 
practice for many years, has now aa unrivalled eeleettoa of aQch ei^pt^Tiugs. These are jxow, os a great mdmvsmrvt, 
offered (postage free) for Fifty Cents each, as follows: 


The /hi mender of ComsgtMU. 

Washington?* Adieu to MU Gen e r d l s . 
Bunyan on Trial, ^ 

Bunyan in Jail. 

Wpshingtoss/s Fire* Intoreism e eUh MU Wife. 

The Star of Bethlehem. 

** Our Father Who Art in Meaeenf* 
Washington at Jrenton 4 


Angela of Christmas. 

Wof Lost hut Gone Before. ! 
Cha Ut mm s Morning, 

. Christ Blessing IMtle ChMren^ 
WastiU&Dn m VaBey Fa&ge* 

OrassffsShaeTsUs ofTgrhtoWnw 


N. B.—Any reader of this advertisement earn have either of then esgreghsa e byrenUms fifty cyfr, met*eost9f 

yr+Afcf aadfcger. Or five wtfj be sent fok tod dollars. Always mg whtehjreu wish. 
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T. B. Peterson & Brothers New Booh 

Copies of any of the follovnng new and popular books will be sent to any one, at once, 
Ur mail, post-paid, on remitting their price to T. B. Peterson &* Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa. 

A WOMAN’S P EBTI.R Mrs. Sonthworth’s New Book. 


OR, DRIVEH FROM HOKE. 

BT HRS. JAMES C. COOK. 

(or COLUMBUS, GEORGIA.) 

A WOMAN’S PERILS; or, DRIVEN FROM HOMTE 
By Mrs. James C. Cook, or Columbu*, Georgia. Price 
75 cents In paper cover, or $1.25 in cloth. 


SELF-MADE; 

OR, OUT OP THE DEPTHS. 

Im nous Complete in Booh Form, in Tiro Volumes. 
Price $ 1. 7tS each, or $3.30 a act. 

MAJOR JOSES’S COURTSHIP! ISHMAe'l! and seij-rAISED. 


MAJOR JONES?* OOURTBHIP. Author’s New, and 
Enlarged EdIHen. With 21 fall page illuHtratlons 
by Darley and Cary. Paper, 76ceuts; cloth, fl.00. 

MAJOR JONES’S TRAVELS. With eight fall page 
Illustrations by Darley. By author of ” Major Jones’s 
Courtship.” Paper, 75 cents; cloth. $1.00. 

MAJOR JONES’8 COURTSHIP and MAJOR JONES’S 1 
TRAVELS, with 29 Illustrations, are also bound In one 
volume, In morocco cloth, price $1.75. 

MAJOR JONES’S GEORGIA SCENES. With twelve 
full page illustrations by Darley. By author of ” Ma|or 
Jones's Courtship.” Paper. 76 cents; cloth, $1.00. 

RANCY COTTKM’8 COURTSHIP. With eight full page 
Illustrations. By author of •* Major Jones's Courtship.” 
Paper cover, price 50 cents; or In doth, $1.00. 

SIMON SUGGS’ ADVENTURES. With 10 fall page 
Illustrations, Price 76 cents In paper, or $1.00 In cloth. 

I/JUI8IANA SWAMP DOCTOR. With 6 full page 
UltAtrallooa. Price 75 cents In paper, or $1.00 In cloth. 

A HEART TWICE WON 

A HEART TWICE WON; or, SECOND LOVE By 
Elizabeth Van Loon. One large duodpelmo volume, 
morocco doth, black and gold. Price $1.50. 

THE MYSTERY OF ALLAN WOLD. By Mrs. Elisabeth 
Van Loon, author of” A Heart Twice Won.” Morocco 
Cloth, black and gold. Price $1.50. 

UNDER THE WILLOWS; or, THE THREE COUN 
TES8KS. By Elizabeth Van Loon, author of ” A Heart 
Twice Won.” Cloth, black and gold. Prlce$1.50. 

THE SHADOW OF HAMPTON MEAD. By Mra. 
Elizabeth Van Loon, author of ” A Heart Twice Won.” 
Morocco cloth, black and gold. Price $1.50. 


Price $1.73 each, or $3.30 for the two. 


MRS. SOUTH WORTH’S COMPLETE WORKS. 
Oompl't >. in forty-three volumes, bound in morocco cloth, 
with a full gilt back, price $1.75 each; or $76.25 a set, each 
set in a neat box. The /Mowing are their names: 

Ishm&el; or. In the Depths. Self-Made; or. Out of Depths. 
Self-Raised; or. From the Depths. Sequel to” Ishmaet. 

A Beautiful Fiend ; or. Through the Fire. 

Victor’s Triumph. Sequel to ” A Beautlfal Fiend.” 
Fair Play ; or, Britomarte. the Man Hater. 

The Phantom Wedding: or, The Fall of the House of Flint 
How He Won Her. A Sequel to ” Fair Play.” 

The Bride’s Pate. Sequel to ” The ('hanged Brides.” 
The Changed Brides; or, Winning Her Way. 

I-^riy of the Isle; or. The Island Princess. 

Cruel as the Grave. or, Hallow Eve Mystery. 

Tiled For Her Lire. A Sequel to ” Cruel as the Grave,” 
The Christmas Guest; er. The Crime and the Curse, 
The Missing Bride; er, Miriam, the Avenger. 

The Bride of Llewsllyn. 

The Lost Heir of Linlithgow; or, The Brothers. 

A Noble Lord. Sequel to ” Lost Kelr of Linlithgow.” 
The Family Doom ; or. The Sin ora Countess. 

The Malden Widew. Sequel to ” Family Doom.” 
TheOlpsy’s Prophecy; or, The Bride of an Evening. 

The Fortune Seeker; er, Astrea, The Bridal Day. 

The Three Beauties; or .Shan nondale. 

Allworth Abbey; or. Eudora. 

Fallen Pride; or. The Mountain Girl’s Lovew 
India; or. The Pearl of Pearl Rivet. 

Vlvla; or. The Secret of Power. 

The Curse of Clifton. The Fatal Secret. 

The Discarded Daughter; or. The Children of the Isle. 

I The Mother-In-Law; or. Married In Haste. 

The Prince of Darkness: or. Hickory Hall. 

The Two Sisters; or, Virginia and Magdalene. 

The Fatal Marriage; or. Orville Devllle. 

The Widow’s Son; or. Left Alone. 

The Bridal Eve: or. R»»se Elmer. 

The Mystery orDerk Hollow. 

The Deserted Wlfa. The Wlfa’s Victory. 

The Lost Heiress. The A rtlst’s Love. 

The Haunted Homestead. Love's Labor Won. 

The spectre Lover. Retribution. 

ttr Every Family and every Library In this Country, 
should have In It a complete set of the above new and 
beautiful edition of the works of the talented American 
Authoress. Mrs. Emma D. E. N. Southworth. 

OS~ Copies of any one or more of the volumes, or a complete 
set of "Mrs. Southworth' $ Works." will be sent to an onry, to 
any aCUlress. at once, free of freight or posfage.on remitting 
$ US for each one vented, in the Publishers, T. B. Peterson 
A Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Above books are for sale by all Booksellers, and at all 
Fews Stands everywhere , and are published and for saie, by 

T. B. PETERSON * BROTHERS, 

806 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


BEST COOK BOOKS. 

Every housekeeper should possess at least one of the 
following celebrated Cook Books, as they would save the 
price of it in a week's cooking. They are also the. best as 
well as the most saleable Cook Books published <n the World 
The Queen of the Kitchen. Old Southern Receipts, $1.75 

Mlvi Leslie's Cook Book.L60 

Miss Leslie's New Receipts fbr Cooking,.1.75 

Mrs. Hale’s New Cook Book.1.75 

The Young Wife’s Cook Book.. , . . . 1.75 

Mrs. Good#*!low's Cookery as It Should Be, . . . 1.75 
The National Cook Bonk. By Hannah M. Bouvler, 1.75, 

Petersons’New Cook Book. .1.73 

Wlddl field’s New Conk Book.1.75 

Mrs. Hale's Receipts for the Million.1.75 

The Family Save-All. By Author National Cook, 1.75 
Franca tell Is Celebrated Cook book. Francatelll’s i 
Modern Cook Book. With 62 illustrations, 600pages, 5.00 

Every Reader of “ Peterson's Magazine," and all pthers, should send at once to T. B. 
Peterson Brothers, 306 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, for one or more of the abot>e books. 

VedT" Copies of any one or more of the above new and popular books will be sent to anv one, to any 
place, at once, per mail, post-paid, on remitting the price of the ones wanted to the publishers, 

T. E PETERSON & BROTHERS, Philadelphia, Pa. 

and Canvassers in every town and village everywhere, to engage m 
idling meg, of dksske m p ope d oer book*. Bnorybody earn make money soiling Oho s hone boohs* . 
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- ADVERTISEMENTS. 



IltUltlttUHHl t|iiill 


i 


BEATTY’S^i be'ethoven fMORGAN 

CuHoKld /am 4Ka DomUm rkuMAi i J-a ru n « • ■ 


”— " - ■ ^ * ott i nwcm j wi wini 

_, Suitable for the Parlor, Chapel, Lodge, Church or Sabbath School 

beautiful Pipe Top Organ la made from seasoned Block Wal- _ 

nut. It will Ktand the te«aof any clnnute. It is elegantly pro¬ 
portioned the pipes are Illuminated with brilliant color* 
lined with sola, ornately carved. Tiio case huua i ubbed vai nish I 
finish,will n> t take the dirt urdust. It iecollcd BEETHOVEN I 
os its musical effects ore the most wonderfulyet produced. oil 
any price, hence it is named alter the World’s greatest 1 

composer. QTFor the purpose of placing this Pipe Tod 
Orgon upon the market without delay, so that all may 
see and acquaint themselves with Its merits, I have fixed 
the p rice fo r the present at ONLY 

i’siooysif 

which includes a solid walnut Organ Bench, Music, and 

-27 STOPS. 


O irev II 4) voix Lei* 

•v.»'U|t it. tone, (l®)Vox Juhilante, 8 
and 4 feet tone, (20) Piccolo, a ft. tone, (») Couplerllar- 
rnonlom*, (22K>ich**stral Forte, (O)Orand Organ 
Knee Slop. (24) Right Knee Stop, (25) Automatic 
\alve Stop, <23i Right Duplex Damper, (27) Left 
Dunlex Dumper 

With grand and thrilling accessory and com¬ 
bination effect*. 

(0 Sets Reeds. 

TJleOrgnn contains 10 ftill set GoldcnTongue 
Keeds arranged on a new and patented ulan 

a sections, giving an Increase of 
power over the usual style of bel¬ 
lows made by other manufacturers. 

Flfted with Steel Springs, Music 
Pocket, Sliding Fall with Lock, 

(nickel plated) Elegant Lamp 
Stands. Nick* I Plated Foot-plates 
©n Pedals which never rust or 
wear, besides 2 Knee Swells, Han¬ 
dles and Rollers for moving. With 
each Organ hereafter an elegant 
•olid Organ B- nch will be sent, free 
of charge. This is far superior to 
the ordinary stool for Organ use, 
and is more ornamental and useful. 

Order direct from this advertise¬ 
ment. It has been improved and 
perfected since first invented, and 
those who want music and not fur¬ 
niture, (although this cose Is very 
handsome),should order tliisorgun 
visitors Arc Always Wel¬ 
come.—A Free Coach with polite 
attendants, meets all trains. Five 
dollars ($5) Allowed to pay your 
traveling expens.-s if von buy. 

How to Order by Mall.-llemlt 
by Bunk Draft, Post Odice Money 
Order, Registered Letter, or by 
express prepuid. Satisfaction 
guarontei-d, or money refunded 
with inteiC't, if the instrument is 
not os repro»ented, after one 
years use. Organs built after 

S the old plan, H to 11 Ktaps, only 
80, *46. SoO, Cat hed rn 1/Mi urefi, 
hujKl, Parlor, and Cabinet Or¬ 
gans, $30 upwards. Pianofortes, 

ilSsT. • ud Uprl * 1,t ’ 

tF*ff you cannot call and see moi 

K rsonnlly, bo suro to order a 
ethovon on one year’s trial, or 
wnd for Circulars, Illustrated 
Catalogue, and Quarterly Mid¬ 
summer Edition, before you de¬ 
cide to buy elsewhere. Address < 
call upon 

DANIEL F. BEATTY, 

Washington, New Jersey. 


NEW STYLE No* 0500. SOLID WALNUT OA1K 

A,f d r«. or 5| upo n DANIKt .. 

EN DATorFFUTATnl beim ... n~Tl—r ~— 1 * " W J0r "'' 


SPECIAL TEN DAY OFFER TO THE READER £ 
OF THIS MAtlAZINK. 

the following described Pipe-top Beethoven 
Organ Introduced among the readers of this Magazine 
without delay, so that all can see and appreciate its 
wonderful merits and stop combination effects. Now 
If you will REMIT MlO Ninety-four <*1>4. 00.) Dollars.' 
Iwill &hln you this Organ Immeil lately, and rend you * 
receipted bill in full for #109.75, which is the regular 
and only Price at which this O^pan is sold. TheprffJ 
w ill soon bo advanced to *144.76, on account of the 
Increase in the prloe of labor and materials u*ed in Its 
Construction. 

.JTT 1 ****** tnrtrument Introduced without delay. 

special offer so you may order one now. 
Hook to future sales for my profit, as the Beethoven 
makes mo thousands of friends. 1 regard this manner 
of ntroduclng it better than spending bundSds Sf 
^dollars in newspaper advertising. The Organ speak? for 


Ml'XVZ &&S£S5Sr 

8ecu ^. t . hls /pe^» 1 price. I fm ailed from 
^ithin ten days from this date. It will 
do received, not otherw ise, or you may accent tv tele- 

f < Po?mv r? v*'’ \ nd rei 7) it b 7 “•» onthX day. 

I shall POSITIVELY refute all orders under *109.76, 

this magazine, and payment 
7 *?* dft - v »«® •Pacified. 

IfVm? L otr ?^H hmlt * d * nd will not be repeated, 

ir you have not all the money in hand, it will par you 
"Vrrowa part from your fronds, wfVulScuK IS 
nest organ that can be offered afc a less price than any 
ordinary organ by other makers is usually sold at. ^ 
Very truly yours, DANIEL F. BEATTY. 
Dated, Washington, New Jersey, August 1*1,1M. 
Digitized by vjOCK^IC 
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CHILDREN’S FALL FASHIONS. NEW STYLES FOR HATS. 
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HOUSE-DRESS: BACK AND FRONT. NAMES FOB MARKING. 
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OUT-DOOR DRESS. HOUSE-DRESS. 
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SLIPPER IN CROSS-STITCH COLORED EMBROIDERIES: INSERTION, INITIALS. EDGrNO. 
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The Bright Waves are Dancing 


li Published by 8BP. WINNER k SON, 1007 Spring Harden St., Philadelphia. 
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THE BRIGHT WAVES ARE DANCING. 
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country houses within fifty miles of New York. > 
It was a long, low, rambling affair, indeed; most; 
of it only one story high; but it was picturesque \ 
w well as comfortable; and it was especially : 
dear to Mr. Fossbrooke, for it had belonged to ! 
the family for several generations, and was full » 
therefore, of associations. Mr. Fossbrooke was > 
a merchant of New York ; but os his country j 
home was close to a railroad, he was in the habit; 
of going to the city every morning and returning j 
every evening; and this even in winter. 

One morning, Mr. Fossbrooke was astonished to f 
hear his wife declare that she must go to Sara - } , 
toga, that summer. Heretofore, the family had \ 


regained at home all the year, and 
had entertained no ambitions be¬ 
yond it. In fact, nothing could 
induce Mr. Fossbrooke himself to 
leave the dear old place. lie ven¬ 
tured, therefore, to express his 
surprise. 

“Surprised, you say?” retorted 
Mrs. Fossbrooke, throwing back the 
lace lappets of her breakfast-cap. 
“ 1 can’t see why. Men far poorer 
send their wives and daughters to 
Saratoga. The truth is, you are 
too mean.” 

“Oh, mamma, mamma, how can 
you say so?” cried Dot, the youn¬ 
gest of the three daughters. 

“ I was addressing your father, 
not you,” replied the mother, se¬ 
verely. “ I repeat, Mr. Fossbrooke, 
there is no possible excuse for re¬ 
fusing to let us go to Saratoga, save 
your unwillingness to see your 
money spent.” 

“ I think it is spent fast enough, 
my dear,” replied the merchant^ 
pushing back his plate. “At any 
;penses threaten to exceed our in¬ 
come, at present. I have always done the best 
I could for my family, and am willing to do so 
■till; but—” 

“ Don’t expect us to mope to death in this 
Rtupid country place from one year’s end to 
another,” interrupted Mrs. Fossbrooke. “We 
wont some recreation, as well as other people.” 

“ To be sure you do, and I am willing you 
should have it, to the ut most limit of my means—’ ’ 

“To be frank,” answered Mrs. Fossbrooke. 
interrupting, “I’ve a special object in view—a 
special reason for wishing to go to Saratoga this 
season; something over and above my own per¬ 
sonal enjoyment.” And as her husband lit a 
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cigar, and prepared to leave for the train, she 
followed him, adding, whoa they were alone: 
44 1 am thinking of your daughters. Wouldn’t 
you like to see them well married before you 
die?’* 

“Oh, yes; but at the same time, I don’t be¬ 
lieve in husband-hunting.” 

“ I do, then, if you choose to put it in that 
coarse and vulgar way, my dear. I desire to 



see my girls well married, and 1 intend to make 
any and every sacrifice in order to give them good 


usual attract ions, this season. Young Dukehivf 
and Hurry Mordaunt are both to be there— 
millionaires, as you know, my dear; and,” she 
added, significantly, “ Belle and Julie are such 
pretty, attractive girls.” 

• And how about Dot?” laughed Mr. Foss- 
brooke. 

His wife shrugged her graceful shoulders, 
as she replied: 

“Dot’s too young, my dear; she must not 
be pushed forward until her sisters are pro¬ 
vided for. We must prevail upon her to re¬ 
main at home.” 

“That’s as she says, my dear,” said themes 


opportunities. I had a letter from my sister, hist chant, dryly. “She shan’t be put off and kept 
week, and she tells me that Saratoga has un- back any longer. Dot’s the jewel of the family.” 
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Some days later, Mr. Fossbrooke put a roll of 
bills in his wife’s hand. 

“ This is all I can do, Clara,” he said. “ You’ll 
h&ve to divide it up, and make it go as far as 
you can.” 

Mrs. Fossbrooke looked gravely dubious, as 
she counted over the notes; but finally decided, 
to use her own expression, that “half a loaf 
was better than no bread at all.” 

When Mr. Fossbrooke reached the lawn, next 
morning, on his way to the station, Dot followed 
him. 

“ I’ve something to say to you, please, papa,” 
she said. “ 1 don’t want to go to Saratoga.” 

“Why, Dot, what’s the matter?” he cried, 
turning to face her. “ Has your mother—” 

“No, no, papa,” she interrupted, eagerly. 
“ Mamma hasn't said a word; but I can’t go and 
leave you here all alone. 1 shall stay at home, 
and be your housekeeper.” And despite her 
father’s remonstrances, Dot kept her word. 

Mrs. Fossbrooke and her two daughters had 
been at Saratoga about a fortnight, when, on a 
certain bright afternoon, Dot went out to meet 
her father at the depot. She walked briskly 
down the green lane, the blue ribbons of hfer 
broad hat fluttering in the breexe, until she 
reached the edge of a wood, near the station. 
Here she sat down, in the shade, to wait. Sud¬ 
denly, at her side, she saw a hideous serpent, its 
tawny head erect, its eyes glowing like jewels, 
its forked tongue protruding, just ready to strike. 

One shrill cry of mortal terror broke from her 
whitening lips, and* then she fell forward, like 
one dead; while the serpent, with a hiss, slid 
nearer. Fortunately, a young gentleman, fishing 
in the stream above the ridge, heard the cry; and 
in another breath, he was crashing downward 
through the underbrush. 

He took in the situation at a glance. It was 
the work of one moment to seize the reptile by 
the throat, and hurl it far down into the ravine 
below; of another, to catch up the lovely, and 
unconscious girl in his strong arms. 

Just then, the train came thundering up, slack¬ 
ened speed, and Mr. Fossbrooke jumped off. 

“ Why, Dukehart!” he cried. Then, suddenly, 
and in a voice of horror: “Great heavens! 
What has happened to my child ?” 

The young man explained, in a few words; and 
then resigning Dot to her father, hurried back to 
the stream to fill his hat with water. He was 
leaning over her, while her father bathed her face, 
when she recovered from her swoon. She blush ed 
rosy-red, and grew still more embarrassed when 
die understood all that had happened. 

“ I am sorry to have caused so much trouble,” 


she said, still trembling and clinging to her 
father; “ but oh, pnpa, it was so dreadful. I—I 
—can’t—please, papa, you must thank the gen¬ 
tleman for me.” 

“ Dukehart, you’ll take the thanks for granted, 
and come home with us to dinner,” said Mr. 
Fossbrooke; and the young gentleman seemed 
well satisfied with the arrangement. 

“ 1 thought you were spending the summer at 
Saratoga, Mr. Dukehart,” remarked the mer¬ 
chant, sitting with his guest on the portico, 
while Dot changed her walking-costume for a 
dinner-dress with a train; for the Fossbrookes 
always dined late, after Mr. Fossbrooke had re¬ 
turned from town. 

“That was my intention,” responded the 
other, “ but I found a second season there almost 
too much of a good thing; and so I took French¬ 
man’s leave, last week.” 

“ My wife and daughters are at Saratoga,” 
said Mr. Fossbrooke, dryly. 

“Oh, ten thousand pardons. I really had no 
idea. I remember the name now—” 

“ No matter,” interrupted the merchant, rising. 
“There goes the dinner-bell, and we mustn’t 
keep Dot waiting.” 

“Didn’t I understand you to say that your 
daughters were at Saratoga, Mr. Fossbrooke?” 
inquired Mr. Dukehart, when the two were 
seated at the dinner-table. 

“ Yes, my two elder girls,” said the merchant. 
“ Dot, there,” glancing fondly towards the foot 
of the table, “preferred to stay at home, and 
keep house for her old father.” 

The guest was silent. The experience was a 
novel one. He had seen much of the world, and 
a good deal of our sex; but he had never before 
seen a young lady who preferred housekeeping 
to Saratoga. He had been struck with Dot’s 
beauty, in the woods; but now, in her dinner- 
dress, she looked lovelier than ever. 

From that evening began the dream of Dot’s 
life. Never before had she met anyone so hand¬ 
some, so accomplished, so sympathetic, as Mr. 
Dukehart. Hardly a day passed, but that, on 
some pretext or other, he contrived to make a 
call. The morning after the accident, he sur¬ 
prised her in the garden, where she was gather¬ 
ing roses still wet with dew; and the garden, 
after that, became their favorite resort. Very 
soon, he seemed to have become a part of Dot’s 
existence: he was her hero, her knight of chiv¬ 
alry. Yet she was not conscious of the meaning 
of it all, until, one morning, during an early 
call, he told her that his holiday was up, and 
that he was going away, perhaps that very 
evening. The pang which this intelligence gave 
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her was intensified by the thought which flashed j 
on her at once, that, if he really wished to stay, j 
he need not go; for she knew he was out of \ 
business: “a gentleman of leisure,” as her \ 
father had said. “No,” she gasped, when he j 
had left, now fully awake to the state of her \ 
heart, “he has only been amusing himself; he j 
eares nothing for 


her attention to it. Her thoughts, in spite of 
her. would wander. She found herself recalling 
the pleasant walks she had taken with Mr. Duke- 
hart ; the afternoons spent in boating; the even¬ 
ings over music. She drew a long sigh. “ Alas,” 
she said to herself, “ they are all gone, gone for¬ 
ever. Why couldn’t he have left me alone ? Till 


me: oh ! what a 
fool I have been.” 

She went up to 
her room, and 
there fought out 
her fight. It was 
abitter,passionate 
hour; one of ut¬ 
ter, hopeless re¬ 
nunciation. At 
last, as the after¬ 
noon wore on, she 
rallied, with a 
brave heart, and 
dressed for din¬ 
ner. She gathered 
up her abundant 
tresses in a knot 
at the bock of her 
head, and selected 
one of her most 
bewitching cos¬ 
tumes: a simple, 
tight-fitting gown 
of a dark color, 
and with a tasteful 
fichu about her 
shoulders. “Papa 
likes to see me 
prettily dressed,” 
she said, “ and 
he mustn’t guess 
/ at my sorrow: I 
will be gayer than 
ever.” As the 
time for his train 
had not arrived, 
however, she 
went out into the 
garden, with her 
sketching materi¬ 
als, to finish a 
drawing she was 
making,in chalks, 
of the lichen-tint¬ 
ed stone wall, said 
to be half a cen¬ 
tury old. But she 
could not bring 
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he came, I was happy. He will never, never re¬ 
turn. That is what he meant. Farewell, fare¬ 
well, to it all.” 

She had left her easel, and gone to look at the 
texture of the stones in the wall, the better to 
reproduce them in her sketch; and now, uncon¬ 
sciously, she began, with her chalk pencil, to 
write on the wall the word: 

44 Farewell, Farewell.” 

Suddenly, a footstep, approaching eagerly, 
startled her. She looked around. Duk chart 
himself was before her. 

“ Farewell, farewell,” he said, reading aloud 
what she had written. His face fell. Then he 
went on, passionately: 44 Oh, I hope—I hope that 
is not meant for me,” and his voice trembled 
with anxiety. 44 1 went to town this morning, 
after I left you, to see your father. If my mission 
had failed, I could never have returned. But 
he has brought me back with him. He has given 
me leave to plead my suit in person.” 

Dot, by this time, was crimson to her forehead, 
and was trembling so she could hardly stand. 
She glanced up shyly at him as he stood before 
her, with his hat off, and his head bowed depre- 
catingly. He caught the glance, and read hope 
in it; and went on, more passionately than ever, 
as he seized her little fluttering hand: 44 He has 
given me leave to ask for this dear little hand. 
Oh, Dot, don't say no: that would kill me. I 
have loved you, dear, ever since that day in the 
woods; only more and more every day. Won’t 
you take pity on me—a little, just a little, Dot ?” 

That the answer was not unfavorable, we well 
know; and never was a happier .dinner-party 
than that which followed, half an hour after. 


44 Well, my dear, I hope you’ve enjoyed your¬ 
self at Saratoga,” said Mr. Fossbrooke, a week 
later, sitting with his wife on the afternoon of 
her return home. 

44 Well, no, Alfred,” answered the lady, with 
a jaded loo*k, 44 1 can’t say that I have. The 
girls enjoyed it, of course; but we were terribly 
cramped for means; and after All— well, nothing 
has come of it. The season has been rather a 
failure. Harry Mordaunt is engaged to Clara 
Beckwith; and young Dukehart left almost 
immediately after our arrival, so that we didn’t 
even make his acquaintance.” 

44 Yes, he’s been spending some time in this 
neighborhood.” 

44 What? Tom Dukehart, the millionaire?” 

44 The same, my dear. He has been a daXy 
visitor in this house-for the last month.” 

44 Alfred ! And you\lidn’t let me know 1 Oh, 
I’ve no patience with your stupidity. I could have 
brought the girls home, at p. moment’s warning.” 

44 My dear wife, I wouldn’t have spoiled your 
pleasure for the world,” answered the merchant, 
with twinkling eyes. 44 Besides, there was no 
necessity whatever. Dot is the very , queen of 
housekeepers. And by the way, my ttair,' I’ve 
a bit of news for you. She’s engaged to Duke- 
hart.” * 

“Dot?” 

“Yes, my dear, Dot.” 

44 Good heavens! Why, they say he's worth 
two or three millions, Alfred.” 

44 What of that, my dear? The value of a girl 
like Dot is far above rubies. And moreover, 
she’s one that, if she didn’t love, would never 
marry a man, even if he had twenty millions.” 
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Whew night's purple curtain 
Falls over the hill, 

When soft sounds the plaint 
Of the lone whipporwill. 
When out from the m eet 
Fades the last rosy flame, 
*Tis then, in the twilight, 

I whisper your name. 


Tis then I lose sight 
Of the world and its strife; 
The years since we parted 
Drop ont of »iy life, 

And I stand, once again, 

Where I stood on that day, 
When the twilight changed all j 
Of life's gold into gray. 


When nature is hushed, 

Save the wandering breeze, 
Which murmurs sweet secrets 
To answering trees; 

When blossoms are bending 
’Neath burdens of dew, 

This sweetest of seasons 
_ Is sacred to you. 

Vou LXXX1I.—13. 


Ton whispered 44 good-night,** 
Bnt the morn cometh late; 
For tha welcome and greeting 
Not long must 1 wait. 

The stream that divides us 
Is growing less wide, 

And some sunny day 
I will stand by your side. 


Digitized by 


Google 



ANCIENT GREEK FASHIONS. 


BT BUILT 



r ERE have been many changes in fashions \ 
since the world began; but they have not i 
lieen, after all, as radical as might be supposed. ^ 
The women of ancient Greece, if wo yield to first j 
impressions, seemed to have dressed altogether J 
at variance from what their sisters of to-day do. i 
Yet, when wo make allowances for the difference > 
between a warm climate and a cold one, between ? 
Athens and Paris, there was not, after all, such ! 
an essential diversity. ? 

In coming to this conclusion, we are not forced \ 
to rely entirely on the figures painted on antique j 
vases, nor on marble statues even; for these j 
might be thought to represent only the idealized 
costume of the women of ancient Greece. For- s 
tunately, there have come down to us, in a series 
of terra-cotta figures, unearthed in Boeotia in j 
the present century, realistic figures of both men 
and women, but principally women, which re¬ 
produce the every-day fashions of nearly three 
thousand years ago; precisely as Rogers, in his 
terra-cotta groups of our time, follows the fash- j 
ions of this nineteenth century. 

The discovery of these Boeotian terra-cottas \ 
} deserves a word in passing. In the second dec- j 
ade of this century, it began to be known that, in j 
certain parts of Northern Greece tombs had been j 
opened, in which were found terra-cotta figures < 
that had evidently been placed there when the j 
(190j 
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graves were closed, between two thousand and 
three thousand years ago. A few of these 
figures found their way into the hands of col¬ 
lectors in Western Europe as early as 1835. A 
notice of them, with colored illustrations, by 
Theodore Panofka, was published in that year 
in Paris. Further researches greatly increased 
the number of the figures disinterred. Most of 
them were unearthed on the site of the ancient 
Tanagra, a city existing at the time of Homer, 
and mentioned by him, though long since deserted 
and in ruins. It was a place of great celebrity, 
even as late as Augustus Caesar, however; and 
produced many distinguished persons, among 
them Corinna, the poetess. From the compara¬ 
tively small size of the figures, and from the name 
of the place where so many have been found, 
they have been called “Tanagra Figurenes.” 

The figures are from seven to nine inches high, 
and differ very much in artistic excellence, some 
being quite rude, and others of considerable 
ideal as well as technical merit. They are evi¬ 
dently likenesses of deceased persons, and wear 
the ordinary dress of their time, in which latter 
fact consists their principal value archaeologically, 
for they settle the once disputed point as to 
whether the costumes we see on vases, or in the 
statues of the Greek goddesses, were or were not 



Fig. 3, Diploidok. 


Fig. 4, PirLoiDow. 
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idealized. It is plain, from these figures, that 
they were not. 

Many of the statuettes were originally colored, 
for the traces of color remain, here and there, on 
them. The women wear sky-blue girdles, or 



hare gilded embroideries, or their hair is tinted 
of a red auburn. The different fabrics of which 
their dresses were composed, whether linen or 
Woolen, are easily distinguishable in the clay. 

From these figurines, as well as from antique 
marble Rtatues, we learn that the essential parts 
of a woman’s dress have changed but little in 
three thousand years. The principal garments 
worn by Greek ladies, as far back even as pre¬ 
historic times, were the “Chiton” and the 
“Ilimation ” Under one shape or another, but 
always radically tho same, these appear continu¬ 
ally. But their gradual development into parts 
of an ornamental costume i3 due to the taste of 
the Ilcllenic race. Yet however altered in cut 
and material, they still form, to the present day, 
the essential items of a woman’s dress. Origin¬ 
ally, as we have said, the “chiton” consisted of 
an oblong piece of woolen or linen, folded length¬ 
wise, with ft hole for the left arm, and the open 
side fastened on the right shoulder with a button 
or pin. A girdle or belt adjusted the ample 
folds of thus simple garment to the figure, and 
allowed the arrangement of any surplus length 
as fall-over (see Fig. 1). At a later period, two 
oblong pieces of cloth or linen were fastened 
together on both shoulders and on the sides, with 
openings for tho arms. The next step in the 
development of the chiton was to double it from 


the neck, and thus form a second drapery, either 
short and girded as in Fig. 2, or hanging loose to 
the knees, and even to the ankles on occasions of 
ceremony, as shown in Figs. 3 and 4. This 
arrangement was called “ diploidon ; ” but soon 
became a separate item of attire under the name 
of “ chitonion,” a sleeveless jacket, on which the 
most elaborate ornamentation of embroidery and 
braiding was lavished (Figs. 6, 6 and 8). 

The “ himation” or mantle, worn by men and 
women, consisted of a large square of the finest 
Milesian cloth, embroidered at the borders and 
corners, and artistically draped over one shoulder, 
the arms, the hips, and sometimes over the head* 
(Fig. 7.) No girdle was used with the himation* 
and the great art was to arrange the shawl-likw 
mantle in graceful folds over the chiton and 
chitonion. The clilnmys was another kind of 
mantle, adopted from the Macedonians—an oblong 
or circular wrapper, of a coarse material, princi¬ 
pally worn by men on journeys. 

In very early times, wool and linen formed the 
exclusive dress materials with the Greeks, and 
white was their favorite color. Samos and Mile¬ 
tus were famous for the manufacture of woolen 
stuffs, and the islands of Kos and Amorgos pro¬ 
duced the finest gauze-like sericum or silk; but 
even Homer knew already of the richly-brocaded 
textiles from Persia, and of the garments dyed 



with Phoenician purple. At a later period, cotton 
was introduced for cheaper garments. 

In addition, sandals and shoes held a promi¬ 
nent place amongst the ornamental dress itera9 
of a Greek lady. The bands which fastened the 
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BROWN FURROWS AND GOLDEN GRAIN. 


sole to tlio foot are described by Homer as \ The personal ornaments of Greek ladies were 
“shining and golden; ” and the half-boots from j of the choicest workmanship. They consisted 
Lydia and Tyrrhene were of brightly-colored <j principally of shoulder fibulas ; of large rings in 
leather, studded with gold ornaments, and em* ij the shape of coiling serpents, worn on the upper 
broidered with pearls. I arm and at the ankles ; of necklaces, ornamented 

And yet the head-dress, and the manner in S with pearls and precious stones; of eardrops 
which the hair was arranged, would scarcely have i and ornamental haiypins. These ornaments are 
found favor with modern critics. A fringe of > continually found in tombs, and their beauty 
curls, to make the forehead appear as low as | excites the envy of the modern jeweler. The 
possible, and the remainder of the hair brushed \ toilette utensils were of the most varied descrip- 
back to form a sort of apex with a topknot, is j tion, and worked into artistic shapes, especially 
decidedly unbecoming to most faces ; and curious \ the metal mirrors. Although feather fans and 
bandages, nets, and caps, which kept the arrange- j sun-shades were known, gloves were not. 
ment in its place, cannot be considered as an j An attempt was made, in Paris, during the 
improvement. Only when a diadem and veil j first French Revolution, to revive the costume of 
were worn, the modern idea of a classical head is l ancient Greece, but it had only a temporary suc- 
fully realized. False hair was quite general. > cess, and indeed did not deserve more. 
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BROWN FURROWS AND GOLDEN GRAIN 

BT MAUD MKBBDITH. 


Tint spring-time's early dawns are o'er. 
The summer's burning suns have set, 
And high above the ripening vales 
The cooling autumn winds are met 
We bare our brows, our idle hands 
And weary feet find rest at last, 

And from the height, with dreamy eyes, 
We retrospect the eager past 


Where once the long brown furrows lay, 
Where erst we plodded, faint aud slow, 
And sowed the seed so wearily, 

Now lies the golden harvest's glow. 

No more we see the furrows brown. 

No more we feel the burning noon; 

To ripened sheaves our wheat has grown, 
And life hangs out its harvest moon. 
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The scene where our story opens was Merton 
Academy, one of those schools for boys and girls 
alike which are so common in America, and espe¬ 
cially in the Middle States. 

Three principal rooms were thrown together to¬ 
night, and the tables decorated with flowers and 
engravings and materials for games of divers 
sorts, in place of lesson books. Altogether, the 
chambers had quite a festive appearance. 

The doors opened, and the girls came trooping 
in, in knots of three and four; and just as the 
clock struck eight, appeared the first instalment 
of masculine visitors, from the other department 
of the Academy: one of the male teachers, and 
half a dozen youths of sixteen and eighteen. 
Then followed more boys, then the last of the 
g^rls, and then the principal of the school: a 
tall, grave-looking man, with a pale, dark face, 
and features as delicately cut as a cameo, though 
full of strength and force: a man to whom one 
would perhaps have given five-and-thirty years, 
though he was only twenty-nine. 

There were about fifty people by the time the 
whole school was assembled, and then arrived a 
number of other guests, some of the parents 
living in the village, the two clergymen, the 
doctor, and the lawyer, and a white-haired old 
gentleman, who had once been talked of as a 
probable candidate for the Governor of the State. 

“ A pretty sight, Mr. Morefield, a very pretty 
Bight,” pronounced Mr. Holbrooke, the old 
gentleman aforesaid. He laid his hand impres¬ 
sively on the principal’s arm, and added : “A 
▼ery remarkable young lady is Miss Herbert— 
perhaps one of the most remarkable I have ever 
met—we are fortunate in having so good a lady 
principal. 

Mr. Morefield looked at Miss Herbert, as she 
moved about, the centre and life of the whole 
company, finding amusement for everybody, 
managing to lend courage to the shyest and ani¬ 
mation to the dullest; and as he looked, he won¬ 
dered, that, while giving her the palm for ele¬ 
gance, he had to a certain extent ignored the fact 
that she was \eautiful. Yes, very beautiful. 
He remembered that when she first arrived to 
take her place in his school, he had been afraid 
that she was, to use a homely phrase, 41 too fine 
for her position,” and almost inclined to believe 
that her becoming a teacher had been a caprice, 


which would soon wear out. But to-day, an a#» 
cident had unexpectedly revealed to him the his¬ 
tory of her past. 

“She has worked wonders with the boys and 
girls,” Mr. Holbrooke went on. 14 1 declare, 1 
thiuk their demeanor would be hard to beat. 1 
own, when she persuaded you to start this kind 
of party-giving business once a month, 1 was 
rather doubtful—being an old-fashioned chap— 
but it answers admirably.” 

Mr. Morefield did not think it necessary to 
confess that he had been quite as doubtful. 

“ Between you, you have built us up an insti¬ 
tution to be proud of, Morefield,” said Mr. Hol¬ 
brooke. 

They were interrupted by the beginning of a 
little music. Several glees were sung, and well 
sung, by the boys and girls; several others ac¬ 
quitted themselves more than creditably in solos 
and instrumental pieces; and Miss Herbert her¬ 
self was persuaded to sing once, selecting a lovely 
old English ballad, which she sang in a marvel¬ 
ously trained voice, not very powerful, but sin¬ 
gularly sweet, with a pathos which went to every 
heart. 

41 You are not doing your duty,” said Miss 
Herbert, playfully, coming up to Mr. Morefield. 
44 You are one of our chief guests—a lion, in fact 
—and must behave accordingly.” 

He would have been very well content to stand 
there and talk with her; but she laid her hand 
in his arm and led him away to a group of the 
elder girls, stopping long enough to start a merry 
conversation, so that they might recover from 
any shyness or nervousness attendant upon trying 
to talk to the master as they would to an ordinary 
gentleman. Then she speedily became the centre 
of a knot of boys of various ages, whose anima¬ 
tion and laughter soon showed how completely 
she had caused them to forget unpleasant suspi¬ 
cions, common to their years, of possessing toe 
many elbows, or the feeling that all eyes must be 
cognizant of each movement. 

When the clock struck ten, there was a general 
leave-taking. After all were gone, Miss Herbert 
walked on into the further room, to put away 
some engravings lying on a table, and Mr. 
Morefield followed her. 

44 1 have never told you how gratified I have 
been also by the success of your experiment,” he 
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said, as he aided her in arranging the portfolios. 
Then he stood silent, while she disposed of the 
last of the engravings and prepared to go. “I 
wish,” he begnn, abruptly, as she took up her 
handkerchief and fan, “ I mean, I should like—” 

djlien he stopped again. This hesitation was 
so foreign to his habit, that Miss Herbert looked 

in surprise. 

“Well?” she asked, with a smile. “Have 
ytfU some change in our programme to propose ?” 

“ No, no. I couldn’t think of any suggestions 
to make,” he said, quickly, “ and if I could, I 
should not venture—your plans are all too perfect 
fdr anybody to interfere.” 

“ See the effects of party-going and worldly 
dissipation,” cried she, laughing. “That ex¬ 
aggerated compliment is much more in the style 
•fa young society dandy than a philosopher,” 

“ I am as little of one as the other,” he an¬ 
swered, smiling good-humoredly at her raillery. 
“I meant that I wished you should know how 
thorough justice I do to your talents, your win¬ 
ning manners, and the good you have done here 
in the school,” he said, eagerly. 

She was grave enough now, and her voice 
Battened musically, as she answered: 

“ I thank you very much for telling me that I 
have been of some use. To be certain of that, I j 
should consider sufficient reward for much harder i 
labors.” 

“ You work very hard,” ho said, as if a new \ 
thought had struck him; “ I am afraid too hard 
—•I fear also I haven’t thought as much about it 
as I ought.” 

“ I like it,” she said, “ and I don’t find that I j 
have too much on my hands; for that matter, I 
work no harder than you.” 

“Ah, there’s a difference—” 

“Please,” she interrupted, “don’t begin re¬ 
winding me you are a man, and I a woman—that 
always makes me impatient.” 

“ The difference I meant was that I am used to 
work, and till yo\i came here, you were not.” 

She started, but added, lightly: “ Don’t mor¬ 
tify my vanity, by telling me you discovered 
that by any awkwardness or inaptitude.” 

“ A woman double your age, who had taught 
ibr a quarter of a century, could not have sur¬ 
passed you from the first,” he said, warmly. 
“It is that which makes it all so wonderful to 
me, now I know the exact truth.” 

“ But I haven’t told you I never taught 
before—” 

“ And I accepted what seems the general 
theory here,” he interrupted, “ that you had been 
governess in some family in Europe; had been 
brought up there, in fact, which accounted for 


your speaking several languages with as much 
ease as your own.” 

“ More compliments,” said she, playfully, 
though somewhat disturbed. “I can’t stop to 
listen any longer, however.” 

“ Just a word. I only heard to-day what your 
past had been. A friend I had not heard from 
for months wrote to me. I had mentioned your 
name—I hope you are not annoyed at my 
knowing?” he broke off in his speech. 

“No. Why should I be? I will ask a favor 
of you, though—not to tell anybody. I hate to 
be gossiped and wondered about,” she said. 

“It is marvelous,” he said, as if thinking 
aloud. “ Reared almost as some fairy princess 
might have been, flung so suddenly from the very 
extreme of luxury ; for it was sudden?” 

“Very,” she answered, simply. 

“ And it must have been so short a time since. 
My friend wrote that he met you in Europe less 
than eighteen months since.” 

“ It is just a year ago, to-day, since the news 
reached me,” she said, with a slow, sweet smile. 
“I got the news one day, and had thought it all 
out by the next. When you have to act quickly, 
you must tljink quickly.* I could not be a singer, 
because my voice, though good and well trained, 
was not strong enough ; but I could teach lan¬ 
guages, and music, and ologies, sufficient to make 
my way. But now I must say good-night.” 

He held the taper fingers, extended to him, 
for an instant in his, as he answered: 

“ I don’t know how to express my admiration 
and respect for your character, Miss Herbert. 
You won’t think me impertinent for wanting to 
make you feel it?” 

So they parted. Miss Herbert went up to her 
room, and Mr. Morefield bent his steps towards 
the now dark, silent academy, on the upper floor 
of which he slept. The low vibrating tones of 
Sidney’s voice kept ringing in his ears ; the soft 
sweep of her dress haunted him ; the very touch 
of the fingers he had grasped for an instant was 
as palpable as if they rested in his palm still. 

It did not occur to him, as yet, that he was in. 
love with her. He had always regarded such 
sentiment as a thing apart from his life. It 
was fitting enough for others—pretty to read 
about in a poem; but he was never to have 

! anything to do with it. 

In the solitude of her chamber,Sidney Herbert 
also sat, for awhile, thinking of the change from 
the past year. She recalled the happy days of 
\ her girlhood. Left an orphan when still too 
? young to feel her loss, she had been educated 
j abroad, under the charge of a reliable middlc- 
i aged governess, who subsequently became her 
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companion and friend. As Sidney’s fortune was “ I have thought out the whole question of my 
very large, a villa had been taken for them on loss of wealth,” was all she said to Mrs. Howell; 
the Thames; and there they had lived, except for she never, either then or afterwards, even 
for a few occasional visits to the Continent, until mentioned Gerald Spencer’s name; “ and I have 
the blow fell. > come to the conclusion to go back to America, 

That blow came all at once. Her guardian and try to support myself by teaching. You, 
and trustee was supposed to be worth millions. j perhaps, have old acquaintances who, in this 
Suddenly, he failed. He had embarked in a strait of mine, may be able to find a situation for 
gigantic speculation: a corner in wheat,” as it; me. Thank God that you have given me so 
was called ; the “ corner” collapsed, and he was thorough an education; for now, without it, I do 
ruined. More than that, he was dishonored; for know what I should do.” 

he had appropriated Sidney’s fortune. The news In vain Mrs. Howell tried to dissuade Sidney 
came to Sidney in a private telegram, by cable, from her purpose. “ I have saved, my dear,” 
But on the same day, the cable announced to all said the former, with tears, “ quite a little com- 
the London journals the failure of the great petence. Come and share it with me.” BHt 
operator, John Bowen. Hence, the world at j the girl was inexorable. To herself, she said: , 
large knew it as soon as Sidney. ; “ I want work ; I must have it, otherwise I shall 

Alas for her, it was not only poverty, but a j: go iAad.” But to Mrs. Howell she only shook 
blighted heart, that it meant to her. She had j: her head, and persisted, silently, in her decision, 
been wooed by scores of lovers, many of them So, in a few weeks, the lease of the villa was dis- 
men of great wealth ; but her heart had secretly \ posed of, the debts paid, and Sidney was on her 
turned to Gerald Spencer; and though he had ! way back to America. There, after awhile, she 
never spoken, she knew by a thousand signs that > procured, through Mrs. Howell’s influence, the 
he loved her. She had even fancied that he only ! situation in the Merton Academy, where we have 
held back, hesitating, because of her wealth, i found her. 

Then, all at once, she was disillusioned. For l Six months had gome, and Sidney was beloved 
he had been engaged to come down that very i and trusted by the scholars as the tenderest relar 
day, and lunch with her and Mrs. Howell; but \ tive might have been. She was not merely their 
instead came a note, written hurriedly, almost \ teacher; it was she who never failed to perceive 
incoherently ; the purport of which was that a j when some newcomer was attacked by that most 
sudden summons had come to him from Paris, j painful of youthful diseases, home-sickness 
and that he had to leave immediately, and did \ she who, with her intuitive knowledge of char- 
not know when he should be able to return. j acter, knew just how effectually to treat ob- 
Up to that hour, Sidney had been a girl; for- i stinacy, indolence, any one of the failings 
ever after, she was a woman; a woman to suffer, to j with which teachers have to deal, 
struggle, to endure, to rise heroically above even j The result of that evening’s conversation was 
fate. She had looked into Mrs. Howell’s eyes for closer and freer intercourse between the heads of 
one moment, after handing the note to her; and the academy. It seemed only right and natural, 
reading in their pitying glance a confirmation of when the doctor declared Miss Herbert was 
her own opinion, had turned away, with set lips, suffering from too close confinement, and when 
but with cheek as white as death, and steps that old Mr. Holbrooke insisted' on sending her a 
tottered as she went. She was conscious of one horse for a daily morning ride, that Morefield 
feeling only, at that crisis: it was to getaway some- should accompany her; and very pleasant those 
where by herself; there to hide her grief till she j gallops along the picturesque hill-roads were to 
had fought it down. Her favorite haunt was by j both. Of an evening, too, when the school-girls 
the river, in a quiet, secluded haunt shut in from j studied in the parlors, Mr. Morefield became a 
public observation. Thither she now fled. Uncon- regular visitor to the snuggery in which Miss 
sciously she plucked a few wild flowers as she \ Herbert sat; but as it was known that he taught 
went; but they lay in her hand unnoticed, after- her Greek, and .that the principal was the lady’s 
wards. Even the swans that haunted that silent pupil in German, these visits occasioned little 
reach—pets whom she had been accustomed to remark; besides, it was generally agreed that 
feed—even these came in vain, and waited to be no more confirmed bachelor than Mr. Morefield 
noticed. She did not see them. Her eyes were ever lived. 

fixed in the distance, her thoughts were far, far The days fled swiftly, in the quiet, uneventful 
away. She sat there until the dews began to fall, life which Miss Herbert led ; the winter glided 
unconscious of the passage of the hours. Then, by; and Sidney was almost surprised to find 
at last, she arose, and went back to the house. spring again brightening the land. 
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She was skiing alone in one of the recitation- 
rooms, on a lovely May afternoon ; the bell had 
just struck for the twenty minutes’ recess; the 
boys had rushed out to the front of the building 
to finish a game of foot-ball begun at noon; and 
the girls were already in the grove at the back of 
the house, which was their special domain during 
these seasons of intermission. 

Sidney had kept her seat, meaning to finish a 
letter. But she was somewhat tired and languid, 
and presently forgot all about the half-written 
sheet before her, though her thoughts had strayed 
away to the far English clime to which it was 
destined. Some slight thing—she could not 
have told what—the ring of a girlish laugh 
outside; the song of a bird; the waving of 
the green branches of an acacia before the open 
window—had carried her soul back to the 
villa on the Thames, where she had spent so 
much time during her childish days and early 
girlhood, and which she had abandoned forever, 
that last summer she had passed in Europe. 

So absorbed was she that the door opened 
without her hearing. Then she was startled by 
the sound of a voice which had once made music 
in her ears amid the very scenes of which she 
had just been dreaming. She came back to 
reality with a pang of self-reproach, that, after 
all which had come and gone, she should find 
herself allowing those tones to haunt her still. 
Then she heard Mr. Holbrooke’s voice outside 
the door; Mr. Morefield’s in answer; a lady’s 
laugh; then those tones again. She had not 
dreamed them; they belonged to the actual; they 
were sounding close to her. 

Still with the feeling that it must be a delu¬ 
sion, she turned towards the entrance. The 
door opened fully, and Mr. Morefield ushered a 
party of visitors into the room: Mr. Holbrooke 
and his niece, then two strange ladies and gentle¬ 
men, their guests. But behind these appeared 
still another person, speaking as he came; and 
his was the voice which she had tried to fancy 
belonged to her dream. She was standing. Mr. 
Holbrooke was greeting her warmly, introducing 
the strangers, and his niece was apologizing for 
their intrusion : everybody was talking at once; 
and then Mr. Morefield said: 

“ Miss Herbert, let me present Mr. Spencer, a 
former classmate of mine.” 

“Oh, I hope Miss Herbert has not forgotten 
me so completely that an introduction is neces¬ 
sary,” the dream-voice said; and there, close to 
her, extending his hand, with the old tender 
smile on his lips, the old eager look in his eyes, 
stood Gerald Spencer, handsome, elegant as ever, 
the happiest combination of a modern dandy and 


one’s ideal of a poet that could be imagined. 
“ Please say you have a slight recollection of me, 

: Miss Herbert. 1 am so delighted to meet yon 
again.” 

“ Why, you didn’t tell me you knew Miss 
Herbert!” exclaimed Morefield. 

“ I wished to make sure first that I was not 
quite, quite forgotten.” 

Sidney Herbert’s odd confusion of mind passed 
suddenly and completely away. 

“I am very glad to see you, Mr. Spencer,” 
she said, with perfect ease and composure; “ but 
I can hardly believe it is you.” 

“You believed you were so carefully hidden 
that—” 

“ No, no,” she interrupted, with a gay laugh. 
“It is because you have developed the gift ot 
modesty, apparently: I always supposed you 
thought no human being could forget you.” 

Everybody laughed at the thrust, Spencer 
joining in the merriment; but his eyes were 
earnest as he fastened them on Sidney, and said, 
in a low tone: 

“ You see how mistaken you were—not only 
; in that, either.” 

Her only feeling was one of profound irri- 
: tation : irritation against herself as well as him. 

: As she chanced to glance toward Morefield, she 
saw him intently watching her. He had grown 

i very pale; and when he caught her eyes, he 
turned away, and began talking with Miss 
Holbrooke. 

There was plenty of laughter and talk; then 
the bell rang; the scholars appeared; and the 
visitors had to take a hasty leave, though not 
till a promise had been exacted from Miss 
, Herbert, that, after school duties were over, 

; she would accompany the party back to Mr. 
Holbrooke’s house. 

Two hours passed. Then Sidney was free. 
When she reached the boarding-house, she found 
Miss Holbrooke, one of the most delightful old 
maids imaginable, waiting for her. 

“The rest went to visit the waterfall,” she 
said. “ But I was tired, and stopped here. 
They’ll be back soon, so get yourself ready, my 
dear. Now to-morrow is Saturday, when there 
is no school. You’ve got to stay with us till 
Monday morning. Mr. Morefield stops, too. It 
is all settled.” 

“Oh, about stopping—” began Sidney; but 
was promptly silenced. 

“ Uncle will never forgive me, If you don’t. 
He’ll say I didn’t invite you properly. You 
know he adores you, and I’m awfully jealous. 
Now don’t make excuses. It would be positively 
unkind. We depend on you. To-morrow, we w® 
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to have a picnic. You mutt come. I shall pack 
your bag, if you don’t do it yourself.” 

Thus spake Miss Holbrooke, all in a breath; 
and presently Sidney found herself in her room, 
dressing, while Rose Ingham, one of her pet 
pupils, prepared a port-manteau. 

4 ‘ Miss Ingham, my love,” said Miss Holbrooke, 
who was looking on, “ this tyrant of yours lias a 
white crape dress, that I saw her wear once, 
which I worship. Put it in, whatever she says. 
Oh, Miss Herbert, yon know Mr. Morefield has 
promised that the Latin class of girls shall come 
to the picnic, and also a selection of the boys ? I 
beg their pardon—young gentlemen. And Rose, 
do you come, to-morrow, prepared to spend 
Sunday. You are half teacher, and this cruel 
witch here has no right to say you nay; and— 
oh, aren’t either of you ready? I hear the 
carriage. Oh, no, they couldn’t get back yet.” 

Presently, Sidney found herself seated in the 
carriage beside Miss Holbrooke, while opposite 
were Mr. Holbrooke and Gerald Spencer. The 
rest of the party, Mr. Morefield among them, 
were on horseback. 

The evening was very pleasant; but at an early 
hour, Mr. Morefield took his departure. Ho 
had work to finish, he said; but would return 
for the picnic, with such of the scholars as had 
been invited. When she was alone in her room, 
Sidney, bringing her thoughts back from the old 
life that had been roused so vividly by Gerald 
Spencer’s impassioned, poetical talk, took leisure 
to remember how pale and troubled had been the 
face Morefield bent towards her, as he uttered 
his adieus; and she went to bed with a new 
revelation forced upon her mind—Charles More¬ 
field loved her. 

Saturday came, and passed too quickly for 
most of the picnic party, because the day proved 
a wonderful success. It was a perfect glimpse 
of Paradise to Rose Ingham and her young com¬ 
panions. Even that favored man, Gerald Spen¬ 
cer, familiar with pleasures in all lands, admitted 
it to have been delightful. He uttered this 
admission to Miss Holbrooke, and he added to 
Sidney Herbert: 44 The meeting you would have 
made it that, if the place had been the desert of 
Sahara.” 

It had been a day of strange mental confusion 
to Sidney Herbert; of pensiveness and abstrac¬ 
tion. Even her habits of society did not enable 
her successfully to hide this, at least from two 
who watched her closely. Both Spencer and 
Morefield saw her constant effort to appear her 
ordinary self, and both ascribed the difficulty to 
the same cause: the first, with a thrill of joy and 
triumph; the latter, with a pang of agony, com¬ 


pared to which the tortures of the most excruci¬ 
ating death would have been feeble. 

And now it was Sunday. Lunch had been 
eaten; the afternoon was nearly gone. Probably 
most of the party were indulging in a siesta. 
But Sidney Herbert sat alone in an arbor at the 
further end of the great old-fashioned garden, 
which was the glory of Mr. Holbrooke’s place, 
and the pride of the entire county. She heard a 
step upon the greensward. Again that voice: 
and Gerald Spencer was beside her, his hand¬ 
some face alive with emotion; his eyes, that 
always seemed bright with the glory of some poet’s 
dream, fairly burning into hers. 

44 1 have looked everywhere for you,” he said. 
4 ‘ You weren’t hiding from me, were you? You 
couldn’t be so cruel.” She tried to speak, but 
he hurried on: 44 Listen to me—let me tell you 
—I want to explain. Only this, first—I love you, 
Sidney—I love you I” 

She had turned somewhat pale, but her eyes 
met his steadily. 

4 ‘ I think that—” 

41 Wait,” he broke in, a faint shadow of appre¬ 
hension dimming the joy and triumph in his face. 
4 ‘ Only listen. In Europe, I gave you reason to 
think I loved you, though I had not said it in 
words. And when you lost your fortune, I let you 
go without a word. I sent an apology, instead of 
coming to lunch, as I had agreed,” he continued, 
rapidly. 44 1 knbw what you thought—that I 
was a mean, base wretch who had wanted your 
money. No, no, I was not—but I was poor for a 
man brought up as I lind been. I had no pro¬ 
fession—it was too late to adopt one. I could 
not ask you to marry me. I did not believe you 
would, accustomed as you were to great wealth. 
I expected you would marry some one of those 
rich admirers—” 

“All this is so far apart from my life now,” 
she interrupted, 44 that I cannot conceive why 
you speak of it.” 

44 Because I love you,” he cried. 44 Because 
now I can speak—I can offer you an existence 
worthy of you. Sidney, less than five months 
ago, I had a large fortune left me. As soon as I 
could, I hastened to America to find you. Oh, 
my God, how I have longed for you, pined for 
you. What a desert life was after I lost you. I 
nearly went mad with joy, when I realized that, 
at last, at last, fate had had pity on me. You 
see I was not base—not false. Sidney, you will 
forgive me?” 

44 Freely,” she replied, 44 and I am glad to 
learn that I misjudged you—very glad.” 

The joy that lighted his countenance rendered 
him handsome as a Greek Apollo. Before she 
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could speak, he was kneeling at her feet, kissing j make the only excuse I can. Spencer, I can’t 
her hands and crying: j congratulate you yet. I’ll try to, later—but—but 

44 My love—my darling! Oh, life shall be —I love her, too.” 
fairy-land to you—” “Good heavens 1” exclaimed Spencer, with a 

44 Stop,” she broke in, with a cry that sounded > look of pity, 
like absolute terror. ! “ Forgive me, Miss Herbert,” continued Mora- 

As he stared at her, rising to his feet, he heard a ! field. 44 1—I will go now. I—I—” 
groan; turned, and saw Charles Morefield, who, i “Not till I have explained how mistaken you 
coming down the hill, had just caught sight of \ both are,” she interrupted, as white and agitated 
them, and was standing as if nailed to the spot. j as Morefield himself. “ Oh, Mr. Spencer, I am 
44 Oh, I see what frightened you, Sidney,” very sorry. You would not listen—you would 
cried Spencer. 44 Well, he has seen us—I may i not let me speak. But it can’t be—” 
as well tell him—lie’s the dearest old fellow in j “Sidney, Sidney,” he broke in. “You won’t 
the world. I say, Morefield—” S let a mistaken pride stand between us. When 

“ Stop,” broke in Sidney again. ^ you know what it was that kept me from telling 

Morefield approached, or rather a shape that \ my love till now—when—” 
looked like his ghost. But wild with his passion, \ “ I cannot care, as you wish,” she interrupted, 

blind in his arrogance, Spencer neither saw the j 44 1—I—you force me to speak. I appreciate your 
awful revealings in his friend’s eyes, nor caught \ conduct—your readiness to share wealth with 
the warning in Sidney’s face. He hurried on: \ me—but that isn’t enough. I must marry a man 
44 You saw us—accidentally, of course—but you j who is not afraid to wt>rk for me—you were 
may as well hear now as ever—” > afraid—a man who will let me work with him.” 

44 1 want to hear nothing,” Morefield inter- She hid her face in her hands. When she 
rupted; then stopped himself with a resolute J looked up, Spencer had disappeared, and she 
effort, and added: “I beg your parden, Miss j and Morefield were standing there alone; and 
Herbert—yours too, Spencer. It was a bitter * Morefield’s arm was around her, and he was 
irony of fate’s to bring me here, just at this j telling his love in wild, almost incoherent words, 
moment. I have betrayed myself, so I must i but words eloquent with happiness. 


DREAMS. 

BT MRS. LOUIE HAULMAN. 


*Tis fancy’s hour; the angel of the day 
Has left the purple hills, her mission ending. 

Her shining robes gliut faintly far away, 

Anou with Bombre shadows softly blending; 

While neither day nor uight, sweetest of alii 
(Ami who shall call these dreamy moments lost?) 

It is the time when souls that faint and fall 
May try their wings o’er heights they ne’er have crossed. 
A time to light the heart’s most sacred holocaust. 

While coals gleam red and darkness comes apace, 

Thought oj>ens her dim portals: and come trooping 
Her cherished forms of beauty and of grace; 

While over all an angel's wings seem drooping. 

Aneel of Peace, sweet is the calm thou bringest. 

Stoop lower, gently touch our veiled sight. 

Uncage the bird that in onr heart low siDgeth, 

That all untrammeled she may guide her flight 
Even to the beloved who walk the hills of light. 

And ever as ^some glowing ember falling, 

Or top of branch against the window-pane, 

Such trifles oft our dreams from heaven recalling), 

With start and sigh we come to earth again, 

We only turn where vagrant fancy leadeth 
On some new quest—perhaps in storied past. 

When gallant knight, in glittering armor, speedeth 
In cause of truth and right his spear to cast; 

. Or gentle lady piues in tower, prisoned last. 


Who hath not in these idle honrs beheld 

His favored heroes pass, with banners golden. 

To tilt and tournament and tented field? 

And rapt by spell of mystic legend olden, 

Who hath not felt his heart within him burning, 

While all his brain with hope and ardor teems. 

Until, with drooping piuious slow returning, 

The past is real, and the present seems— 

And rude the wizard wand that melts our magic dreams? 

And oft, as wandering 'mid these fables hoary, 

While fitful shades o’er firelit walls are trailing, 

Gomes the phle lady, famed of song and story, 

In solemn barge on mournful waters sailing. 

Doomed lady of Shalott, metliiuks that thou 
Wast born of poet’s braiu at death of day; 

8o does thy tender story haunt me now, 

I seem to hear thy last despairing lay 
Tremble ou evening air, and faintly die away. 

But all thy life, sweet lady of a song, 

Held not the glory of that fatal ride. 

On shapes distorted thou hadst gazed full long, 

Bnt now thy dying eyes, on either side, 

Behold the beauty of the living fields; 

And every sight and sound that passes by, 

Unto thy fading sense its treasure yields. 

Far nobler were it haply thus to die 

Thau spell-bound 'mid the shades to ever weave and sigh. 
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BY KBS. E. L. OUSHINQ. 

OONCLUDKD rnOM PAOK 126. 

CHAPTER VIII. \ glance was sufficient to recognize the person 

“Yes, to save you and myself,” he said, “I \ of the proud and haughty mavchesa. Instinct- 
meed no words to tell you, sweet Iantlie, that I } ively he recoiled. 

adore you, asd would lay down my life for your i “ You do well to shun me, signor. It is, I 
dear sake; could bear all the hatred and perse- suppose, a natural impulse to avoid the presence 
cution which, were I to confess this to the lord 5 of those whose kindness you have repaid with 
bishop, would be hurled upon me. But even to | ingratitude,” she said, scornfully, 
insure my own happiness, I could not consent to \ “I do not understand you, madame,” he 
involve you in misery.” | replied, respectfully. ‘ 4 Nor do I remember ever 

She inclined tenderly towards him, as he / having failed to appreciate the kindness you 
spoke ; and his arm, stealing around her, drew j have shown me, aud of which 1 have always felt 
her gently noarer; while, her lovely face up- J myself undeserving.” 

turned to his, she whispered: “Let us hope.” \ “Ingrate!” she ejaculated, angrily. “How 
But the words had scarcely fallen from her lips } have you shown your appreciation of it? How, 
when the door opened, and the marchesa entered, j but by indifference and deceit, which seemed 
One withering glance of scorn and rage she cast intended to rebuke ^y foolish interest in your 
upon the lovers. Shrinking from it with terror, welfare?” 

the timid Ianthe fled swiftly from the apartment. “ Your pardon, lady; but you could not accuse 
But Guiseppe remained, proud and erect. me of this, had you not mistaken deference for 

“ Y'ou shall answer for this great presumption, ingratitude.” 

Signor Tartini,” she said, in a voice hoarse and “ Not so,” she said, with passionate emphasis, 
low from angry emotion. J “ I stooped to invite your confidence, your friend- 

“ I pray to do so, even now, madame,” he re- ship, even; and you have not only withheld both, 
plied, firmly. ;l but practiced toward me the basest deceit.” 

“Not now,” she answered, contemptuously.! “You are severe, madame, beyond my de- 
“ To-morrow, I will see you again ;” and turning serts,” said Guiseppe, “ since 1 have never volun- 
froto him, she hastily quitted the room. tarily been guilty of deception towards you. 

“There will come no to-morrow for that meet- The secret which chance revealed to you, this 
ing,” he muttered ; and drawing his cloak about morning, was scarcely acknowledged by my own 
him, he hastily left the palace. 

Not knowing and little caring whither he 
directed his steps, yet instinctively, as it were, 
leaving the limits of the city, he pursued the 
path leading to the ancient abbey. Here, in glad 
retrospection, he lived over again his interview 
with Ianthe; his own passionate confession may startle you to hear it, has her destiny already 
breathed into her ear, and her tears, her ! decided; for, with her own consent, she is the 
blushes, her tender whispered words, so low \ promised bride of another.” 
and few, and yet so full of hope, in answer to his \ Guiseppe stood for a moment as if paralyzed 
almost agonized utterance. He recalled them j by this announcement; then he replied: “Such 
all; and though he felt that his rash and prema- j contracts, made in childhood, oflen fail of fulfd- 
ture avowal had brought upon him the anger and s ment; but even so, its failure could not avail mo. 
enmity of the marchesa, and probably also that ! I have used neither art nor endeavor to win the 
of his friend and patron, the bishop, the memory j love of one born to live in a sphere so high.” 
of those few precious words, so full of love and i “ Yes, a sphere so high,” she said, after’a mo- 
promise—“ Let us hope,”—compensated for all. \ ment’s pause. “ Were Donna Ianthe free ns air. 
He was aroused by the Bound of a step, j the bishop would never bestow her on you. He 
eoming slowly along the tangled path. One * has, I repeat, other views for her; and child as 


heart, till the unfortunate moment when, tempted 
and overwrought, I betrayed it to another.” 

“And you do not fear to confess to me this 
fruitless passion?” she said, in a tone trembling 
with excitement. “ Believe me, you are nursing 
it to your ruin. Donna Ianthe, yes, though it 
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she is, she will not resist his will. Nay, she has 
already yielded to it; and but a brief time since, 
was rejoicing at the destiny that awaited her.” 

Guiseppe, though half incredulous, felt a cold 
shudder run through him as he listened; but he 
made no reply; and encouraged by the impression 
her words produced, she resumed : 

“ Forgive me, Signor Tartini, if my plain 
speech has wounded you. I wished only to 
arouse you from this dangerous self-deception. 
The ideal on which you are lavishing so many 
regretful and absorbing thoughts is not worthy 
of them. A petted child, unformed and capri¬ 
cious, she would prove to you, if won, but the 
fickle plaything of an hour. For your own 
happiness, I entreat you, choose higher and more 
worthily; garner your affections in the heart of 
& true woman, who will hold them reverently, 
and repay them with the devotion of her life.” 

Intense emotion, which she could not control, 
impeded her utterance; but it was exceeded by 
his own. Her words were too direct for him to 
mistake her meaning; and crimsoning with anger 
and disgust, he exclaimed fiercely, 

“ Madame, your counsel comes too late. My 
affections can never be withdrawn from her on 
whom they are irrevocably placed;, and though 
I do not aspire to call her mine, no other woman 
shall ever displace her image in my heart.” 

She rose to her full majestic height, as, turning 
towards him, she said, in hissing tones of rage 
and scorn: “This, then, is your mad resolve?” 

“ It is, so help me heaven,” he answered, with 
calm determination. 

“ Abide by it, 'and your ruin is complete,” she 
answered, defiantly; and drawing her mantilla 
around her, she turned, and walked away. 

That night passed in broken slumbers, and 
the morning found him suffering from the excite¬ 
ment and exposure of the preceding day: his 
head ached violently, and fever filled his veins. 
The assurance of the marchesa that Ianthe was 
too fickle and childish to be trusted, or remain 
constant to a new love, and resist the temptations 
offered by a more splendid alliance, haunted him 
like words of doom, even while, in his heart, he 
distrusted them. 

If he could only once more see her, if only for 
a last farewell. Should he attempt it? Or 
shoulcj he write her his last words of love and 
despair; and then, resigning hope, depart from 
her forever? Torn by these conflicting feelings, 
the day wore slowly on, leaving him wretched 
and undecided as to the course he should pursue; 
when, as the evening was closing in, a letter was 
handed him, beariug the seal and crest of the 
Marchesa de Rossi. 


With a trembling hand, he opened it; and 
these words net his sight: 

“You, last night, despised nly counsel, and 
rejected my warnings ; but this day has verified 
my discernment and their justice. Therefore, 

I again urge you to renounce your vain hopes, - 
and seek no longer to interrupt the course of 
Donna Ianthe’s destiny. It is inevitable; for 
soon a husband’s claim will crush your foolish 
hope. This morning, a courier arrived from 
Venice, bearing dispatches from the young Count 
Fernando, her betrothed, announcing his inten¬ 
tion of setting out within ten days for Padua, to 
claim and bear back with him his promised 
bride. These tidings were immediately commu¬ 
nicated by the bishop to his niece, with what 
result she will herself inform you in the enclosed 
note. 

Viola, Marchesa del Rossi.” ^ 

The note referred to, had, in Guiseppe’s agi¬ 
tation, dropped unobserved to the floor, as he 
opened the envelope; and in a tumult of emotion, 
he stooped to recover it, pausing a minute before 
venturing to open and read his doom. It con¬ 
tained these few lines, wrung as they seemed to 
have been from a breaking heart, and blotted 
with falling tears: 

“ Signor Tartini : 

“ An inexorable fate, which I am powerless to 
resist, separates us. I am in the hands of those 
who sway my destiny, and the victim of & 
promise given without my knowledge. Escape 
is vain. We can meet no more. Oh, that I am 
constrained to write these cruel words—that I 
must bid you strive to seek happiness elsewhere. 
Forgive her who grieves less at the loss of her 
own happiness, than that she has been the 
wretched cause of destroying yours. May the 
Virgin and all good saints protect and bless you. 

So prays your unhappy 

Ianthk.” 

Stung to the heart by these chilling, as he 
thought them, and incoherent words, Guiseppe 
cast the crumpled note from him, and was about 
to crush it with his heel, when a sudden doubt 
withheld him. Could those words really have 
been written by the hand of his tender Ianthe? 
Alas I he but too well knew the fair writing, the 
white scented wax which she was wont to use, 
and her own favorite seal, bearing the impres¬ 
sion of a violet, with the motto: “I love the 
shade.” 

“And this from her!” he exclaimed, ns he 
cast away and ground the delicate note into frag¬ 
ments beneath his foot. “ From her, whom I 
thought so true and pure—lifted above ambition. 
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and jet casting awaj a loving heart for the empty j 
baubles of power and wealth.” 

He struck his forehead with his clenched \ 
hand, as he said this, and continued walking 1 
hour after hour through his chamber, his ardent, i 
impassioned nature wrought almost into frenzy i 
by the cruel blow which had struck so suddenly j 
at the root of his fondest hopes. But nature 
could not long sustain this state of overwrought > 
emotion, and sinking at length into his study- 
chair, he fell into a deep lethargic sleep, which, 
finally, was disturbed and broken by dreams and > 
violent pains, which induced a raging fever, that j 
seemed to change the hitherto healthful current j 
of his blood into a stream of fire. Wild and dis¬ 
torted images floated constantly before his vision, j 
and he fancied the earth changed into a vast j 
burial-place, in the midst of which he stood, sor- j 
rowing over the corpse of Ianthc, calling pite- 1 
ously upon her name, or singing with touching < 
pathos a requiem for the dead. Then again he i 
fancied himself sitting with her in the chamber \ 
of the old turret, discoursing of their love. 


CHAPTER IX. 

The sound of his violin, heard in the first dawn 
of day, disturbed the sleepers in the neighboring 
dormitories, and drew many to his chamber, to 
learn the cause of this early performance. But 
once there they remained to listen, while Gui- 
seppe, standing half dressed in the middle of the 
room, played with new and infinite variations, 
and with^marvelous execution, the “ Sonata del 
Diavolo,” which, though the conception of his own 
genius, he persisted in ascribing to the inspira¬ 
tion of the demon with whose name he had 
baptized it. 

HU face was flushed with the crimson hue of 
fever, and around it clustered the rich chestnut 
hair in disheveled curls, while his dark eyes, lit 
with intense lustre, wore raised upward with an 
earnest gaze, as though he beheld the glories of 
the invisible, with which, borne on the wings of 
harmony, he seemed even now to hold commu¬ 
nion. So he played on, filling the chamber and 
the oorridors with airy melody. And wilder and 
more varied grew the strain, as with all the fire 
and passion of genius, the inspired musician, 
with hU skill divine, 

u Untwisted all the strings that tit 
The hidden soul of harmony." 

But at last the glowing cheek grew wan, the 
lustrous eyes waxed dim, the cunning hand 
forgot its wondrous movement, and the exhausted 
youth sank fainting on the floor. They gathered 
around him in alarm, laid him upon a couch, and 
called in medical assistance. But for many days, 


his disease, seizing as it had upon the brain, 
baffled the skill of his physicians. Sleep tied 
from his eyes, and refused to be courted, even by 
the most powerful opiate. Wild and disjointed 
images filled his mind, unsettling reason, and in 
his delirium the name dearest to his heart often 
escaped his lips, thus unconsciously betraying 
hiR treasured secret, and deepening the interest 
felt by his fellow-students, watching by him. 

But youth at last triumphed. The fever abated, 
reason returned. As all things here spoke of 
lanthe, he determined to other scenes, where he 
haply might strive to forget her. Then his home 
by the blue Adriatic rose up before him, and his 
sick heart yearned for the mother-love that 
awaited him there. While these thoughts were 
agitating him, he received formal notice, author¬ 
ized by the bishop, of his dismission from the 
place he had held as leader of the orchestra in 
the church of St. Antonio, with the sum enclosed 
which was due him for his past service. 

In this act of petty tyranny, Guiseppe saw the 
revengeful motive of the marchesa, and he was 
stung by it, chiefly because it struck at i^ie very 
basis of his wishe(K?or success as a musician. 
But it would have decided him at once to quit 
Padua, even had not a letter from his father in¬ 
formed him of his mother’s illness and great 
desire to see him. So without further delay he 
arranged for his immediate departure. 

It was towards the close of a bright October 
day, that, after an absence of several, to him, 
eventful months, he again approached the old 
home of his childhood. Swiftly ascending the 
stairs, his heart beat with unaccustomed joy, 
when he found himself again standing in that 
pleasant chamber which had been to him the 
scene of so much remembered happiness. 

The sunset tilled it, as in former days, with a 
soft golden light, and the evening breeze played 
as of old with the vines that curtained the small 
windows. There hung his guitar, beside the 
old violin that had been the delight of his boy¬ 
hood ; and there still lay the very book, a volume 
of Boccaccio, in which he had last read aloud to 
his mother, a myrtle sprig marking the page 
where he had left it. 

In another moment his father stood before him. 
With a cry of joy, Guiseppe rushed towards him, 
eager to clasp him in a fond embrace; but 
with a stem though sorrowing look, Pietro re¬ 
pulsed him. 

“ Away I” he said. 11 1 have no son. He 
whom I once called so has made my home deso¬ 
late; deceived my hopes; betrayed my trust; 
abused my love. Aye, with parricidal hand, 
destroyed the mother who adored him. Wlyr, 
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then, comes he here, to mock with a vain show of 
affection the father whose age lie has desolated ?” 

“Oh, my God!” cried Tartini. “Tell me all 
—all except that she is no more.” 

“ She i3 with the angels, boy—she who so 
loved you, and to whose fond heart your hand 
guided the arrow of death,” said Pietro, in a 
hoarse whisper; and hiding his face in his hands, 
the strong man wept in agony. 

“Oh, my father, what can I have done to merit 
this terrible accusation? How have I brought 
death and misery to those whoso lives are dearer 
to me than my own?” 

“ Add not that lie to your long list of offenses,” 
fiercely exclaimed Pietro, striking with his 
clenched fist the surface of the wall. “ I tell 
you,” he resumed, and a demon seemed to be 
aroused within him, “you arc your mother’s 
murderer, and henceforth no son of mine. You 
have set at naught the commands and wishes of 
your parents, by squandering the time wdiich 
should have been given to study, in the pursuit 
of a vain art, which you made solemn promise to 
forswea*. Kay, break not in upon my speech,” 
he vociferated, as Guisei^fc made an effort to 
speak. “ Added to all this, you have abused the 
kindness of the powerful prelate whose favor 
would have served you more than a treasury of 
gold, by stealing into the affections of the child 
lie nurtured as his own. 

“This it is which has brought shame and dis¬ 
grace upon you in the city where your fair 
scholarship should have won for you a goodly 
reputation,” continued the excited father, with 
flashing eyes and rapid utterance. “This, and 
more than this, has the lord bishop written and 
sent to me, under his own seal, to give me timely 
warning of your evil course. Yet I could, per¬ 
chance, with a f.-ither’s endurance, have borne all, 
and it may be, have forgiven a youth’s indiscre¬ 
tions, but for that last and bitterest drop which 
you have been the means of infusing into my cup 
of misery: for the report of your ill-doings came 
to your mother’s ear on the day when, after 
dangerous illness, she arose from her sick couch, 
and went out to feed, with her own hand, the 
doves you reared. Because they were yours, 
ungrateful boy, she loved them; but then that 
fatal letter came; and the rending of it fell like 
a blight upon her: she never smiled again, but 
laid herscif down, and died of a broken heart 
and again the strong man, subdued by grief, 
bowed down and wept. 

Rightly to the marchesa Guiseppe attributed 
the scandal, but he had never dreamed that her 
revenge would follow him so soon. 

Moved by his father’s anguish, he orushed 
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j down the sense of injury that oppressed him; 

\ and with tears streaming down liis pale cheeks, 
| he said, entreatingly : “ My father, listen to me. 
| I have been cruelly maligned; and when you 
I know all, you—” 

| “ Not now,” interrupted Pietro. “ I cannot 

j hear you. Leave me alone in my desolate home 
—alone with the memory of my dead. Take 
J this, which, perchance, your needs mny require, 
j and deport whithersoever you will.” So saying, 

\ he threw a purse upon the floor; and without 
} one backward glance turned and departed, 
j Guiseppe remained for a few minutes motion- 
| less with painful astonishment. * Stung to the 
) soul by his father’s vindictive anger and injus- 
j tice, he rose up; and spurning the purse with 
J his foot, he prepared to go forth an exile from 
j the home that had sheltered his infancy; and 
| with every kindly feeling chilled by his father’s 
j harshness, he descended the steps and departed, 
j passing through the garden paths he had so often 
; trod with that beloved mother, whose face he 
| was no more to behold on earth, 
j But even to pour out his love and sorrow on 
j her grave would seem to bring him nearer to 
J her; and with the thought, he walked quickly to 
j the lower extremity of the garden, and passing 
\ through a gate, entered a small enclosure set 
{ apart for a family burial-place. It was thickly 
J planted with trees, among which the birds built 
| unmolested. 

Here, with bitter tears, he cast himself upon 
j her grave. How vividly came back past'hours to 
| his remembrance; those white-winged hours, 

| whose every moment spoke of her tender love, 

^ her gentlo, all-enduring patience with his youth- 
? ful faults. How heinous now appeared to him 
\ each slight offense, and how he longed to call 
| her back, if but for one brief hour, to plead for 
\ her forgiveness, and on her loving breast pour 
■ out in tears of penitence his burdened heart. 

| But the low breeze whispering through the 
< foliage alone answered to his sighs, nor could 
\ they penetr.ite the “ dull cold ear of death.” Yet 
j he fondly fancied that her sainted spirit snneti- 
5 fied by its invisible presence the place where her 
earthly form slept with its kindred dust. The 
I thought brought him comfort, and lent fervency 
| to the prayer for guidance and support which 
j ascended from his stricken heart to the ever- 
! open ear of the infinite and merciful Father. He 
| was aroused by the appearance of his parent. 

J “ My son,” said Pietro, in a broken voice, “I 
\ was too hasty. Ah, her precious dust pleads to me 
| for your forgiveness. Receive it, then, and leave 
me. With the dawn, depart for Padua; lead 
j there a new life; and when time has softened my 


Digitized by Tooele 



THE SONATA DEL DIAVOLO. 


203 


trief I may again crave your return. Sorrow j The anger of the bishop at this declaration, 
has changed my nature, and I yearn for solitude. < and above all at the firmness with which his 
Go, and leave me with her.” j usually yielding little girl adhered to it, vexed 

So the son went forth to his exile, going, at' him beyond measure. The marchesa, whose 
first, he neither knew nor cared, whither. At > secret penchant for the graceful boy seemed 
the end of two days, he~fl)und himself, just as : changed into aversion by the discovery of his 
the evening shades begtiri, to fall, standing before ' passion for another, fed the bishop’s anger by 
the gates of a monastery, in a sheltered valley, ! invidious hints, which placed the conduct of 
us gray walls half hidden by the ancient grove l Guiseppe in a false and dishonorable light. At 
'hat sheltered it. his request she had written that cruel note. She 

_ ! had easily succeeded in imitating Ianthe’s 

| writing, and as easily obtained the use of her 
‘ CHAPTER X. favorite seal. 

Advancing to the gate, he rang a sonorous j Incensed by the continued opposition to his 
*eal. which was quickly answered by a gray- \ wishes of this hitherto passive child, the bighop 
fiaired porter, who gave him welcome admit- j seriously considered the expediency of sending 
tauce, and forthwith conducted him to the refec- j her back to her convent, till her obstinacy, as ho 
*ory, where h# found the monks assembled at ! termed it, should yield to reason and obedience. 
Iheir evening meal. j But even this threat failed to move Ianthe. She 

They received him with hospitable greetings, i was gentle and quiet; but to all that had onee 
Uni made room for him at their simple board, f interested her she grew indifferent. Even music, 
furnished with fruits and vegetables from their J which had once been with her a favorite pursuit, 
own garden. The sadness which evidently she now ignored. There were no strains like 
oppressed their young guest awakened the sym- his who had awakened the sweetest harmony of 
|wthy of the good brotherhood ; but they ventured life. She lived only on the hope, as each day 
Uo inquiries as to its cause, yet ministered with dawned, of seeing or hearing from him she loved 
tven more assiduity to his comfort. f before its close. But day after day passed on 

Guiseppe was most grateful for their kindness ; without bringing him ; then came a rumor of his 
and forbearance, and before he retired for the serious illness: followed shortly by intelligence, 
night he had told the whole story of his trials to ; which Fabian had somehow gathered, of his 
dhe venerable abbot, and derived comfort from \ having left Padua. 

his Christian sympathy and counsel. Urged by j In the meantime, the young Count Fernando 
him, he willingly consented to remain therefor a remained at the palace, a patient suitor for the 
time. Me found, now, a happy resource against favor of his affianced bride. Really captivated 
painful retrospection in the practice of his be- by her beauty and her sweetness, he sought by 
loved art, which he never more fully enjoyed ; even assiduity to win her affections ; but the cold- 
and having joined the choir of the orchestra, his ness with which she met, and even repulsed his 
love for music, which, for a time had almost ' devotion, equally surprised and offended him, 
remained dormant, revived with all its former and at length roused his pride to resentment, 
vigor. i In the meantime, the marchesa became the 

Thus calmly, if not happily, wore away the ; confidant of the slighted lover’s wrongs; and he 
winter with Guiseppe ; while in the palace of the ; found her sympathy so soothing, her wit and 
bishop, at Padua, scenes of a far different char- < intelligence so charming, that unconsciously he 
actor were being enacted. > began to find a secret pleasure in her society. 

The Marchesa del Rossi had, to answer her She always listened attentively when he read, 
own purpose, in her brief letter to Guiseppe made She was always the companion of his walks; the 
statements that were actually false. It was true, • admirer of all that gratified his tastes; the 
as she had said, that the young Count Fernando ; zealous promoter of whatever ministered to his 
was soon to arrive, and desired to hasten his enjoyment. 

marriage; but Ianthe neither had, nor would ’ This almost tender devotedness flattered his 
she, yield her consent to his wishes, and when : self-love, of which he had a goodly share, and 
the bishop, after long persuasion, somewdiat soothed his pride, most deeply wounded by the 
sternly demanded the cause of her refusal, she i coldness of his fiancte, leading him gradually to 
acknowledged with many tears her love for the transfer his interest, though at first unconscious- 
young musician, declaring solemnly that to him > ly, to the fascinating and designing widow, 
and to him alone would she ever consent to give The bishop, in the meantime, unobservant of 
her hand. i the increasing intimacy between hia noble guest 
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and his fair sister, attributed the count’s pro¬ 
tracted stay to the hope of overcoming Ianthe’s 
coldness; but was electrified one morning when 
the count repaired to the library, and renouncing 
his claim to Donna Ianthe’s hand, demanded 
that of the marohesa instead. The prelate was 
thunderstruck. In the almost indignant sur¬ 
prise of the moment, he summoned, angrily, 
Ian the to his presence. 

She obeyed, pale and drooping; but when the 
cause for which she had been summoned was 
explained, her face lighted up with sudden joy; 
a bright blush crimsoned her cheek; and smiles 
that had been long absent from her lips dispersed, 
like a sudden burst of sunshine, the cloud that 
had lately saddened her touching beauty. 

“But, dear uncle, it is all right,” she said. 
“I had no heart to give him, and I told him so. 
He has chosen more wisely,” and holding out 
her hand to the count, “ I approve your choice, 
and pray it may bring you content and happi¬ 
ness. Accept my thanks for your forbearance, 
and forgive me if I have caused you pain.” 

The simple and childish ingenuousness of her 
words and manner touched the count deeply, and 
clasping her offered hand in both his, he raised it 
to his lips, saying half inaudibly: “ Thanks, and 
God bless you!” 

' As there was no cause for delay, the marriage 
was shortly afterwards solemnized in the private 
chapel of the palace, the bishop performing the 
ceremony; soon after which the bridal pair, 
attended by a brilliant cortege, departed for 
Venice. Thus the marchesa achieved once more a 
. marriage that in point of wealth and rank grati¬ 
fied her highest ambition. Yet, even as she 
stood at the altar, the image of Guiseppe, beauti¬ 
ful and gifted as Apollo, rose radiantly before her, 
casting into shadow the duller being with whom 
she had linked her fate. And if a pang of self- 
reproach crossed her for the wrong she had done 
those two loving hearts, she crushed the feeling 
withlhe triumphant thought that her child-rival 
was not left to enjoy the happiness denied to 
herself. 

The bishop, though deeply chagrined at the 
rupture between Ianthe and the count, consoled 
himself with the certainty that the alliance with 
his sister would bring him into even closer rela¬ 
tionship with the powerful family of the Cindalli, 
of which the count was the acknowledged head. 
Left now much alone with his niece, the prelate 
could not fail to remark her altered looks and 
manner. For his sake, she affected cheerfulness; 
but he saw with pain the effort it cost her. Her 
cheek grew pallid; her step more languid. But 
having again, to please her uncle, resumed her 


guitar, she would sit hour after hour playing over 
the tunes which Guiseppe had taught her, re¬ 
calling with past hours of instruction his every 
look and tone. 

The physicians peragived at once that she 
labored under no pMBi&l disease; but pro¬ 
nounced it to be owil^Po mental trouble, the 
cause of which their skill could neither reach 
nor explain; and so they recommended change 
of scene as the means most likely to promote 
her recovery. Accordingly, as the bishop was 
about to visit Florence, he proposed taking her 
with him; and even thought to prolong his tour, 
should her health continue to improve during its 
progress. She was to him dear as the very 
apple of his eye; and the thought of losing her 
lent almost a mother’s tenderness to his manner 
as he watched her, and superintended every 
preparation for her comfort. 

She was attended by her faithful nurse, and a 
few confidential servants accompanied them, as 
the bishop desired to remain incognito. As they 
traveled slowly through the lovely Italian scenery, 
the influence of nature, in her freshness and 
varied beauty, roused Ianthe to admiration, and 
brought back something of its wonted bloom to 
her pale cheek. And so, for many days, they 
journeyed on through the fairest scenes of fair 
and classic Italy. But as the first excitement of 
change and novelty laded away, the old sadness 
and languor reappeared. “ Ah, I shall lose her, t 
after all,” said the bishop. “ I am half minded 
to surrender, and call back her lover—if that 
will save her.” 

One day, enticed by the grandeur and beanty 
of the mountain scenery they had entered, 
forgetful that the day was fast declining, and 
that they had nearly a league to travel before 
reaching a halting-place for the night, they were 
suddenly alarmed by the threatened approach of 
one of those tremendous thunder-showers that 
are so terrible among those mountains. 

In vain they looked around for shelter. None 
appeared. The lightning became each moment 
more vivid; tremendous claps of thunder rever¬ 
berated from peak to peak; and the rain began 
to foil in torrents. They pushed on despairingly, 
seeking the shelter of an overhanging rock, that 
seemed their only refuge; when, through the 
darkness and the storm, came cheerfngly the 
sound of a convent bell. They listened, and 
again the welcome peal oame ringing through 
the air; and at the same moment, a vivid flash 
of lightning revealed to them the gray walls of a 
monastery, rising above the trees at no great 
distance. 

They hastened gladly towards it, and their 
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loud summons at the gate was quickly answered 
from within ; they were admitted and then con¬ 
ducted to a large hall, where they found several 
travelers, who, like themselves, had sought 
refuge from the tempest, gathered around the 
ample hearth, on which blazed cheerily a bright 
fire of chestnut logs. At the approach of Donna 
Ianthe, they courteously made room; when, weary 
and exhausted, she threw herself upon a rude 
settle that stood beside the fire. Gazing vacantly 
into the crackling fire, Ianthe remained for some 
time wrapped in a waking dream ; when through 
an opening door stple, suddenly, a strain of 
sweetest music: an old familiar strain, that 
stirred her heart to its most secret depths. 
With its rich melody was linked her dearest and 
most sacred memories; and now, in that old 
hall, its gushing sweetness came to her ear like 
a plaintive voice of mourning for the past. 

With eyes upraised, and hands clasped in silent 
ecstacy, she rose from her rude couch, and stood 
breathless, listening to the strain. “ It is the 
hour of evening service in the chapel,” said the 
lay brother, who observed her emotion, “and 
they are chanting the vesper hymn to the 
Virgin. Will you come ?” 

She moved a step towards the door; then rec¬ 
ollecting herself, stopped, and looked beseech- ] 
ingly at the bishop. “ You would join, sweet, in 
their devotions ?” he asked, taking her hand ten¬ 
derly in his. “ I fear it would be too much for 
you, my child. Yet if it is your wish, I will go 
with you to the chapel.” 

She made a sign of assent, and drawing down 
her veil, they followed the lay brother through a 
long, dark passage to the chapel. All was silent 
when they entered it; the monks were bowed in 
prayer, and sinking on her knees, she, too, joined 
in their silent supplication. 

But again burst forth the music of the choir, 
sweet, yet exultant, bearing the spirit upward 
on its rapturous wings. She arose, fixing her 
entranced gaze on the place from whence pro¬ 
ceeded th086 divine harmonies. Suddenly, the 


opening of a distant door, admitting a rush of 
air, blew aside the curtain that screened the 
choir, revealing to her transported gaze the form 
and features of him she loved, the long lost, the 
mourned—Guiseppe Tartini. 

Raising her clasped hands toward him, she 
uttered his name; and overpowered by emotion, 
sank fainting on the marble floor of the chapel. 

After this strange and unexpected reoontre, 
life was for many days a blank to the young 
Ianthe ; but when she again recovered conscious¬ 
ness, she found herself lying in her own chamber, 
at Padua, and her faithful nurse beside hei. 

Directly, the door opened, and in another in¬ 
stant she was on her uncle’s breast, listening to 
his words of gratitude and love. So passed to 
them both a brief and happy interval; then her 
quick ear caught the sound of an impatient step 
traversing the ante-room; and reading aright her 
asking glance, the bishop with a smile motioned 
towards it, and rising, transferred the lovely bur¬ 
den to her happy lover’s arms. 

“ Yes, I have sent for him, my dear,” said the 
good prelate. “ I surrender. I see, now, that 
I was wrong. You have my blessing. Continue 
to love each other in the fbture as you have in. 
the past, and all will be well.” And with these- 
words, he left them alone. 

Happiness, which is the best promoter of health, 
soon restored its wonted vigor to Ianthe, and in' 
the first pleasant days of the coming spring she* 
sat, a happy bride, with her beloved Guiseppe, in* 
the dear little chamber of the summer-house at 
Pirano, while Pietro, serious, yet cheerful, leaned 
against the window, proud of the “princess,” 
as he was wont to say, his son had won. 

From this time, Guiseppe ^levoted himself' 
exclusively to the study of music, and $nally be¬ 
came the greatest master, of the age. His biog¬ 
rapher says: 

“ His slow movements, in particular, were re¬ 
markably vocal and expressive, and his music: 
showed a knowledge of the violin which CorellL 
was not able to attain.” 


THINK WELL. 

BT MART W. X’VIOIK, 


Think, ah, think well and wisely, ere jon take 
A woman’s higher life into your hands. 

Look deep into her nature, and be sure 
Your own can answer all its large demands. 


This subtile thing we call the human heart 
Thrills quickly to its depths at look or words 
From one beloved, and finds a meaning oft 
By other eyes and ears uneeea, unheard. 


It is a serious and a solemn thing, 

This power which o’er her narrow life yon hold; 
You can surround with so much Joy or pain, 

Each duty new the passing days unfold. 

To l. LXXX1I.— I4u 


Life is so full of vexing cares, that fret 
Our weak, Impatient natures every day, 

Only strong hands can surely, safely guard 
Great treasures, o’er a wild, a dangerous way. 
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OUT OF THE SHADOW 


BY LUCY H. HOOPER. 


CHAPTER I. 

The story I am about to tell is the story of my 
own life. Wild, strange, improbable as it may 
appear, it is my own history. 

My first recollections carry me back to the 
stuffy atmosphere of a booth, my companions 
being certain strolling players, whose business it 
was to wander to and fro through the south of 
France. I was, so to speak, a child of the foot¬ 
lights. I had played child-parts ever since I 
could speak. My mother was a Spanish dancer, 
named Juana, who must have been superbly 
handsome in her youth. She had all the dash 
and grace which is peculiar to her nationality; 
and at night, when she flashed upon the stage 
in her brilliant costume, her great black eyes 
glittering like stars, no wonder she was applauded 
to the skies. 

Was she indeed my mother? That question is 
one that never will be solved; but I do not think 
she was. She was never kind to me, never 
affectionate, never motherly; and sometimes, on 
.the contrary, absolutely cruel. I did not in tl*e 
least resemble her, except in having a thoroughly 
Spanish physiognomy. HoW often I envied poor 
little Desiree, the child of the clown and colum¬ 
bine, as honest and hard-working a married 
- couple as ever lived. She was a sickly, fragile 
little thing, too frail and feeble to take aiiy part 
in the performances, a constant charge and care 
to her parents* yet so tenderly beloved, so 
watched over, so petted, that whatever else her 
life might lack, it yet knew the fullness of 
parental love and kindness. Often and often 
have I stolen away to weep, after watching 
Madame Rose, as the columbine was called, as 
she sat in her paint and spangles and tawdry 
finery, hushing the poor wailing child to sleep 
upon her powder-whitened bosom, beneath which 
beat the kindest and most motherly heart in the 
world. “No one loves me—no one kisses me 
—no one cares whether I am sick or well,” I 
used to whisper to myself, amid my sobs. 

And yet my life was not so hard a one as 
might have been imagined. Apart from my so- 
called mother, nobody ill-used or tormented me. 
I was a sort of a pet, too, among the older mem¬ 
bers of the company. There was not one that 
was not always ready to hear me my part, to 
help me about my dress, or to do me any other 


little service in his or her power. And from the 
time that I was six years old, I had one true and 
real friend amongst them, one who loved me, and 
whom I loved dearly m return: I mean kind, 
good Monsieur Mazille. 

He was already an elderly man when he 
joined us, in the capacity of violin player and 
musical director in general. His hair was griz¬ 
zled, and his figure was bent as with pain and 
suffering; but his eyes were fine, and there was 
a mellow ring in the tones of his voice extremely 
attractive. He took a great fancy to me from the 
very first. Reserved, morose, taciturn, with all 
the rest of his comrades, he was never too busy 
to attend to me, nor too misanthropical to permit 
me to perch upon his knee, and chatter to him 
by the hour of all my childish plans and troubles. 
But he not only gave my starved soul its frill 
meed of love; he fed my starving mind as 
well. It was he who taught me to read. He it 
was who supplied me with books, purchased, 
as I afterwards learned, by many cruel priva¬ 
tions. He imparted td me the rudiments of 
singing. From him I learned also a smattering 
of Italian, and the outlines of hist017 and 
geography. I was an eager scholar, and he was 
an indefatigable teacher; no wonder, therefore, 
that I made rapid progress in learning. It was 
not till he had been with us for some years that 
I learned his history. How well do I remember 
the day. He had been giving me a music-lesson, 
in the miserable little garret which served him 
and one or two other members of the company as 
a lodging. We were halting at a little town 
called Villars-Yillon, near the Spanish frontier. 

“ I mean to look over your shirts, papa 
Mazille, and see to the buttons,” I cried, gayly, 
as I dragged his valise, when the lesson was over, 
forward to the light. 

Down at the very bottom of the valise, however, 
I found a portfolio, of Russia leather, which had 
once been handsome, but which was now sadly 
worn and defhoed. Its contents consisted of ft 
folded paper, with the words “Academic Roy ale de 
Mtmque ” at the top; and a little lower down, 
“Contract” all in large print, and with a mass 
of crabbed writing underneath, which I did not 
stay to decipher. Between the folds of the paper 
was a beautifully-colored lithograph, represent¬ 
ing a young and very handsome man, in a gor- 
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geous suit of chain armor, half hidden by a tunic 
of azure, embroidered with gold. In one hand 
he held aloft a golden cup, and his head was 
thrown back, with a spirited yet careless air. 

“ Papa Mazille, tell me about this picture, 11 I 
cried, holding it up to him. 

He started from a reverie, and turned towards 
me. He had not observed, before, what I was 
doing. A quiver of unutterable pain crossed his 
wan features. He took the picture gently from 
me, and smoothed it slowly and thoughtfully over 
his knee. 

“ It is a sad story, little Dolores,” he said, at 
last. 

“ Sad or gay, I want to hear it. I love a story 
above all things.” 

“ Twenty-five years ago,” he said, with a wan 
smile—“yes, twenty-five long years ago—there 
was a young man who was studying at the Con¬ 
servatoire, in Paris: studying singing, for he 
meant to be an opera-singer, some day. It is a 
glorious thing to have a voice, and to know how 
to use it—to feel the heart of the public pulsing 
and throbbing as you sing. So this young man, 
to whom Heaven had given a voice, and a will to 
study, and a soul to persevere, toiled on till his 
work was ended, and the goal was won. And 
then came the crowning glory of the struggle: a 
night in the Grand Opera House; a vision of 
gleaming lights, grand dresses, and thronging 
faces; of thunders of rapturous applause; a rain 
of flowers: wreaths, bouquets. The singer stood 
behind the scenes—pale, dizzy, exhausted. 
Suddenly, there came to him a pale, gray-haired 
man, with piercing dark eyes, who shook him 
by the hand, and said: * You are the tenor for 
whom I have waited so long: you have sung my 
• Robert le Diable ’ magnificently: I will make 
you the hero of my next opera.’ It was Meyer¬ 
beer himself. Then followed a messenger, bear¬ 
ing a little cluster of white roses, with the words: 

1 The Princess Clementine sends you these ; she 
took them from her bosom to bestow them on 
you.’ After that, the manager appeared, cry¬ 
ing: 'You have surpassed Nourret, Duprez, 
Roger—fame and fortune are yours, forever¬ 
more!’ Dolores, little Dolores, on that one 
night, he lived! 

" It was late when he hod laid aside his stage 
attire, and hod started for the humble home 
which, on the morrow, was to be changed for a 
palace. On his way, he had to pass through a 
street where there was a grand ball going on, in 
one of the splendid houses there. A throng of 
carriages pressed before th$ door. One of the 
coachmen grew angry and impatient, and struck 
at his horses savagely with his whip. The 


horses started; turned suddenly; plunged, 
reared, and started off on a run. The young 
singer was in their way. He was knocked 
down, crushed, and half killed. But not wholly, 
for Heaven is not always merciful; and when he 
arose from his hospital bed, he was a warped, 
maimed cripple; voice, strength, and beauty 
gone forever. That singer was I.” 

He paused, took up the portfolio, and laid the 
picture within it. I was crying silently, in the 
very intensity of my sympathy. 

“ Never speak of this, Dolores,” he said. " I 
did not think to tell the story to any living being. 
Promise me that you will not mention it.” 

I did promise, and I kept my word. Brave, 
true, and loving heart! What did I not owe to 
the tender care, the watchful devotion, that you 
bestowed on me ? And what unutterable woe 
and anguish ; what remembrance bitter as death ; 
what despair, cruel as the grave, did not your 
aged and commonplace exterior conceal! As I 
look back, my heart teats happy with the recol¬ 
lection that I, at least, brought to your poor 
existence all the love that childhood could bestow, 
all the gratitude that maturer years could feel. 


CHAPTER II. 

Wiien I had attained my sixteenth year, and 

I < was tall, beautiful, and womanly, my mother 
seemed to awake to the fact that she could make 
something out of me. She resolved upon teach¬ 
ing me her own profession. I shrank from tho 
idea with horror; but. she persisted. In vain, 
too, did my kind friend, M. Mazille, remonstrate. 
| Sho declared that she meant to do with me what 
she pleased; and so she persisted in her project, 
| and made a ballct-dtfncer of me. 

| How I loathed the idea of such a life! How 
S I shrank from its exposure, publicity, and vul- 

I ' garPy! Often and often have I wept myself to 
sleep, my head buried in the mouldy 1 straw that 
formed my bed, my cheeks tingling and my heart 
throbbing at the very idea. I had no real love 
for the theatrical profession in any form: but 
stage-dancing was revolting to me, to the last 
; degree. To bound, and leap, and whirl, with 
shortened petticoats, before a room full of gaping 
; spectators, who would criticize my every gesture 
and movement—the thought was full of horror 1 
Of course, none of my companions, except Mon¬ 
sieur Mazille, understood my feelings, or could 
enter into them. So I wept and suffered in 
silence. 

At last, the day so dreaded arrived. In the 
evening, I was to make my debut. We were to 
; appear at a fair at Lerallois, a village in the 
; suburbs of Paris. Already the advertisements 
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outside proclaimed to the world that, after the 
first piece, “ the celebrated M’lle Dolores would 
execute the universally admired pat mil of 
La Sevillana.” My dress of flimsy yellow satin, 
flounced with cheap cotton lace, with a black 
velvet bodice and black lace mantilla veil, all 
new and fresh for the occasion, the work of my 
own reluctant fingers, was ready. My tears, my 
.horror, ray detestation, had been of no avail. 

The evening came. I have as yet said but 
little about my personal appearance. I was a 
thoroughly Spanish-looking girl, with very large 
and intensely dark eyes, and a profusion of blue- 
black glossy hair, which, when unbound, fell far 
below my waist. I was inclined to be pale, but 
my lips were vividly red. I had the hands and 
fe2t of an Andalusian, the walk and figure of a 
Madrilena. I was beautiful—yes, I v>ae beautiful 
—my cracked little mirror had told me so, for 
years past. And so, when arrayed in my pictur¬ 
esque, and I must admit, becoming costume, 
witn a scarlet pomegranate blossom looping back 
tSe folds of my veil, even the manager felt my 
beauty, and came forward to utter his words of 
praise and encouragement, as I stood trembling 
and heartsick at the side-scenes. The only being 
on earth who loved me, M. Mazille, was absent. 
He formed an important part of our tiny 
orchestra, and was forced to be at his post in 
front. The music struck up. The curtain rose. 
Desperate, miserable, and trembling, I summoned 
up all my courage, and dashed upon the stage. 

No applause greeted my entrance. I was a 
novice, untried, unknown. But I bravely clashed 
my castanets, and took the first step. Just then, 
a half-drunken working-maq, right in front, 
arose ; and with pointed finger and leering eyes, 
shouted across the house, to some comrade, a 
horribly coarse remark about me. It was so 
coarse and vile, indeed, that a thrill of unutter¬ 
able mental anguish seized upon me. The 
castanets dropped from my uplifted hands. I 
wavered, faltered, and sank in a senseless heap 
upon the stage. 

Dimly, vaguely, painfhlly, did consciousness 
return to me; but only after a long interval of 
insensibility. I knew not at first where I was, 
or what had happened. There was a scent of 
ether, and camphor, and of strong perfumes in the 
air; and bending over me, I saw, as through a 
mist or a veil, a handsome masculine face, with 
dreamy blue eyes and chestnut locks, and a long 
fair moustache; and I heard, as if afar off, some 
broken fragments of a conversation which I could 
not comprehend: 

" Then you are resolved ?” 

“ I have said it,” was the answer. 11 1 have 


! 
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made full inquiries about her. She is a good, 
pure girl. She hates this life. I will redeem 
her from it.” 

11 You are mad—stark, staring, raving mad.” 

“ Well, say I am mod. It matters nothing to 
you. Only, let me treat my mental malady 
after my own fashion.” 

"And you would make this—this—dancer 
LadyVerney?” 

" Even so, Jules. Better do that, than let this 
vision of purity escape me; for that would be 
a deeper madness—a severer pang.” 

My senses, by this time, had fully returned to 
me. I raised myself slowly on my arm. Mon¬ 
sieur Mazille was kneeling beside the temporary 
couch upon which I had been placed. But my 
eyes wandered past him, to seek that unknown 
visage that had floated before me like the image 
of a dream. So did I first look upon the face of 
Edmund Verney. Beautiful, mournful, almost 
ethereal, was that young and handsome counte¬ 
nance. The large soft eyes that were fixed upon 
my face, with such an intent yet troubled gaze, 
wore the hue and the lustre and something of 
the vague mystery of the far-off skies. He was 
tall and slightly formed, with a complexion of 
feminine delicacy, which, with the transparency 
of his long slender white hands, seemed to 
betoken fragile health. He looked, too, young 
as he was, like one who had suffered deeply. 
Beside him stood a young and good-looking 
Frenchman, smiling covertly to himself under 
the shadow of bis black moustache, and whisking 
carelessly a slender cane. The fair-haired un¬ 
known stepped forward. 

" Mademoiselle is better, I trust,” he said, in 
that deep soft voice which had already become 
the sweetest of all music to my ear. 

I stammered some few words in reply; and 
M. Mazille, rising from his kneeling posture, 
shot a glance of mingled distrust and admiration 
at the newcomer. 

" To-morrow, then—we will meet to-morrow,” 
he said, bowing over the hand he had taken 
with the deferential grace of a prince towards a 
queen. Then, with one lingering backward- 
thrown glance, he left the room, followed by 
his mocking companion. 

" To-morrow,” muttered my fhithful compan¬ 
ion, " well, well, old Mazille is here, and he will 
guar<) thee, my Dolores.” 

Contrary to my expectations, Juana did not fly 
into one of her furious rages at hearing of my { 
failure. She only muttered: "Perhaps it is 
better so,” and ordered me to my room. I was 
glad to escape, for I still felt sick and dizzy; and 
besides, I longed for an opportunity to dream 
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over the face and form that had made so deep 
an impression upon my imagination. 

It was late the following day when I arose. 
My toilette was scarcely finished and my scanty 
breakfast taken, when Juana rushed into the 
room. 

“ Off, off with your dress,” she cried, plucking 
vehemently at the fastenings of my black stuff 
frock. “ You must change it. There is a grand 
new one waiting for you, and a bridegroom as 
well. You are to be married, to-day.” 

4 ‘Married?” I cried, starting back, and at¬ 
tempting to push away her busy hands. 

4 ‘Yes, married to the great English lord that 
you saw Isat night. He is mad about you, they 
say; and mad he must be,” with a mocking 
laugh, “ to think of making you his wife.” 

“Can this be true?” I cried, in joyfhl bewil¬ 
derment. 

“ yes, little Dolores, 'it is true, every word of 
it,” said the deep voice of M. Mazille, who at 
that moment appeared upon the threshold. 

“Can you love this gentleman, Dolores?” he 
said, directly, in tender accents, taking my hand 
as he spoke. “ He seems to be a noble and an 
honorable man, though strangely impulsive in 
his actions. As to your marriage, fear nothing, 
little one. I am here to Bee that it is as true, 
and firm, and fast, as priest and ring can make 
it. But if you cannot love him, if you shrink 
from him—” 

“ You are mad, Mazille, mad!” shrieked Juana, 
stamping her foot with rage. “If the girl re¬ 
fuses—” 

“I will not refuse,” I interrupted, hastily. 
“ I consent. I am ready.” 

M. Mazille looked at me, with a saddened 
gaze. 

“So—so—I must lose thee, then, my little 
one,” he sighed. “ But enough. Change thy 
dress, and then come forth to meet the bride¬ 
groom.” 

As if in a dream, I suffered Juana to take off 
my dress, and to replace it with a traveling- 
costume of rich and delicate-hued silk. Then a 
woman entered, a grave, Staid-looking personage, 
bringing a bonnet trimmed to match my dress, a 
pair of gloves, and other accessories. A veil of 
white lace was thrown over my head—the only 
bridal accessory about my toilette; my gloves 
were hastily fitted on, and I was led by M. 
Mazille to the lower room of the inn. There I 
found Sir Edmund Verney waiting for me. As 
I entered, he gave a start; and I heard him 
' exclaim, under his breath, “ Good heavens, I 
was not mistaken. What a likeness!” 

Before the table—hastily draped and prepared 


for the occasion—stood a priest, in full canonicals. 
M. Mazille drew me gently forward; Sir Edmund 
placed himself beside me; and the binding words 
that united us forever were speedily spoken. A 
few hurried farewells were exchanged. I was 
clasped for one instant in the arms of M. Mazille; 
I felt his hot tears upon my cheek; and the next 
moment, I was placed in a luxurious carriage; 
the horses started off, and my old life faded from 
me into the dim distance, leaving me seated 
beside the dream vision of my soul—my, as yet, 
unknown husband. 


CHAPTER III. 

EXTRACTS FROM MY DIARY. 

Vhrney Park, December 6th.—I have now 
been married eight months. Is this life mar¬ 
riage ? I had a dream of mutual love, and daily 
companionship, and now— 

My husband loves me, it may—nay, it mutt be. 
Else why did he marry me—me, the strolling 
player? But since the May morning that he 
brought me here, I have only seen him twice, 
and that for a few minutes each time. 

I have nothing to compldin of—nothing. My 
wildest imaginings never pictured anything so 
lovely as this place, with ita vast park crowded 
with huge and ancient trees, ^here the tiirf is 
so soil and green, and the deer esaie and go like 
glancing shadows. And the hoiitav too, so large, 
so quaint, so old-foshioned. It was built in the 
reign of Queen Elizabeth, they tell me. I know 
all about Queen Elizabeth now, and about many 
another king and queen of history; for I have 
been studying hard—what else have I had to do? 
Besides which, I hope, when I have learned all 
things befitting Lady Verney’s station, that my 
husband will come to seek me out, and make me 
happy with his society. 

I have a governess—a companion, call her 
what you will—a kind old lady named Mrs. Ray. 
who is rather quiet and reticent, it may be, but 
who is patience itself, as well as learning personi¬ 
fied. She superintends my .lessons, for I have 
masters for languages and music; and she has 
given me innumerable lectures on my dress and 
deportment. I have a maid of my own, and 
countless dresses; yet I go nowhere, and I see 
no one. I walk in the park, and sometimes go 
out on horseback, with"a groom behind me; but 
when I do ride, it is always at an hour when 
there are but few persons abroad. The country 
around Verney Park is very beautiftil, and I 
believe we have many neighbors, but I know 
none of them. 

There is one thing about my lessons that I do 
not understand: and that is why Mrs. Ray is so 
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particular about certain details of my studies and 
my manners. Evidently, she wants to keep me 
a Spanish woman as much as possible. I should 
have thought she would have tried to turn me 
into an English one. 1 am studying a Spanish 
song, “La Mandolinala” it is called, with my 
music-teacher; and she is as anxious that I should 
be perfect in it as though my life depended upon 
its successful execution. Then I rehearse a 
certain style of walking with her; and she 
worries over my step and gestures in a manner 
singularly at variance with her usual placidity of 
demeanor. 

January 20 th.—Why did I ever think of 
keeping a journal? What have I to chronicle, 
except the quiet and monotonous tenor of my 
daily life; my walks, studies, and drives; “ La 
Mandolinala ,” of which I am heartily weary; 
and my lessons in deportment from Mrs. Ray ? 

Junk 6 th.—How long it is since I touched my 
journal! But now something has really hap¬ 
pened. We—that is, Mrs. Ray—has received a 
letter. My husband is coming to Verney Park. 
I am glad, and yet I am half afraid. Suppose I 
should not please him? Suppose I have not 
improved as rapidly as he wished and expected ? 
But he is eoaring; Mid I mean to cast away all 
fear and anxiety, and be happy in the expecta¬ 
tion. I hmm been in and out of the rooms, 
preparing fbpfiim, fifty times a day. I mean to 
gather great bouquets of roses, to put in his 
dressing-room; and I have hung my favorite 
copy of the Murillo Madonna over his writing- 
table. 

July 1 st.—He has come. He is gone. I sit 
down to collect my scattered thoughts, and try 
to puzzle out the meaning of what I have seen 
and heard. 

He arrived a week ago. I was out walking in 
the park when he came. My first impulse was 
to rush to him at once, but Mrs. Ray restrained 
me. “He is weary, and does not wish to be 
disturbed,” she said. Too weary to see his wife, 
I thought? But I crushed back the hot tears, 
and resolved to be patient. For, after all, had 
he not taken me away from Juana and that 
horrible life ? I should have been now either a 
ballet-dancer, or else dead from very shame and 
misery. And he must have loved me, else why 
did he marry me ? 

I busied myself about my usual avocations: 
my reading, drawing, and music, for the rest of 
the day, too proud and pained to let any trace of 
my real feelings escape me. That eternal Mando- 
linata! Mrs. Ray made me repeat it twenty 
times, at least. Then, when dinner was over 
(Sir Edmund — I cannot call him husband— 


\ dined in his own apartments), she took me up- 
| stairs to superintend my dress. The toilette 
\ she put on me was one that I had never worn nor 
i even seen before. It was white, of some gauzy, 
5 silken tissue, trimmed with a profusion of finest 
l black lace. My maid dressed my hair in a new 
l and peculiar style, placing in it a high Spanish 

> comb, over which she threw a black mantilla 
i veil, which she fastened back with a single 
\ scarlet rose. A similar rose was placed in the 
\ bosom of my dress. Then Mrs. Ray placed in 
| my hands a fan of ivory and black lace, and 
s made me pace slowly to and fro in the room, 
s fanning myself as I did so. I heard her mur- 

> mur, under her breath: “ —he miul 

> be satisfied now.*’ Then when sdft%ad minutely 
| inspected every detail of my dre&, she led the 
\ way downstairs to the door of the grtat drawing- 
! room. 

j By this time, the sun had be€n set fot some 
ij time, and the soft summer twilight brooded over 


> the earth. One end of the long room was dimly 
j lighted by two or three glimmering candles. The 
j rest of it was left in obscurity. Mrs. Ray took 
< me to the side door, which opened on the lighted 
\ end. There stood the grand piano. It was open, 

I now; but no music was placed upon its desk, 
nor had the candles in the side-branches attached 
to it been lighted. 

“Enter,” said Mrs. Ray to me, softly, “and 
observe my instructions minutely. You are to 

i walk slowly half a dozen times across the room, 
fanning yourself, and as if lost in meditation; 
then you are to seat yourself at the piano, and 
sing La Mandolinala , exactly Ss y6u have been 
\ taught to sing it.” 

$ My mind was in a whirl, a maze of hewilder- 
) ment, at the oddity of the situation. But I 
\ obeyed, mechanically. My theatrical training 
^ came into play at that moment. Slowly I glided 
\ to and fro, with drooping head and swaying fen. 

\ My glances occasionally sought the other end of 
\ the apartment; but they were powerless to 
> pierce the obscurity which reigned there. Was 
\ my husband watching me ? Was it in this way 
^ that he wished to judge of my progress in grace 
|and refinement? A whisper from Mrs. Ray, 

\ who remained in concealment outside the door, 

| checked my promenade, when I had continued it 
| for a few minutes; and then, obedient to her 
\ directions, I seated myself at the piano, and 
> began to sing. Insensibly, as I did so, I became 
| interested and absorbed in my song. The thought 
> that perhaps my husband was listening to me 
\ unseen lent fervor to my accents and power to 
\ my voice. The sweet wailing minor of the 
\ melody floated upon the air like an utterance of 
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appealing sorrow, of pathetic pain. Suddenly, 
as I sang, I was caught in the grasp of two 
powerful arms; I was enfolded and crushed in 
an embrace whose violence seemed like the 
passion of despair; a rain of kisses fell swift 
and burning on my hair, my brow, my lips. 

“Inez, Inez—my Inez!” cried a voice—my 
husband's voice—in accents of passionate anguish 
and tenderness. Then I was released. A form 
vanished into the outer darkness, and was gone. 
I sprang to follow. But I was alone. 

“ Husband !” I cried. 

But the vast room gave back my call in a hollow 
echo, and that alone. Then a strange fear seized 
upon me, apd I fled to the silence and security 
of my own apartments. Mrs. Ray was waiting 
for me there. But in vain did I ask from her 
some explanation of what had happened. 

“ It was very odd, certainly. Of course it was 
Edmund who had so startled me. Perhaps 
gentlemen took strange freaks, sometimes. No, 
1 could not see him — not that evening—to¬ 
morrow, perhaps.” And so I took off my gay 
new dress, and sat down to marvel and meditate 
over what had happened, and try to search out 
some meaning in it. 

The next day, I asked again to see my husband. 
He was gone. 

What does this mean? Why am I shut up 
here like the Eastern slaves of whom I have 
read? Am I never to be released, never to 
become the companion of my husband’s life and 
affections, never to take my place beside him in 
the world ? If so, it were better that I had died. 
Better had he left me to work out my destiny on 
the stage at Lerollois, with Juana for my perse¬ 
cutor, and Monsieur Mazille for my protector. 
Bear old Monsieur Mazille I He, at least, loved 
me; and this man, blue-eyed, graceful, hand¬ 
some, fascinating, he scorns me—and worse, he 
loves another. So, at least, does it seem to me. 
What, to be clasped to his heart, and hear 


another woman’s name fall from the lips that 
had just imprinted on mine their first love-kiss I 
Oh, who will unravel for me this mystery? 
“Inez, dear Inez!” he had said. Who is the 
Inez thus passionately apostrophized? What 
had my husband—mine —my husband to do with 
such an utterance, at such a moment? Is she 
some woman that he loves ? If so, why. did he 
marry me? Alas, I know now, from his con¬ 
duct, that he does not love me. But then, why 
did he ever marry me? Ah, why, indeed? 

July 8 th.—J have made a discovery. My 
husband’s rooms conceal some secret, past my 
finding out. There is a door, an inner door, 
communicating with his dressing-room, which i? 
kept locked, and which I am not permitted, to 
open. I discovered it yestey^Mb vhen in yery 
weariness of my own t^ut^ef} ^oughts I left 
my books and pencils, and went wandering like 
a restless spirit through the house, lingering, 
poor fool, the longest in the apartments he had 
so lately occupied, seeking for some trace of his 
presence, and caressing with eager hands and 
throbbing heart a discarded cravat and a faded 
buttonhole bouquet which lay forgotten in one of 
the drawers of his dressing-table,. Then I spied 
the door, which, in all my former visits to this 
room, I had never before noticed, probably 
because it w r as masked behind a hanging of deep- 
green damask which matched the window-cur¬ 
tains; and by some accident or forgetfulness, 
this drapery hod nqw been drawn aside. I tried 
to open it, but it was locked. I summoned Mrs. 
Ray, and instated upon her bringing me the key. 
But this she flatly refused to do, telling me that 
it was by her master’s .orders that the door was 
left fastened. 

I will open it; of that I am resolved. I cannot 
help fancying that the secret of my fate is hidden 
in yonder closed-up room. 1 b it a Bluebeard’s 
chamber ? 

[to bk concluded.] 
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BT ELLA 

You pleaded, and I have oeme, - 
Tho’ I angered all heaven to do it, . j i jv 
And now yon seem blind and dumb; , , f .., j 

Not happy, a* if you knew it 

I was busy and blest and glad 
In that wonderful land of the spirit; 

But you cried so, And seemed so sad, 

I grew troubled and grieved to hear it. 

And I beard yon praying and sueing 
With Jehovah, to see my face, 


And I put down the work I was doing, * L 11 
And broke thro 1 the walls of spec* i 5 i j t i. 

' • j 'i - i * ' 

I am here, leaning over your chair. 

I love you, and want to show it. 

But you seem not to know nor to 001*0; 

If, you looked with your soul, you would know it 

But yon look for the earthly mortal, 

And she went under the sod. 

I will go back to heaven’s portal, 

And make my peace with God. 
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The train stopped, with a jerk. 

44 We dine, here/' said the Rev. Dr. Stdrr. 

The doctor, in conjunction with his wife, was 
convoying through Europe a party of eight young 
ladies. 

Edith Aylett, one of the party, had been 
feasting her eyes on the beauties of the Sem- 
mering Alps. She now turned to her com-; 
panions. 

44 1 am sure I, at least/’ she said, 44 am hungry 
enough.’* And she arose, briskly, and followed 
the doctor and Mrs. Storr out of the car and 
into the salle & manger, with the rest of the 
party. 

The array of bright young faces brought a rush 
of eager waiters forward. Edith had too good 
an appetite not to appreciate the very excellent 
dinner. But she was not so engrossed that she 
did not take time to reconnoitre her fellow- 
passengers at the table. 

Suddenly, she uttered a slight exclamation. 

44 What is it?” asked May Shields, who sat 
next to her. 44 Ah! I see. There is that artist, 
again, we met in the Rhine Maiis-Thum forest, 
and his route has crossed ours constantly since. 
It’s very queer, isn’t it, his following us so 
persistently?” 

44 1 do not know that he does follow us,” Baid 
Edith, “any more than we follow him. You 
remember how we came upon him at the Drach- 
enfels ?” 

44 Yes,” said May. 44 But then, who knows 
whether he had not heard that we were to go to 
the Drachenfels ? I feel sure he did follow us to 
Potsdam and Sans Souci.” 

44 Perhaps,” returned Edith. 44 But if so, you 
must have been the magnet.” 

44 Must I? Well, I was not the one whpse 
sketch-book was returned in the shell-room at 
Potsdam. Neither was I the young lady who 
was saved from a tumble down the steps of 
Queen Louisa’s mausoleum at Charlottenburg.” 

Edith’s cheek flamed. 

44 Those miserable sketches!” she said, with a 
gesture of self-disgust. 44 What must he, a real ; 
artist, have thought of the botches ?” 

44 Yet Doctor Storr says you have a real talent 
for sketching.” 

44 Oh,” returned Miss Aylett, betraying herself, 

44 my little talent is, I suppose, nothing in com- \ 
( 212 ) 


parison with the real genius of this Mr. Bren¬ 
nan.” 

44 Brennan ?” repeated May, in surprise. 44 How 
do you know his name?” 

Edith colored. 

44 He gave me his card, whilst holding the gate 
open for us to pass out of the mausoleum.” 

44 Humph 1 ” said May. 44 1 can’t see why he 
should have deemed it necessary to introduce 
himself, just because he had saved you from a 
fall.” 

44 He said he had accidentally seen my name 
when he picked up the sketch-book, and he 
thought he ought to give me his in return.” 

44 What fallacious twiddle-twaddle; and what 
a sly innocent you are, Edith Aylett. After 
such revelations, I suppose I might guess what 
does really draw this rising star from his orbit.” 

“I know What I guess,”'returned Edith, with 
an embarrassed laugh. 44 1 guess this hook back 
here, which keeps catching in my hat, is about to 
pull my head off.” At the same time, she lifted 
her hand to unfasten her hat from one of the 
hooks in the wall, used for the summer fans. 

44 Do not lean back so far,” suggested May, 
releasing her. But Edith was guiltily conscious 
of the pair of eyes constantly turned in her 
direction, and she was anxious to draw back out 
of sight as far as practicable. 

44 1 will take my hat off,” she said, removing 
the broad-brimmed Rubens shading her face. 
“ My head is not high enough to reach the hook 
without it.” 

She hung the hat on the back of May’s cliair, 
and the' two girls continued their conversation. 
But they had not many minutes for confidences. 
The car-whistle sounded its note of warning. 
There was a general uprising, and a rush made 
for the train. 

“May Shields,” called Mrs. Storr, 44 will you 
carry this luncheon to Julia Raines ? She had a 
headache, you know, and I would not let her 
leave the coupd.” 

44 Certainly,” answered the obliging May. 

Gathering up her veil and gloves from the back 
of her chair, she hurried off, not noticing that, in 
her promiscuous collection, she had borne away 
Edith’8 hat, dangling by one long string. Edith 
perceived the mistake. She arose from her seat, 
calling after May. The noise and bustle was 
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such, however, that the heedless girl went on 
without hearing the call, never glancing back to 
see into what an unlucky plight her friend had 
fallen. 

In truth, Miss Aylett was fairly entrapped. 
She had pushed her chair back from the table, 
and rising quickly, had advanced a step, only to 
find herself jerked violently back. A braid of 
her hair had been caught by the hook which had 
fretted her so during dinner. 

Neither did the hook, insensate though it was, 
seem inclined to yield readily its beautiful spoil. 
Worried by the delay, Miss Aylett twitched at 
and shook the braid impatiently; but it only 
became the more hopelessly entangled. Mean¬ 
time, Doctor Storr and his party had left the 
dining-hall, and were settling into their couptS; 
those inside thinking that Miss Aylett was out* 
Bide, while those without were thinking that she 
was within the carriage. So, no one missed her. 
Yes, there was one! For just as the train was 
fairly getting under way, a lithe athletic figure 
appeared at the door of the smoking coup£ ; said 
a word to the guard, slipping a bribe into the 
hand outstretched to unlock the door; and in a 
twinkling, there were two men standing on the 
platform. In another twinkling, a daring leap 
hod been successfully made; and while the guard 
gave his warning cry : “ Take oarc, thereand 
Kellner and Dreuetmadchen of the Hotel Grilner 
Baum hailed the exciting episode with frantic 
gesticulation and a Bnbel of tongues, Douglas 
Brennan, preserving his balance, waved his 
hand to the guard, just as the train swept 
around the, curve. 

Then, with a half-anxious look blending incon¬ 
gruously with the smile of assured triumph parting 
his lips, he turned and strode directly toward 
the talle & manger. 

In the meantime, poor Edith’s soul had been 
harrowed through every stage of despair, from 
anxiety to the utter, forlorn hopelessness which 
seized upon her when she heard the last shrill 
whistle sound, and the car-wheels revolve faster 
and faster as the express swept on its way toward 
Trieste. She had struggled valiantly for release. 
She had quite dislodged, root and branch, several 
gleaming strands of her beautiful hair. She had 
even kicked her pretty little boots against the 
wall, calling lustily for help. 

But the dining-hall was emptied of waiters 
and all, the attention of the entire Qruner Baum 
being concentrated upon the departing express. 
When the train had finally started, Edith had 
given over the impotent struggle with fate. 
Through a window some distance away, she 
had seen the puffing columns of smoke from the 


engine, and then the vanishing train. She did 
not faint, but she did lean back against the wall, 
weak, colorless; and 'great slow tears forced 
their way from under her lids, and trickled 
down her white cheeks. 

So Douglas Brennan saw her, as he stepped 
within the doorway. Without hesitation, he 
moved forward. She was aroused by the sound 
of his footsteps; and tingling with shame and 
mortification, she covered her eyes and face, 
while her tears fell faster, forcing their way 
through her trembling fingers. 

Brennan hastened his step, and was beside 
her in a moment. 

‘‘Don't,” he said, beseechingly, “don’t be so 
distressed. Please try to imagine that I am Dr. 
Storr, spectacles and all. I will take the best 
care of you in the world. I beg you will con¬ 
sider me as a brother, a father—what you will.*' 

With her face still hidden, and her tears yet 
falling, Edith began to laugh hysterically. The 
idea of imagining the slender, graceful artist to 
be the rubicund-visaged, Falstaffian Doctor Storr 
appealed keenly to her sense of ludicrous. Soon, 
her tears were dispersed, and her buoyant nature 
asserted its ascendancy. 

“That is right,” he said, cheerily. “It is 
always better to laugh than to cry. But are you 
laughing because I am in a like predicament with 
yourself? You see the train has left me, too.” 

“I know,” said Miss Aylett, her blushes 
kindling. “ I saw how you happened to be left, 
and I appreciate your chivalry in beh’alf of a 
damsel in distress. But it was a dangerous 
experiment.” 

“ No, I took no risk. I bribed the guard to . 
let me off, and to say to Doctor Storr that I would 
see you were attended to, and should be brought 
to him safely in Trieste.” 

“ How kind and thoughtfbl,” said Edith, her 
eyes again glis^efiing with tears. “ I was feeling 
utterly forlorn, when you came in.” 

“ No wonder, to be chained to the wall after 
this fashion. But permit me—” stepping nearer, 
and lifting gently the long braids of red gold. 

“ You cannot extricate yourself, but I will have 
you free in a moment. Ah! what a pity—” 
raising and disentangling the network of silken 
clinging ringlets. “ Poor child! What a state 
of desperation you must have been in. Ah ! this 
lock won’t come. It’s more difficult than I 
thought it.” 

“If you cannot extricate it,” said Edith, half 
laughing and half crying, “ would it not be better 
to cut it off?” 

“ Cut it? Oh, no, that would be sacrilege.” 

But though he unbound and unplaited her 
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braids, the fine threads become more matted or ; 
enmeshed, so that at last he was compelled to 
sacrifice one of the long strands. She drew a 
deep sigh of relief; turned and held out her hand 
for the lock he had cut off. But while undoing it, 
he looked down at her oyer his shoulder. 

“ Would you be less generous to me than 
Andromeda was to Perseus? Would she have 
refused him the chains by which she had been 
bound ?” 

For an instant, Edith Aylett drew herself up 
haughtily. His answer was to drop the hair 
into her palm. 

“ You can give it to me, if you will, when you 
know me better,” he said, with a light laugh; 
and Miss Aylett felt somehow that she had been 
perpetrating a little meanness. 

He noticed her embarrassment, and said with 
tact: 

“ Suppose we go in search of die gute frau of 
the establishment. She can probably put you in 
the hands of a better hair-dresser than I have 
proven to be. Where is your hat?” 

“My hat?” repeated Edith, bewildered. 
“Oh,” looking aghast, “that miserable May 
Shields has carried off my hat on the train also.” 

“ Never mind. That is a loss easily remedied. 
We can find a hat at any of the shops. Sit here 
a moment, while I go in search of the Gaetwirth . 
We will trust in Providence to find him and his 
good dame. They are a fatherly and motherly 
couple, who will take you in their care, and 
make you feel more at ease.” Nor was the trust 
belied; for when he returned with the Herr 
Schmidt and his wife, Edith directly found her¬ 
self almost taken into the arms of the worthy 
Gaelwirtfiinn, while Herr Schmidt stood smiling 
approval. 

His good wife soon'bore their ypung guest off 
to her more private domain in, the Qriiner Baum , 
and an hour later, Brenaaft f 4ound her there, 
installed in the ohair of honor, in the cleanly, 
fragrant kitchen. He was delighted te see Miss 
Aylett looking so cheery, and appearing thor¬ 
oughly at ease. 

“ I have been to buy a hat for you,” he said, 
*• but I am afraid you’ll hardly like it. I could 
do no better, however.” As he spoke, he ex¬ 
hibited a miniature tower of straw, wondrously 
decorated with gay ribbons, and a gorgeous bird 
of an unknown species. 

“ It was the very best I could do,” Brennan 
said to Edith, who was looking up at him with a 
quizzical expression. “ This place is, I find, 
leagues above Paris in its fashions.” 

“ And near enough to Paradise to steal from 
thence one of its gorgeous plumaged birds?” 


naively questioned Edith, lifting the long feathers 
drooping from the hat. 

“ Ah, you do not like it ? It will not do ?” 

“ I should be hard to satisfy, should I not,” 
she quickly answered, marking the disappoint¬ 
ment in his tone, “ if the holiday headgear of a 
Semmering fraulein pleased me not? It is a 
little more conspicuous than my Rubens—a little 
too prononcf for my taste, perhaps—” 

“ I should think so, indeed,” he interposed, 
quickly. “ But try it on, please. If it is be¬ 
coming, we will strive to make the best of what 
cannot be made better.” 

Edith laughed, but lifted the towering sugar- 
loaf to crown her braids, which had by this time 
been reduced to their usual state of graceful 
becomingness. 

“ Wundereehon /” cried Frau Schmidt. 

“ Wunderlich /” said Malchen, the kitchen- 
maid, shuffiing her clogs in ecstasy. 

“ Wie reizend /” quavered Herr Schmidt, body 
and voice alike in a tremble. 

“Will it do?” Edith asked, turning her 
piquant face around for Brennan’s inspection. 

He made her no answer in words; but there 
was a something in the sudden lighting of his 
eyes, which caused her own to falter in their 
frank gaze. 

She turned quickly, and moved towards the 
little three-cornered mirror, which, suspended 
over the kitchen dresser, reflected everything 
in the room with, the grotesque obliquity natural, 
perchance, to a thing of its mercurial consti¬ 
tution. 

“ Don’t,” cried Brennan, hastily stepping in 
front of her. “Don’t look in the glass to see 
yourself. Let me make a sketch of you in the 
hat. You shall see yourself in it, just as I see 
you now. Come for a climb on the mountain. 
It has many points of interest, and while you 
are looking at them, I will look at you, and make 
the sketch of you.” 

Edith, after a moment’s hesitation, assented. 
The next train would not be along, she knew, for 
several hours. Besides, she owed some little 
return, at least, to him for the service he had 
done her, Acdordingly, they were soon climbing 
the precipitous streets of the hamlet; and leaving 
them behind, continued their ascent to the con¬ 
vent and its neighboring chapel, nestling in an 
eyrie perch underneath one of the Semmering 
crags. At the summit, they sat down to rest, 
before going through the church or the cloisters. 

Brennan opened his sketching-rack. 

“ Are you really going to make a picture of 
me?” she asked, coloring a little. 

“ If the mirror in the kitchen had been better. 
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you would have seen that nature has been before 
me in that work.” 

She blushed, but laughed. 

“ I shall have to frame my questions more 
carefully, as I find you can talk like a courtier, 
as well as sketch like an artist.” 

“But,” said Brennan, smiling, “I am not by 
profession either artist or courtier. These 
pleasant Bohemian jaunts, these sketches and 
sketching days, are but the relaxation in my life- 
work. Turn your face more this way, please. 
I can sketch better, and talk better, if you are 
looking directly at me; and I would like to tell 
you a little about myself, if you can have the 
patience to listen.” 

# “ I do not know,” said Miss Aylett, “ that I 

have any other engagement, this afternoon ; and 
you will find me a good listener.” 

“ Well, it will be enough to say that I am a 
native South Ckrolinian. I entered the Medical 
Class at the University of Virginia, in 1871 . 
By the way,” glancing up again, “ I met a young 
Aylett there from Richmond, Virginia. Are’you 
not from that place also?” 

“ Yes, I am a native of Richmond.” 

“So was Aylett—Jack Aylett was his name. 
Ten to one,” energetically snapping his fingers, 
in an almost boyish excitement, as he gazed 
earnestly into her face, “ ten to one he is kin of 
yours. Why, it is the very likeness which has 
so haunted me in your features. * I thought I 
had known just such a face—known and admired 
it at some time in my life; and I did admire 
and love Jack Aylett’s bright fbee, as I did no 
other. On no better-hearted, whole-souled fellow 
did the sun shine.” 

Edith’s eyes glistened. 

“ You say of him no more than is true,” she 
said, proudly. “Jack is my brother, and a 
nobler one never lived.” 

“Jack—your brother? Jack Aylett?” cried 
Douglas Brennan, leaping to his feet. Seizing 
Edith’s hand, he gave it a hearty shake. “ You 
must pardon my outburst,” he said; «*but it 
stirs my heart even to think of Jack Aylett. 
Why, we were chums—room-mates, Jonathan 
and David, Damon and Pythias, to each other, 
those two years at the University. Afterward, 
we were two more years together in the hospitals 
in New York. Then I had my appointment to a 
frontier post, while Jack settled in St. Louis; 
so we have only heard from each other at rare i 
intervals since. I do not fbrget our friendship, j 
though. To think that you are Jack's little j 
sister Edie, of whom he has so often talked to 
me! It seems almost too good to be true. I 
think,” throwing back his head to look into her I 


face, “ that is, I hope, if you had known what 
Jack and I were to each other, you would have 
been willing to trust me with that lock of hair I 
had the barbarity to cut from your head.” 

Edith’s hand dropped into her ulster pocket. 
Drawing forth the tress, she held it out on her 
finger. It hung down nearly to his face, in 
spirals and convolutes of yellow-brown and red- 
brown lights and shades. 

“You can have it now, if you want it,” she 
said. “ I feel sure Jack would wish me to give 
it to you—for his sake.” 

Brenpan took the shining strand, and laid it 
; in a coil upon his palm; he stroked and patted 
; it; he let it twine caressingly around his fingers; 

I and at last, he lifted it a second to his lips. Yet, 
after all, he rejected the gift, permitting it to 
drop back upon her lap. 

“ I do not want it—for Jack’s sake,” he said. 
“ I would prefer you to give me this for my own 
sake; and may-be, one day, you may. I would 
rather wait till then.” 

“ Very well,” she said, with what nonchalance 
she could command; “ only, perhaps, you have 
| lost your chance. But to return to your narra¬ 
tion. How comes it you are so distant from 
your frontier post?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. * 

“I could not any longer endure the savage 

I camping life; and once within the borders of 
civilization, I determined upon a course in the 
French and German schools of surgery. For 
four years, therefore, I have been devoting myself 

I to this specialty. I have given up nine months 
of each year to hard work; but have spent the 
other three as you have seen me, from Cologne to 
MUrz-zuschlag, with only my sketching-rack for 
my companion. This summer, however, makes 
a finish of this pleasant, nomadic sort of life. 
With a trunk comfortably ballasted with diplo¬ 
mas, I shall sail from Liverpool, in the Parthia, 
on the first of October.” 

“ Why,” said Miss Aylett, with a quick laugh 
and blush, “ Doctor Storr returns'by the Parthia 
with us at that time.” 

| Again Douglas threw back his head to look up 
i at the bright, fair face of the girl at his side. 

“ Do you know,” he said, with a slow, pleased 
smile, while her cheek deepened its rose-hue, 
“ I have at times found it necessary to anathe¬ 
matize the Fates, but I shall do it no longer.” 

Miss Aylett made no reply. Possibly she might 
not have heard him, as her fhee was turned 
away, and she was intently regarding the pano¬ 
rama of hill and sky in front of her: the hamlet 
below the crag where they were perched, and the 
silvery MUrs winding by it on its way through 
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picturesque gorge and ravine to its confluence 
■with the Mur, miles away. How much she took 
in of the extended view, how much of its kaleid¬ 
oscopic changes, it might have been difficult for 
herself to say. Still, her eyes were occupied, at j 
least; for she did not look around at her com¬ 
panion until he opened his sketching-rack again. 

“If you will give me five minutes more,” he j 
said, gently, “ I think I can make a finish of 
this, and we can go through the chapel.” 

“ Yes,” said Edith ; “ but we must not tarry 
very long, or Frau Schmidt may take me to task 
for being out After sunset. The day is almost 
done, you see.” 

“I am sacrilegiously wishing,” he answered, 
with a smile, “ that some Joshua was at hand to 
bid the sun stand still.” 


faculty of transforming nature, as a sunbeam 
glorifies an atom of dust crossing its path. Now 
you know that I and my costume could only 
have been converted into this artistic creation 
through some such magical process. Nay, don’t 
disclaim,” handing him back the sketch. “I 
know the indignation you feel, at this attack 
upon your 1 truth to naturebut we have not 
time for discussion. Frau Schmidt will be send¬ 
ing Malchen, or her son, Johann, in search of us.” 

“ Well,” said Brennan, following her down the 
declivity, “ os my drawing is condemned, I sup¬ 
pose you will not object, if I keep it for myself?” 

She glauced at him, half shyly, as they walked 
together along the rugged path. 

“I have no right to withhold that which is 
your own property, have I ? If you think the 


“ Poor Dr. and Mrs. Storr would probably not ^ 
thank you for the wish,” said Edith, promptly. \ 
“ What a worry they must have been in all day*” J 
“ I think,” said Brennan, “ they may feel less \ 
anxious than you imagine. Dr. Storr, I discov- > 
ered to-day, at table d’hote, knows my father and > 
family well. Indeed, he was once pastor in charge \ 
of the church of which my father was a member, j 
The guard will certainly tell him I jumped off the l 
train to take care of you for him”—smiling a' 
little. “ But, at any rate,, their anxiety will not \ 
be of long duration.” > 

Edith shook her head. I 

“ I do not know. If they go to Trieste, to wait \ 
for me there, and our train does not come for us \ 
before midday to-morrow, only see what an ,im- \ 
mense time we will be separated. Why, we will i 
have been detained here twenty-four hours.” s 
“ Only twenty-four hours at this delightful l 
place,” said Brennan, sighing. “Oh, for my > 
Joshua!” i 

For some reason, Miss Aylett found herself J 
echoing the sigh; but she got up directly from j 
the lichen-covered boulder. < 

“ Don’t you think,” she said, laughing, but! 
coloring, “ that, as the day of miracles is past, \ 
we had better anticipate the sun’s departure?) 
Even now his glory lingers on only those higher ) 
cones, and the nights sweep down quickly in the S 
valleys like this of the Miirz. I do not really ^ 
care for an inside view of the chapel. You will J 


likeness a good one, I think the execution of it 
better ; so, if your sketch possesses one, or both 
merits, why should you not keep it?” 

“The question is not ‘W'hy not?’ but ‘May 
I?’” said Brennan, reaching out his hand to 
assist her down an abrupt descent. 

For some distance he had to lend her this aid. 
Her hand was held in his close, strong grasp, 
and the path wound its way around jutting crags 
and over outcropping ledges of granite. Hence, 
she was so occupied that she made him no answer 
until they were on level ground once more. In 
truth, she was about to withdraw her hand, with¬ 
out making -answer at all. But Brennan closed 
his grasp yet more firmly around her fingers, and 
repeated, “ May I ?” 

“Have the picture?” she asked, after an in¬ 
stant’s hesitation. “ As possession is nine points 
of the law, I suspect I am bound to concede any 
remaining points in this case. If you think I 
have any claim on the picture, why, then, I 
relinquish it in your favor.” 

“ Thanks,” he said, releasing her hand. “ Your 
generous concession makes me regret I did not 
ask for the lock of hair again at the same time.” 

But, as they were now approaching the Griiner 
2?ou7»*Edith did not think it incumbent upon her 
to take the least notice of this strong hint. 

Nor did Douglas Brennan have an opportunity 
to renew it during the evening, as Frau Schmidt 
seized upon her young guests, hospitably intent 


have time, in the morning, to complete your | upon entertaining them until bedtime, 
sketch, before the express comes, will you not?” \ Wearied as she was by the day’s excitement, 
“ But I could not afford to risk to-morrow for l Miss Aylett did not feel averse to saying good- 
this,” returned Brennan, who, while she spoke, > night when the hour for it finally came. And 
had been working to good purpose. “ See if you J well, too, did she sleep. So well, that the sun- 
think I could,” turning round, for her inspection, ! light was not only gilding the mountain-crest, 
the graceful drawing he had made. I but had found its way quite into the depths of 

“You artists,” said Edith, looking at the pio- < the valley, when Malchen came to arouse her 
ture, a half smile dimpling her lips, “ have the 1 from her slumber. 
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A tardy toilette she mode, shrinking coyly 
from meeting Douglas Brennan, and was relieved 
when Malchen came again later, to ask if she 
would not prefer breakfast at Frau Schmidt’s 
table, in the warm kitchen, rather than have a 
cheerless meal to herself in the great sails & 
manger . “ For,” said Malchen, in her quaint 
dialect, bringing a flush to Miss Aylett’s cheek, 
“the fraulein’s brother, or cousin, is by this 
hour far up among the mountains, whither he 
and Johann went, at day dawn, for a shot or two 
at game. They may not return for an hour or 
more, so the fraulein had best not wait.” 

Miss Aylett was still dallying with the snowy 
egg-cups, and the crisp twists of German bread, 
when Johann, stalwart and brawny, came stalking 
into the kitchen, flinging down upon its boards a 
well-filled bag of game. His clanking step was 
followed at once by a more elastic, springing 
one, which Edith hod anticipated, and which she 
recognized without difficulty. 

A moment later, Douglas Brennan was ex¬ 
changing greetings with her; and afterwards she 
remained, at the frau’s instigation, while he 
and Johann ate their breakfasts in turn; and bo 
almost unconsciously the morning passed, till 
they heard the shrill whistle of the express 
train. 

“And now,” said Brennan, when at last they 
were off, “I suppose we are safely booked for 
Trieste.” • 

“ Yes,” said Edith. “ But I am sorry the 
freshet in the lower valley washed away the tele¬ 
graph connection, so we could not have a word 
from Doctor Storr to-day. One thing is certain, 
though: no sails & manger, however tempting, 
can beguile me from this coupd, till we land at 
Trieste. I shall not get off the train, until Doc¬ 
tor Storr has me in charge.” 

Brennan laughingly protested against her im¬ 
plied distrust of his ability to take care of her. 
She answered blithely, being as light of heart as 
he. So the flow of badinage went on, now 
brimming with mirth and laughter, and now 
murmuring with tender cadences—a fair stream 
from their hearts’ bright fountain bearing them 
—whither? 

Short-sighted mortals! In the journey of life, 
none of us cJK claim, as Brennan and Edith dM, 
to be booked through to any point, with a cer¬ 
tainty of reaohing there at our own appointed 
time. Scarcely had the express borne them 
thirty miles along their route, when they were 
whirled beyond the confluence of the Miirz with j 
the Mur into the midst of the scenes of the late j 
freshet. Everywhere the force of the flood had j 
*pent itself; but there was the trail of the dis-1 


aster throughout the ravine. The Mur River 
had returned within bounds, but the waters were 
still muddy, and the current was Bwifl and 
strong. 

“ The stream must have gone quite over this 
road in places,” said Miss Aylett, a little anx¬ 
iously. 

“Oh, yes,” said Brennan; “but the officials 
are very carefhl in their examination of the 
places liable to be washed or undermined. Rail¬ 
road accidents are comparatively of rare occur¬ 
rence in this country, you know.” 

“But,” said Edith, drawing a long sigh of 
relief, as the train rushed out from the ravine, 
leaving the Mur at a distance on their left, “ I 
shall feel more comfortable with this breathing 
space between us and that ugly-looking torrent.” 

“ I cannot see,” said Brennan, teazingly, as he 
glanced from the window, “ that there would be 
more than a choice of evils between a tumble 
down this embankment and one from the precip¬ 
itous crags of the ravine.” 

“ I will take my chances from this point, I 
believe,” answered Edith, lightly. 

“ Well,” he said, referring to his pocket guide, 
“ I think you are pretty sate in doing so, for we 
are not far from a station, I see, where tfcs engine 
stops to take on water.” 

Edith made no reply. Indeed, she had not 
time. Their coupd gave a sudden leap forward; 
the whole car quivered like a mortally wounded 
thing in the death throes, and then bounded 
madly on, lurching and swaying, every timber 
creaking. An instant later, there was a universal 
upheaval of the foundations under them. The 
crashing and grinding and crunching was some¬ 
thing awfril to hear. 

But it lasted only for a second of time. Then 
the riven oar leaped from the embankment, and 
executing a somersault, whirled over on its side a 
hopeless wreok, lying at the base of the declivity, 
filled with human souls writhing in pain. 

At the first signal of danger, Brennan had 
thrown out his arm to grasp Edith, but the 
second lurch of the coupd dashed them apart, 
and in the final crash he was wedged against the 
roof, sustaining numberless oontusions, the seri¬ 
ousness of which he was as yet unable to deter¬ 
mine. 

Edith had been less fortunate. Thrown to the 
lower side of the car, almost everything the 
coupl contained; including the single fat, jolly¬ 
faced female who had been their vis-d-vis all the 
way from Miirz-zuschlag, was heaped on top of 
her. Hence, it was not surprising that when 
rescue came she should have been taken from 
the wreck unconscious, and apparently lifeless. 
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Fortunately for her, and for the other wounded 
passengers, however, the station was but a mile 
distant, and they were soon borne thither. 

Edith remained unconscious during the trans¬ 
fer. Indeed, she was in no better .condition 
when she was laid upon a couch, in one of the 
neat chambers of the only hotel Bruck contained. 

Fortunately, however, she found friends ready 
to attend her. Bruck was the next .station to 
Miirz-zuschlag, and at Brack* Doctor Storr and 
his party had been domiciled since they reached 
there, the evening before. For once, the rev¬ 
erend doctor had proved stubborn, and would 
not go on to Trieste, but would stop at the nearest 
point. “No,” he said, “I cannot leave Miss 
Ayleti; I will telegraph back to* her, and say 
we wait here.” But he found, to his consterna¬ 
tion, the telegraph wires down. There was, how¬ 
ever, a great burden lifted from his heart to< 
know that Brennan was with her. His leaping 
from the train, to see that no harm came to her, 
was just such an unselfish, kindly deed as he 
might have expected from a son of his old friend, 
Doctor Douglas Brennan. 

Her friends were in an agony of fear, when 
she was brought into the station, so white and 
still. Hir syncope was of moderate duration, 
however; but when she did arouse to conscious¬ 
ness, it was an awaking to exquisite pain in her 
right hand and wrist. 

At once, of course, it was concluded that her 
arm must have been shattered. 

“ Is no physician to be found anywhere, who 
can afford the poor child relief?” asked Mrs. 
Storr, in a flutter of anxiety. 

Again, for the twentieth time, perhaps, Doctor 
Storr bustled off to hunt for a doctor. Plenty of 
doctors there were in Bruck, all its folk said; but 
every one of them had their hands fiill of the 
maimed from the wreck. So the doctor was re¬ 
turning to his wife, when, on the poroh of the 
hotel, he came faee.to faoe with Douglas Brennan. 
Our hero was wearing a conspicuous strip of 
adhesive plaster over an ugly bruise near bis 
temple, and, having a general air of dilapidation, 
was a pitiful sight to see. 

Brennan, though, did not wait to be questioned. 
He hobbled stiffly forward to meet the doctor. 

“ Will you tell me of Miss Aylett’s real con¬ 
dition?” he said, striving to speak oalmly. “ Some 
say she is dangerously injured. Is there no hope? 
I was so stunned and hart, I did not see her after 
the accident What does her physician say?” 

“ Her physician ?” repeated Doctor Storr, who, 
harassed and nervous, had grown irascible. “ My 
dear sir, her physician says nothing, because she 
has no physician to say anything.’ 1 


“No physician? Great heavens 1 Is she dead?” 

“ Dead ? /No, she isn't dead—that is, she was 
not dead ten minutes ago; but the Lord only 
knows whether she will live or die, if we cannot 
get a physioian, to do something for her. Not 
one in Bruck can I find who hasn’t his hands 
full of the wounded.” 

“ My dear sir,” cried Brennan. “ I am 
a physician — was a practicing physician in 
America — am now just graduated from the 
schools of surgery in Paris. If I can do anything 
for Bliss Ayleti, I beg you will command me.” 

“ My dear boy,” cried the doctor, a suspicious 
moisture glistening in bis eyes, “ may God bless 
you. You've lifted a world’s weight from my 
heart. Come this way.” 

Not less relieved was Mrs. Storr, when they 
entered the sick-room. Edith had fainted again. 
Yet everybody felt more hopeful when Doctor 
Brennan had mode his examination. There was, 
he thought, no internal injury, no shattering of 
bones—-only a displacement of the wrist joint, 
which he proceeded to rectify, thereby sending 
Miss Aylett back to the realm of oblivion from 
which she was just beginning to emerge. The 
rest of the work he accomplished in the absence 
of her consciousness. 

So when she came to herself, Edith found her 
arm comfortably at rest on its support; a gash 
across her palm was wearing its strip of adhesive 
plaster; and there was a general respite from 
the pain which had lately racked her. 

It is safe to affirm that a more devoted phy¬ 
sician, no patient ever had. In his attendance 
upon Miss Aylett, during the ten days of her 
convalescence, Doctor Douglas Brennan was as¬ 
siduous beyond example. Doctor Storr did not 
hesitate to say that he regarded him as a model 
in his profession. Publicly he expressed admir¬ 
ation not only for the young man’s genius, but 
more especially for the unselfishness of his 
present course. 

“Why,” he said to Mrs. Storr, more than 
once, “ he devotes himself to Miss Aylett’s case, 
up here in this obseure place, as though he were 
in no hurry to see the Florentine galleries. Such 
devotion to science must and will have its re¬ 
ward.” 

Mrs. Storr doubtless interpreteJ differently 
the disinterestedness of Edith’s medical adviser; 
but she was a discreet woman, if not a manoeu¬ 
vring chaperon, and held her tongue. 

Edith had something to endure from the pleas¬ 
antries of her young companions, however; but 
even they had been softened by her late danger, 
and were not inclined to tease or torment her as 
unsparingly as they might otherwise have done. 
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What Miss Aylett herself thought of the dis¬ 
interestedness of Brennan might be inferred from 
the payment she made him for his services, the 
evening before they left Brack for Trieste. 

She had naturally enough expressed a desire 
to visit the place where the train had met with 
its disaster. Doctor Brennan had given his 
opinion that the drive would be rather a benefit 
than a disadvantage; moreover, he had offered 
himself as an escort, knowing that Dr. Storr 
and his party hod made their plans for a visit to 
a cave in the vicinity. 

Thus it came about that he and Edith went 
together to the scene of the accident. The distance 
was so short, and the dro&chke drive so little 
fatiguing, that Miss Aylett found herself able, 
«w Brennan suggested, to leave the driver and 
his vehicle in the road, while they went oi) to the 
place where much of the debris of the wreck was 
yet scattered. 

Miss Aylett looked up the embankment from 
which their car had fallen. Then she glanced at 
the car, lying wrecked at the foot of the slope. 

She shivered, whitening. 

“I can scarcely realize that I am living,” she 
said, in an awe-struck tone. 44 It seems as if I 
must hnve been crashed quite into atoms under 
this mass of timber and iron.” 

“Don’t think of it,” he said, vehemently. 
“Thank God you were spared.” 

“Why, see,” cried Edith, abruptly, 44 here lies 
a door with the number of our coup6 on it. 
Could this bo the place where we were pitting?” 

“Great heavens,” cried Brennan. 44 What an 
escape!” 

An escape indeed 1 The car had broken in 
half just where they had been sitting. Had it 
parted anywhere else, they would both have 
been killed. Doctor Brennan drew a deep 
breath. 44 It was God’s Providence,” he said to 
himself. 44 Nothing else.” 

Edith, less observant, slipped into the gap, 
looking about her curiously. 


44 It is our coupl,” she said, lifting aside some 
pieces of plank. “See, here is a leaf of the 
Railway Guide you were looking at when the 
crash came.” 

44 Yes,” said Brennan, 44 and here is a fragment 
of your pretty gray ulster.” 

> 4 Oh,” suddenly exclaimed Edith, who had 
still been peering about, as if in search of some¬ 
thing, 44 and here—yes, here it is—I thought I 
might find it.” 

44 What?” asked Brennan, pressing nearer. 

Edith only laughed. She was pulling, a little 
excitedly, a slender cord, that was knotted about 
a knob of the iron rack. 

44 Let me do that,” said Brennan, taking the 
end in his hand. “Why, Miss Edith, it is a 
strand of your hair.” He looked down at her. 
44 Is it the one I cut off at Murz-zuschlag ?” 

44 Yes,” she answered, feeling somehow guilty 
and confused. 44 1 lost it from my ulster pocket 
that day.” 

When he had disentangled the strand, he ten¬ 
derly straightened the golden threads, and held 
them out to her. 

“You will give it to me now, will you not, 
dear ? Let it be the golden chain to bind my 
life to yours, Edith.” 

44 It seems to me,” she answered, After a 
moment’* silence, during which he waited for 
her reply, 44 that if you .cared much for me, you 
would desire a more secure chain—for—for that 
purpose”—and she smiled roguishly—“than 
this slippery str&rol of hair.” 

44 It; only needs to be riveted, make it a 
chain stronger than one of steel.” 

44 How ?” she asked, blushing and conscious. 

44 May I show you?” 

A still more vivid blush lighted her pale face, 
but she said not a word. 

He took hep in his arms and kissed her. Nor 
did she resist. 

And ail this, you see, came of a Chaw or 
Haib. 


IN SUMMER-TIME. 

BT FANNY D1IIOOU. 


In summer-time, when bloom is on the rye, 

And waves of snow drift down the turquoise sky, 
And poppies run , 44 like torchmen," in the wheat, 
What Mercury will bring thee to my feet? 

In summer-time. 

When purple butterfliee mil aimless by, 

And blackbirds Ante and warble aa they fly, 

And languid airs blow from the sunlaod’s heat, 


Then every thought I have is of my sweet— 

In summortiiae. 

Yet, 'neath thy sooruful teeming, what am I? 

What ia it, that I live or that I die? 

And stHl, methinks, these winds that hasten fleet 
\ From caverns of the nortbland, white with sleet, 
Will bring thee to me, with love's meekness, shy— 
In summer-time. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Delay only makes any duty we shrink from 
the more difficult of accomplishment. Though 
fhlly aware of this, Huestice Young hesitated to 
confirm the rash engagement which he now saw 
threatened political ruin to a career made bril¬ 
liant by his own talent, with the social ostracism 
which the prejudice of opposing races was sure 
to bring upon him. Beyond this, and in spite 
of himself, a feeling of loss and sacrifice swayed 
his heart back to thoughts of Constance Noel. 
That exquisite inner sense that exists only with 
rare refinement in men or women, shed its subtle 
influence through these more worldly consider¬ 
ations. He began to doubt if the haughty 
bearing, that seemed to repulse his advances, 
was really sustained by the feelings it seemed to 
express. That modesty which is the best ele¬ 
ment of real greatness, had forbidden him to 
recognize the fact that indifference does not 
arouse intense feeling of any kind; and that a 
highly-bred girl like Constance was not likely to 
waste even a glance of contempt on his compan¬ 
ionship with a woman like Mrs. Camp, unless 
her interest in himself had given a sting of 
wounded pride to the scorn she had flung upon 
him that day in a balcony of the Capitol. As if 
to add to the perplexities of his position, these 
doubts would crowd upon his thoughts, disturb¬ 
ing them with vague uncertainties; and more 
than once, he w*as startled to find that the pictur¬ 
esque beauty of Washonee was crowded out of 
sight by the form of Constanoe, as he had seen 
her before a shadow of discord had ever come 
between them. 

The young man knew that all this was mad¬ 
ness : that even if Washanee had never come 
into his life, there was no certainty that Con¬ 
stance would have entered it. But feelings that 
wounded pride and resentment had failed to 
harden into indifference now seemed to start out 
from their hiding-places, like those mysterious 
writings that only become visible in the glow of 
intense heat, and under the very burning of his 
heart enamel every line of her face upon its sur¬ 
face. He tried to resist this; he arose and walked 
the room hour after hour, in vain efforts to weary 
( 220 ) 


himself beyond the influence of such thoughts; 
but inasmuch os a soul worth having is stronger 
than the body, that image went with him into a 
feverish sleep, which found him prostrate upon a 
couch at daylight, and haunted his dreams with 
its sweet invisible presenae. Few men have ever 
undertaken a struggle bo utterly hopeless as that 
in which Huestice Young entered, with all the 
strenglh of his young manhood. He was honor¬ 
able and brave; but how was he to wrestle against 
the sweet and subtle influence which had stolen 
into his life, and was weaving itself closer and 
closer there, even while he thought it perishing 
under the contempt of its object? 

The love that possessed him had imperceptibly 
become a part of his being. Its very fineness 
baffled the power of a strong will. He might as 
well have attempted to wrench perfume from the 
cup of a flower, as separate his being from that 
of Constance Noel. Not one man in ten thousand 
would have suffered as Young did, that night; 
for out of this number, perhaps no other man 
would have been capable of the feelings that 
possessed him. For these natures are not of 
the million to whom the great secret of the one 
perfect love is given. Men and women capable 
of feeling Buch love are like those rare flowers 
that grow in the pure atmosphere of Alpine 
peaks. But they do exist, and to such is given 
the one glimpse of Paradise that can be found on 
earth. 

When Young dropped into feverish sleep, that 
morning, it was with a painful consciousness that 
his love for Constance Noel was stronger 'than 
ever, and that it would go with him, whatever 
else might betide, either as a Nemesis or an 
angel, through the vortex of life into which he 
must now plunge with that other one by his side. 
Had he known what was passing in the great 
brick house, with the starlight foiling adown its 
walls and on that sea of verdure in the garden, 
some way of redemption must have been found 
for twb hearts linked together at least by the 
deep sympathy of pain. 

Part of that night, Constance had been lying, 
face downward, among the pillows of her white 
bed, like some forlorn creature lost in the snow; 
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for her sobs now and then broke on the night 
like the lost wails of a storm, and shivers ran 
through her frame, as if a gust of wind were 
sweeping over it. Such grief as this does not 
long rest passive anywhere. Directly she was 
walking up and down her chamber again, weep* 
ing bitterly, and reproaching herself for the 
pride that had driven this one man, who was all 
the world to her, into an engagement that im¬ 
pended nothing but disgrace and certain ruin. 

Could Young have seen this poor girl’s face, 
as she came now and then into the starlight of 
a window, pale and tremulous with passionate 
grief, or heard the tones of her voice' as they 
broke forth in bitter self-reproach as she fell 
upon her knees by the bed, with both hands upon 
her temples, striving to foree back the pain 
beating there, while her voice broke forth in an 
agony of distress, no power on earth could have 
kept those t wo apart. Position, fame, the bright¬ 
ness of a grand career, he was ready to surrender, 
that his honor as a gentleman migbt.be redeemed; 
but not the love of a creature likf that. Had he 
heard the cry that went up as she fell upon her 
knees, some way of redeeming his freedom would 
have been found. 

“ Oh, if I could but save him from this—place 
him back where he was a month ago, I would 
give him up willingly; but not to her—not to 
ruin, disgrace, the ridicule of meaner men. It is 
well that my miserable pride should be smitten 
down; well, but oh, how cruel, that this 
squaw—” 

Here Constance covered her face with both 
hands, and shrunk within herself, asfcqpaed of 
the bitter feeling that had hurled this term of 
reproach against Washanee. 

“This beautiful, beautiful savage,” she added, 
with generous emphasis, “ it was but just that 
she should be the first to tell me that I have lost 
him forever and ever.” 

After this wild outburst of self-reproach, the 
girl sprang to her feet again, and once more 
commenced that monotonous tramp in the room, 
up and down, up and down, till all the strength 
was smitten from her limbs; and falling upon a 
seat by the open window, she threw her arms 
over the sill, and looked drearily down on the 
crowd of flowers heaped against the garden walls, 
like ghostly shadows clouded with mist, that 
chilled her through and through. 

After awhile, she fell asleep there, with dew 
felling on her hair and the flowing white sleeves 
of her dress. 

There in the house across the garden, Washanee 
lay sleeping on her pile of Mexican blankets, 
with both hands folded on her breast, and a 
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smile just parting the crimson of her lips, through 
which you could see a gleam of the white teeth, 
also parted a little. 


CHAPTER XXI. 

Hb did not come. Washanee had been watch¬ 
ing and waiting for her lover all that day, with 
the restless impatience of a young heart that has 
not yet taken its first lesson of self-restraint. 
Hour after hour she wandered to and fro in the 
apartments allotted to her, arranging the dra¬ 
peries, replacing the barbaric ornaments with 
which she had adorned them, changing everthing 
again and again, and pausing to take breath, order¬ 
ing Wisse to bring in fresh flowers, and busying 
herself with them as the time dragged on. 

Sometimes, as she was weaving a wreath or 
filling some jar, a step on the pavement or a 
sound of the door-bell would startle her, and, 
like a deer in its covert, she would stand among 
the flowers scattered at her feet, holding her 
breath, and, with one hand on her heart, listening 
eagerly. When the sound died away, shadows 
of touching disappointment settled on her face; 
still, she sunk into her chair again, and laughed 
a little as she saw Wisse regarding her with a 
look of comic interest. 

At last, driven by impatience to recklessness, 
she sat down by a little table where writing ma¬ 
terials were placed, took up a pen made from the 
quill of some raven shot in her native woods, and 
began to write, rapidly at first, then with hesita¬ 
tion, as if the language she used were insufficient 
for her thoughts. 

“The mocking-bird listens for her mate—far, 
far from the rose of Cherokee—from the live oak 
bearded with moss. The woods around her are 
strange. No magnolia trees shake the breath of 
their great white blossoms on the wind, drink 
noonday sunshine, or open their white bosoms to 
the starlight when dews fell. 

“ The bird is young—just away from her nest 
among the roses. Wild with waiting, she hushes 
her heart to listen for the sweet trills of a love- 
cry which comes not—which comes notl Her 
breast throbs with music, but gives forth no sing¬ 
ing ; for the voices of wild woods are strange to 
his hearing. She knows no other, and flutters 
wildly in and out, beating strange leaves with 
her wings till they tremble and whisper around 
her.” 

These were the words that Washanee wrote. 
It was a relief to her ardent longing that she 
could give it even this expression. She did not 
know that her thoughts had dropped into wild 
rhythm, or that her fece brightened up as her 
pen flew across the paper; but Wisse, sitting. 
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there idle and seemingly unobservant, saw it all, 
and the poor little heart in her bosom swelled 
with slave-like devotion, not the less strong be¬ 
cause of her ignorance. 

All at once Washanee lifted her head, and a 
flood of crimson swept her face; for a door had 
opened, and the old chief came quietly into the 
room, looking grave and anxious. He saw her 
blushes and the quick apprehension in her eyes; 
but he approached the table, and leaning gently 
over her shoulder, read a line or two of the 
writing, though she laid her hand over it as he 
approached, with a faint cry of distress, such as 
a mother-bird gives when strangers look down 
upon the eggs in her nest. 

The look of trouble on the old man’s face deep¬ 
ened as he read the few lines that little brown 
hand was unable to cover. Many white men 
might have smiled at the girl’s enthusiasm ; but 
Washaning, having known what the one love of 
a lifetime is, only bent down and kissed her fore¬ 
head. Then he saw that tears were gathering 
under her eyelids, and went away, sighing heavily. 
Scarcely had he gone when the Btreet door opened, 
and some one came hurriedly up the stairs. The 
girl caught her breath; but she knew that the 
footsteps were not those she longed to hear, and 
shook the tears from her eyes with passionate 
impatience. 

Gray Hawk, after the rude fashion of his people, 
had come into her privacy without warning or 
consent. She stood up to receive him, haughtily 
as an offended queen might have done, and the 
two confronted each other with something of the 
savage grandeur natural to them both. 

4 4 Yesterday, I was among the trees down yon¬ 
der, shooting birds. There is nothipg else where 
white men hunt, and rather than sit idle in their 
lodges, I leveled my strength to that.” 

“Yes, I saw you—and how your rifle was 
leveled,” answered Washanee, with a slow, 
scornftil smile, that stung the young chief like 
an arrow, and made his next words bitter. 

14 Yes,” he said, 44 for once I found better game 
than birds in the white man’s woods, though a 
chief of the Cherokees scorns to kill foxes in his 
own hunting-grounds.” 

44 Foxes? You dare to call him that ?” 

Gray Hawk's lips curved, and his teeth gleamed 
fiercely through them. He knew by the flash of 
her eyes, and the trembling of that spirited foot 
on the floor, that his words had stung the girl. 

“What thing nobler than a fox would hide 
behind a woman to save*its own worthless life ?” 

44 It is false. He is brave as a lion. It was I, 
who flung myself before him. He did not know 
of your cowardly attempt upon his life.” 


44 Did she know that he was insulting the 
wife promised to a Cherokee chief?” 

Washanee’s foot no longer trembled. She 
stamped it fiercely on the floor; but could not 
speak; the passion within her was too strong for 
words. The scorn in her looks stung the young 
brave like vipers. 

44 The wife promised to a Cherokee chief?” she 
said, a} last, in a voice made apparently calm by 
the very force of intense passion. 44 Who on all 
the earth has a right to make a promise like 
that?” 

44 The assembled chiefs of the nation.” 

44 No, no. The assembled chiefb of all the 
world have no such power.” 

Gray Hawk looked at the girl steadily. He 
knew the power of tribal laws better than she 
could, and how little regard would be given to the 
wishes of any woman who rebelled against them. 
There was something of menace and mastership 
in his glance, that struck terror to the girl's 
heart; for she remembered some words confirm¬ 
ing this dread, that had at one time escaped her 
grandfather. 

44 They have a power that few men and no 
woman can resist. Had I shot that man down, 
as he stood with your arms around him, not a 
chief in all our tribes would have condemned 
me; for they have promised you to me,” said 
Gray Hawk, speaking firmly and with less pas¬ 
sion than he had betrayed at first. 

44 But my grandfather? He is not among the 
chiefs who have given me away ?” 

44 He is above us all—our chief of chiefs; but 
only one in a grand council. To a decision there 
he must submit like the rest.” 

44 And this grand council has given me to 
you ?” 

44 It is my glory to say so, Washanee.” 

44 But I do not love you.” 

Gray Hawk laughed a little. 

44 We do not ask the women we choose to love 
us. It is enough that we love them.” 

44 But you—educated better than many whites, 
brave by nature, generous, I will say that— 
would not take a wife who did not love you?” 

44 1 would make her love me.” 

44 Not if that wife were called Washanee; not 
if she loved another man, and could tell you so 
without blushing.” 

44 1 would not let her do that.” 

44 But how—how could you prevent it?” 

44 If that man should chance to come within 
our hunting-grounds, he would disappear,” 
answered Gray Hawk, with stern composure. 

Washanee shuddered, but spoke again rather 
defiantly. 
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4 'But what if she refused to go book to your 
hunting-grounds ?” 

44 Then her grandfather, who is an old man, 
would be held responsible for taking her among 
strangers.” 

44 My grandfather is wise, and stronger even 
in his great age than any brave among you,” 
said Washanee, recovering courage, as she thought 
of the old man's influence among the Cherokees, 
which she believed to be supreme. 44 He will 
never give me to a man I do not love. Nor 
would you, Gray Hawk, seek to force me into 
your lodge, when you became certain that my 
heart belonged far away, and could only break 
there.” 

The young chief turned his head away; the 
change from vehement passion to persuasions 
that were almost pathetic touched even his 
savage nature. Had she always been in that 
mood, he might have consented to give her up ; 
for it was the grand picturesqueness of her savage 
blood that controlled him most, as it challenged 
contest. When she was gentle and caressing, 
the pride of domination gave way, and he held 
her of less value. Now that the first storm of 
their meeting was over, he remembered the sug¬ 
gestion that the old chief had so earnestly made, 
and yielding to her gentler mood, made some 
picturesque attempts at pleasing her, and at lost 
went away appeased. 


CHAPTER XXII. 

Days passed, and Washanee heard nothing of 
her lover. At first, the suspense was terrible, 
and she did indeed seem like a wild bird that 
had wounded its wings with continual beating. 
By degrees she drifted into a state of uncertainty 
and bewilderment. All that Groy Hawk had 
said of her position with the tribe was slight in 
comparison with the one great doubt that pos¬ 
sessed her continually. Did the man who had 
professed to love her so dearly, on the banks of 
Rocky Creek, really mean what he said? She 
remembered, with a pang of doubt, what Con¬ 
stance Noel had said about the careless habit of 
love-making, that really was the amusement and 
sest of social life all around her, and the idea 
was both humiliating and fall of doubt. 

Ignorant of the usages of this, to her, new 
world, she was clouded with uncertainties, and 
doubtful of all things. Of one fact she was, how¬ 
ever, certain, and it was enough to fill her young 
heart with passionate pain: The man who had, 
in a moment of reckless admiration, professed to 
love her entirely and asked her to become his 
wife, had not sought her presence since his hasty 
leave-taking that day at her grandfather’s door. 


Then she had carried her new-born happiness to 
the old man joyfally, as children bring in armfuls 
of flowers from the meadows; but instead of 
brightening his face with Bmiles, her news had 
only clouded it with anxiety, that almost 
amounted to dismay. In her doubt and per¬ 
plexity, how oould she go to him, as she might 
have done only a week before ? She saw that the 
old man was in a state of restless expectancy: 
that he never smiled, and though his voice had 
always been fall of tenderness for her, it was now 
depressed and husky, like that of a man suddenly 
chilled. 

These observations brought a feeling of guilty 
consciousness upon the girl, that grew and deep¬ 
ened every hour; and a sense of inexplicable 
alienation came between these two, for the first 
time in their lives. So she kept away from the 
old man, and scarcely lifted her eyes to his face 
when they met. She had no more to explain, 
having once poured out her full heart; but tor¬ 
tured herself with questions that only one being 
on earth could answer, and he never came. 

Why? Was his absence enforced by some 
laws of etiquette unknown to her? Or had a 
change fallen upon his love, that absence was 
intended to express? How could this forest 
child answer questions like these ? How endure 
the pain of uncertainty, that grew more and 
more tormenting as time wore on ? Only three» 
days hod passed, yet they seemed to this young 
Indian girl like years of expectation and disap¬ 
pointment, ending in a dull blank. She no 
longer expected the coming of Young, but wan¬ 
dered about the house, or sat by the window, 
hours together, in listless despondency. 

When the first happiness of her love-dream 
brightened everything around her, the lilacs and 
snowballs down in the old garden were in the 
zenith of their purple and snowy bloom, and a 
rosy light, perceptible only to herself, floated 
through and around them all. Now, on the third 
day of waiting, the atmosphere seemed to par¬ 
take of her depression. Clouds, heavy and lead- 
colored, hung over the old garden, which they 
had deluged with rain the night before. The 
wet ground was littered with a storm of over-ripe 
leaves. The wisterias that draped the back 
walls of General Noel's house, overmastering the 
thick verdure of the Virginia creepers with the 
azure of their abundant blossoming, had gone out 
of flower. Flecks 6f pale yellow, swept from the 
laburnum trees, were turning to old-gold on the 
damp earth beneath them. 

Beautiful things like these must change, perish, 
and bloom again, in the great harmony of nature, 
and perhaps their greatest charm lies in this 
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bright evanescence; but to the disturbed fancy of 
this Indian girl, a blight had fallen upon them, as 
well as upon herself. Indeed, Bhe had for the time 
given herself up to the superstitions of the red 
race to which she half belonged. 

As Washanee sat by the window, on the third 
day, Wisse, who had been regarding her with 
the atfectionate vigilance of a watch-dog, and 
knew the source of all this misery quite as well 
as her mistress, formed a sudden resolution. She 
had seen folded papers come and go in this new 
home, and could observe that they often brought 
relief to anxiety, and seemed the means of con¬ 
veyance for pleasant feelings from one person to 
another. Why Bhould not the thoughts that had 
brightened the face of her young mistress, that 
day when she was bo busy with her pen, be 
carried to the white chief, who might send some¬ 
thing back that would make her smile again? 

This idea was like an inspiration to the slave, 
who, in her great devotion to her mistress, and 
somewhat from the pilfering instincts of her 
race, had been in the habit of picking up such 
fragments as lay about the room, and hoarding 
them in her own particular lair, like a magpie. 

Obeying this instinct, this strange creature 
had carefully folded up the paper upon which 
Washanee had written, and hid it in an old 
satchel of birch-bark, with embroidery on it that' 
would have driven our sunflower aesthetics wild, ; 
in which she kept her surreptitiously-gathered | 
treasures under the furs. 

The bright idea had seized upon her while I 
Washanee, lost in hopeless apathy, sat by the ! 
window, looking out upon the leaden day. ! 
Wisse said nothing, and moved cautiously, while 
she laced up her leggings, and twisted the hand¬ 
kerchief, won by persistent importunity from the j 
young mistress, turban fashion around her head. ] 

As she sat on the floor, with one foot lifted to { 
her knee, as she fitted her moccasin upon it, | 
Washanee turned her face wearily from the 
window, and somewhat surprised by the progress ] 
of her slave’s toilet, asked what she was doing. 

“ Well, I s’pects dis chile has hived up long 
’nuff. She’s bound ter go out an’ see what dem 
pore white folks’ niggers am ’bout in de street 
dar. Hain’t seen dis handkercher ’mong ’em 
yet. When dey does, I s’pect it’ll make ’em 
hop right out o’ dar skins. Dat’s jes’ whar I’se 
a-goin’, young missus.” 

Washanee smiled, languidly. 

“ Yes,” she said, “ it is a long time since you 
have been out. No wonder you feel restless.” 

“Which I does, orfol,” answered Wisse, tug¬ 
ging at the deerskin tags of her tunic. 

Washanee soon lost all interest in these pro- 


! ceedings, and fell to her dreamy thoughts again; 

! but Wisse found her way to the street, holding 
| one hand close upon the bosom of her tunic, 

| under which she had concealed the wild attempts 
j at poetry, stolen from her mistress. How and 
; by what instinct this strange creature found the 
: lodgings of Huestice Young, it is impossible for 
: me to say; but as that gentleman was seated at 
his study-table, forcing himself into the tiresome 
perusal of a correspondence with a constituency, 
so foil of selfish interests that the very sight of 
a mail revolted him, the door softly opened, and 
Wisse crept in; but so noiseless was the fall of 
her moccasins on the carpet, that he was uncon¬ 
scious of her presence, till the little creature 
stood close by his side. 

“I’se done gone got sumthin’ like dem,” she 
said, pointing to the letters which still lay un¬ 
opened on the table; “only dar ain’t no picturs 
on mine; jes’ crinkle-crinkles—like dat.” 

Here Wisse snatched up a pen, on which the 
ink was still wet, and rushed a great serpentine 
dash across a sheet of paper that lay before the 
young man. 

“ Where on earth did you come from ?” he said, 
absolutely startled by her sudden appearance. 

Wisse nodded her head in the direction of her 
home, and exhibited the edges of her white teeth. 

“ ’Spect I comes from down dar,” she said, with 
a look foil of meaning, which brought the blood 
into Young’s face. 

“Well?” 

“ I’8e done gone brought dis; but der young 
missus don’t know nuffin’ ’tall ’bout it.” 

Here Wisse took a folded paper from her bosom, 
and laid it before the young Senator. 

Young turned pale, as suddenly as he had 
become crimson, when his eyes fell upon the 
writing; for he recognized it as that of the little 
poem he had received in the Senate chamber on 
the day of his first speech. 

“What is this?” he questioned, as the paper 
trembled in his hand. 

“ Looks like it’s paper,” said Wisse, at a loss 
for other explanation. 

“ But where did you get it?” 

“ ’Spect I stoled it” 

“ But who told you to bring it here—your 
mistress?” 

“ Sure as I live she didn’t,” answered the 
slave, with great earnestness; “ 'fore de Lord, 
I’se tellin’ de truf.” 

Young made no answer; he was reading the 
wild love-song that Washanee had written jn the 
passionate unrest of her first disappointment 
Strange, uneven, and foil of turbulent feeling 
as they were, the spirit of the lines disturbed 
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him greatly. Spite of himself, the feeling that 
had prompted them made his heart beat and the 
blood run more quickly through his veins. He 
looked up, and saw that Wisse was gazing at him 
with a world of sharp intelligence in her black 
eyes. 

44 Tell me, now, where did you get this ?” he 
said, still in doubt of its authorship. 

“ Done gone an’ stoled it from de young missus, 
dar!” 

“ From the young mistress ? But hew came it 
in her possession?” 

Wisse was puzzled; the long word bewildered 
her. She stood on one foot, then on the other, 
irresolutely. 

44 Where did your mistress get this?” ques¬ 
tioned Young. 44 Who wrote it?” 

44 Did it her ownself; seed her do it.” 

44 What! you saw her write this ?” 

44 Sartin’ sure.” 

Young drew a deep breath. The words of this 
fantastic little creature were changing all things j: 
around him ; they had swept away the only evi- j 
dence he possessed of Constance Noel’s interest i 
in himself. If this was the handwriting ofj 
Washanee, so was that other poem hidden away } 
in his bosom; so was he made certain that the : 
only love assured to him was that of the young ; 
Indian girl. But the poems were so different; : 
how could they have been written by the same J 
person? In his heart Young was striving to keep j 
hold of the one slender thread that had seemed j 
to sanction a belief in Constance Noel’s regard j 
for him ; but it was breaking in his grasp. j 

44 Tell me,” he said, almost pleadingly, so great \ 
was his anxiety to know the truth— 44 tell me how \ 
and when you saw the young mistress write on I 
this paper?” 

44 Well, I reckon ’twas der day when dat sneak 
Injun, Gray Hawk, cum prowlin’ ’bout.’* 

44 Then you saw her writing this ?” 

Wisse nodded her head several times. 

44 But how came she to give it into your hands?” 

44 Told yer afore, I stoled it. Seed dat sneak 
Injun wid his head a one side, eyin’ of it like a 
fox eyes der chicken he means to insume. I 
seed dat she wuz skeered ’bout his gittin’ hold 
on it, so I jes’ slided it away, an’ he nebber seed 
nuffin’ more ’bout it.” 

44 But the young lady —your mistress, did she 
never miss the paper?” 

44 Sure nuff, but I tole her it wuz done gone; 
an’ tared up.” 

44 But how came you to bring it to me?” 

Wisse seemed to reflect a moment. The faith¬ 
ful creature had some vague sense of the womanly 
pride she was bound to uphold, and hesitated. 


44 Was it because you thought that I was the 
friend of your young lady, and would be glad to 
hear from her?” 

Wisse shook her head, as if the term did not 
satisfy her ideas of the position. 

44 Don’t know ’bout fren’s. Dat’s a white 
folks’ word. De young missus don’t eat no 
more, don’t smile no more; but sets dar t’inkin’, 
t’inkin’ ’bout sumthin’; an’ it jes’ seems ter me 
as if it wuz only ’kase nobody dat she wants ter 
see comes ’bout. So I ’members dat folks cheer 
up purty, when dey git papers like dis; and 
when I seed her eyes lookin’ ’round as if she 
’spected sumthin’ as didn’t come, I ’spicioned dat 
it wuz all ’bout you—an’ dat’s ’bout all der am 
’bout it.” 

Young pushed his chair back, as Wisse fin¬ 
ished her imperfect explanation, and began to 
walk the room. The girl had given him some 
enlightenment that made his own course regarding 
Washanee a matter of self-reproach. The linger¬ 
ing thought that Constance Noel might possibly 
have known of his love, and encouraged it, was 
entirely swept away. All this had existed in 
his own fancy, nothing more. In keeping faith 
with this beautiful Indian girl, he endangered 
no happiness but his own; and in sacrificing 
his own ambitious future, maintained what was 
dearer to him than political success—his own 
personal honor; for Young was one of those few 
men in society who held a'pledge of honor to a 
woman more sacred than his bond for gold to a 
man. That was not all. If he could not alto¬ 
gether return the passionate love of a warm¬ 
hearted girl like Washanee, Young was not a man 
to accept it as a triumph to his vanity alone; 
but could well return its devoted unselfishness 
with the tender gratitude which is better than 
the love of common men. Perhaps nothing could 
have appealed to his generous nature more effect¬ 
ually than the enlightenment given in Wisse’s 
imperfect words. He believed her entirely when 
she told him that her visit to his room came 
from the promptings of her oWn quick intelli¬ 
gence, and entire love for the young mistress; 
and in a quiet way, drew from her a full 
knowledge of all this brave girl had done or 
suffered since their meeting at Rocky Creek. 

I am much afraid that Wisse wandered off in 
her narrative of events, after the fashion of her 
race, just a little, and magnified her own great 
misfortunes in the swamp, and her losses from 
that horseback ride, in a way that might have 
suggested some degree of restitution; for as she 
prepared to go away, he placed a half-eagle in 
her hand; which, being a coin of some experi¬ 
ence since it left the mint, did not appeal todhe 
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slave’8 cupidity as a brighter thing might have 
done; so not having the least idea of its value, 
she brought it back to him, and entreated that 
he would give her a little deer of gilded iron that 
served as a paper-weight on his table, an artistic 
treasure worth a shilling or two, for which, 
however, he refused to receive back the piece of 
gold, and took some pains to make her compre¬ 
hend something of its value, all of which she 
refused to believe; but went away with her 
eyes dancing with delight, and fastened on the 
deer. 

“Won’t dem white folks’ niggers jes* howl, 
when I shows ’em what I’se got,” she triumphed, 
talking eagerly to herself, as she danced her 
treasures up and down from one hand to the 
other.. “ None on ’em over seed a live deer 
since dey wux homed, and won’t jes’ know what 
di8 scrumptious animal, wid its golden horns, 
’mounts ter; but, golly! won’t I tell ’em ’bout it? 
Oh, no!” 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

WashANK* sprang to her feet. She had never 
heard that step upon the stairs before, but knew 
it from its very strangeness. With a hand pressed 
to her heart, she turned her eyes upon the door, 
and listened so intently that the breath stood still 
beneath her slightly-parted lipsi 

There was no announcement beyond a gentle 
knock at the door, when Huestice Young came 
in, and walked directly up to Washanee, whose 
hand had dropped away from its nervous pressure 
on her heart, and was held out to him with a little 
proud hesitation. Young took the hand gently 
in his own and pressed his lips upon it. 

“ I have been occupied—gravely occupied,” 
he said; “ forgive me that I did not come before.” 

Washanee’s drooping eyelids trembled, and 
Young could see that tears were beginning to 
sparkle behind the black lasheB. It grieved him 
to know how muoh his absence had troubled her— 
how deeply she could feel. 

“ You have been well, I trust, since the day 
that your slave had so many adventures?” he 
continued, taking refuge in commonplaces, when 
he saw how bravely the girl was conquering emo¬ 
tions which shamed her own pride. “ My horse, 
I fear, must have given her a hard run.” 

“ Hi-he-ho! didn’t he, jes’ ?” 

This exclamation came from Wisse, who was 
in her comer, wavering about like a restless ani¬ 
mal as she watched this meeting, delighted with 
her own part in bringing it about; but the mo¬ 
ment Young’s eyes fell upon her she sank down 
into a heap of stolid indifference, as if she had 
nfver seen nor thought of the man in her life. 


She had accounted for her long absence from 
home the day before by piling so many false¬ 
hoods on each other that Washanee had lost all 
curiosity before they were put into form; and 
Wisse gloried in the secret that made her a sort 
of accomplice with the white gentleman. 

Washanee smiled, and cast a bright look on her 
handmaiden. “Yes,” she said, “Wisse had a 
terrible experience that day. She does not find 
sufficient range for her style of horsemanship in 
your woods.” 

It is strange that such trivial conversation can, 
sometimes, be found a refuge for the deepest feel¬ 
ings, and yet seem perfectly natural to the occa¬ 
sion. Neither Young nor the girl who listened 
to him gave a thought to the words that each of 
them knew were only veils to deeper and more 
absorbing feelings which might not be dwelt upon 
there. 

“Is your grandfather at home?” questioned 
Young, after an embarrassing pause. “ I hope 
he will be able to give me a little time this 
morning.” 

Washanee looked anxious, almost startled ; for 
she remembered the persistent sadness that had 
come upon the old man, and felt a dread of this 
meeting with her lover. 

“ He is in yonder,” she said, waving her hand 
slightly toward the door of Washaning’s room. 

“ And alone?” 

The girl smiled a little sadly, as she said: 

“ He is almost always alone now.” 

Young bowed; and unannounced, as he had 
entered Washanee’8 presence, sought that of her 
grandfather. 

The old chief was walking slowly up and down 
his apartment. He seldom rested long in his 
chair now, and it stood alone, draped with his 
red-lined cloak—a bright spot of color in the 
room, which would otherwise have been dreary 
enough. As Young entered, the old man gave a 
start, that seemed to come from a deeper feeling 
than surprise; for the swarthy color of his fhce 
took a tinge of gray, and his eyes had a wild 
gleam of apprehension in them. Still, the old 
man was courteous; and if he received his vis¬ 
itor with some accession of the proud reserve 
natural to his race, it was bo blended with the 
gentleness of civilisation that his deportment was 
rather that of some Spanish grandee thAn of an 
American Indian. 

Making a grave motion that Young should seat 
himself, the old man sat down in his own chair, 
and, with a slight bend of the head, prepared 
himself to listen. 

“ You may not think the object of my visit a 
pleasant one, for I can imagine that few men would 
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be willing to give a person so lovely as I find j to ask your consent to this marriage, which 
your granddaughter to a comparative stranger; \ seems so objectionable to you.” 
but two days ago, surprised into an opportunity \ Young spoke a little haughtily. In his heart, 
that I hope the young lady will never regret, I \ he felt that the sacrifice he was making deserved 
asked her to become my wife, and now only j a more cordial acceptance, and all this close 
wait your sanction to her acceptance.” I questioning irritated his pride. 

“You asked Washanee to become your wife,! The old man seemed to recognize the spirit 
knowing that she belonged to a race which your } in this reply with increased respect. He stood 
people are fast driving from the face of the earth. j regarding the Senator, until all his features 
You, a United States Senator, a man of high \ quivered with emotion; then sweeping one hand 
promise in the nation, come here to ask the j across his eyes, be spoke with the abandonment 
hand of a wild Indian girl, born in the forest, s of a man long used to restraints breaking through 
bred with children of the forest. Have you con- j them with passionate pride, 
sidered all these things, and the consequences) “Young man,” he said, “you are asking the 
that may follow your wishes, if I should lend ^ heart from my bosom, the soul out of my being, 
myself to their accomplishment?” £ You ask me to lay all the work of my life, all the 

The old man’s voice shook as he spoke. I hopes of my life, in ruins; but I am ready to do 

“ I should not have come here without such i that, if she loves you, and above all, if you love 
consideration,” Young said, with quiet firmnesB. I her; but there is much to do before we come to 
“ All the difficulties that you have pointed out \ that. Leave me, now—leave me. It is not well 
are real enough, but not insurmountable to a > that you Bhould witness the weakness of on old 
strong will and an honest purpose.” > man, when the last creature that is dear to him on 

“ And you love my granddaughter well enough > earth is to be given up. Young man, young man, 
for this ?” ] you do not know what you are asking of me.” 

“Certainly, or you would not have seen me i “Still, you have not altogether refused me?” 

here.” < “No, no. Washanee herself shall decide.” 

Young saw a look of doubt in the keen eyes < Young took leave of the old man, so trou- 

bent upon him, os the old man replied, j bled by sympathy that his face was grave when 

“ My—my granddaughter, my Washanee, who s he entered the room where Washanee was 
could help loving her ? I need not have asked; > waiting, and Wisse lay apparently sound asleep 
but the girl—the child herself—she has had so l on her rug. 

little time, she is so impetuous. How can it be > The young mistress felt the awkwardness of 
possible that she has given herself up, heart and \ her presence in the room, and had made a strong 
soul, heart and soul, to a stranger—if she has, if < effort to get her into the street, or anywhere, so 
she has?” < that the return of her lover might escape the 

“ These are questions you can best put to the \ vigilance of those keen black eyes; but Wisse, 
young lady. It is hardly to be supposed that I < considering herself mistress of ceremonies on 
can know more than the simple truth that she > this particular occasion, had refbsed to be aroused 
has honored me by her choice,” said Young. \ from a sudden torpor of sleep that had fallen 
“ But what is it you expect of me?” upon her. So she curled herself up on the rug, 

“ Your consent that I should make your grand- and regarded what was passing through a narrow 
child my wife.” <: slit between her eyelids. 

“ And nothing more?” In this way she saw Young put his arm lightly 

“ Nothing more.” j: around Washanee’s waist, as she stood by the 

“ But have you not heard that our tribes are window, and with a scarcely perceptible caress 
partly civilized, that some of us hold property,! touch his lips to her forehead, a proceeding that 
and are rich beyond the general wealth; and j failed to satisfy Wisse, whose ideas of love-making 
that it is possible that an Indian chief may have \ were florid as the handkerchief she had lost; 
the power of being generous?” < but it had a far deeper effect upon a fair young 

Young smiled, a little contemptuously; but $ girl who was loitering by the open window in 
only answered the simple truth, when he said: General Noel’s parlor, across the garden, and saw 
“ No, I have never thought of that.” the two standing there as if framed in a picture. 

Woshaning looked keenly at the other. As Young lifted his head, he caught one glimpse 

“But if it should prove that this girl—this of a flushed face and the flutter of white garments 
granddaughter of mine—could bring you great J through the vine-leaves; and absolutely faint of 
wealth or strong influence among our people?” \ heart, turned away. 

«< perhaps, in that case, I might have hesitated i [to bx continued.] 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 

BT EMILY H. MAT. 



No.l. 


No. 1—Is a Norfolk costume, for walking. The 
material is one ot the pretty checked cameFs- 
hair woolens now so fashionable. The skirt has 
( 228 ) 


a deep kilting, which is mounted upon a deep 
yoke, at least nine inches deep. The tunic is 
laid in folds across the front, and draped at the 
back. The Norfolk jacket has three box-plaits 
in the back and three in front; turnover collar. 
Tight-fitting coat-sleeve, with plain cuffs bnt- 
; toning on the outside of the arms. Side and 
5 



No. 2. 


breast pockets. • Twelve to fourteen yards of 
double-fold material. A plain round waist may 
be made for house-wear, and as the season 
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advances it can be worn under the Norfolk jacket ■with a velvet band two inches wide, finished in 
for additional warmth, only in that case the front with a metal buckle. The belt and large 
jacket must be fitted over the plain waist. ; sash are also of velvet. The bodice is a plain 



No. 3. 


round waist, with a gathered plastron in front, 
which is simply gathered at the neck, and drawn 
down beneath the belt. The waist fastens un¬ 
derneath this gathered front. Tight coat-sleeves, 


No. 2—Is another stylish promenade costume, 
for the early autumn. It is made of very dark- 
blue cashmere and velvet. The skirt is composed 
of three deep kiltings, the third disappearing 
under the blouse bodice. The kiltings are headed 


No. 4. 

with band and buckle forming the cuffs. Ten to 
tvtelve yards of cashmere, and one and a half 
yards of velvet to match, cut on the bias, will be 


Digitized by Tooele 









230 


EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 



required. Six buckles. If the latter cannot be 
procured, a flat bow of velvet may be substituted. 

No. 8—Is a walking-costume, for a young lady, 
made of brown lady’s cloth, suitable for the full 
months, also for early winter wear. The skirt 
has first a deep kilted flounce, which is mounted 
upon a foundation skirt of brown alpaca. This 
is done to lessen the weight of a cloth costume. 
Many ladies make such costumes upon an old 
silk skirt for the foundation; but where that is 
not convenient, the alpaca answers every purpose. 
Above the kilt, the front drapery is arranged in 
deep folds, turning up; these cover the front and 
side gores. The back drapery is arranged in 


plain skirt of the silk is cut, long enough to half 
cover the upper ruffle. The edge of this is cut 


No. e. 

out in squares, and bound with a bias piping. 
The tunic is of the cashmere, trimmed on the edge 
either with a band of embroidery or several rows 
of braid ; or a band of velvet to match may be 
used. This tunic opens in front, and is arranged 


No. 5. 


irregular puffs. The jacket is a deep cuirass 
basque, simply stitched upon the edge, and but¬ 
toned down the front with small metal buttons. 
A plain round under-waist is used with this cos¬ 
tume, to utilize it for a house-dress for the win¬ 
ter season. Like No. 2, the outside jacket must 
be fitted over the plain waist. Seven yards of 
cloth will be required, six yards of alpaca for the 
foundation skirt, one dozen buttons. 

No. 4.—Another visiting-costume, made of 
silk and cashmere. The skirt is of very dark- 
garnet silk, made with two gathered ruffles cut 
on the bias. These ruffles are mounted upon a 
foundation lining of silesia. Over the ruffles, a 


No. 7.—A 

so as to fall in pointB at the sides. The back is 
draped in large puffs; the side arrangement is 
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shown in the illustration. The jacket is of the 
Derby shape, and is made of the cashmere, sim¬ 
ply stitched on the edge. Tight coat-sleeves, 
with notched cuffs to correspond with the skirt. 
A short pointed basque of cashmere is worn 
underneath the jacket, for the house. It will j 
have cuffs and collar of the silk, and fancy metal j 
buttons. Ten yards of silk for the skirt. Eight j 
yards of cashmere for tunic, basque, and jacket. j 
The jacket may be lined with silesia or flannel, as 
preferred. j 

No. 5.—For a little girl, we have a pretty 1 



No. 7.—B. 


French nainsook dress, cut with a long loose 
bodice, formed of rows of insertion, with fine 
tucks of the muslin between. The skirt has one 
deep flounce almost plain, on which are mounted 
five narrow ruffles, made full enough to be fluted 
when laundried. Sleeves are tuoked lengthwise, 
and finished at the hand with two narrow ruffles, 
headed by a band of the embroidery. A wide 
sash of surah silk is tied loosely around the waist 
in a large bow at the back. 

No. 6—Is a dress of white or colored cashmere 


5 

i 


> 

j 




or fine flannel, for a little girl of four years. The 
skirt is formed of two rows of double box-plaits, 
mounted upon a foundation skirt, which is 
attached to a petticoat body. The overdress has 
a plastron front of silk or the material either, 
whioh is shirred at the neck and waist, and 
descends to the second box-plaiting of the skirt. 
The back of the overdress forms four double box- 
plaits, and between the side-plaits and the front 
the material joins the two, forming a panier, as 
seen in the illustration. A turnover collar, and 
cuffs to match, are trimmed with bows of narrow 
satin ribbon. 

No. 7.—We give here the front and back view 
of a flannel paletot, for a baby of two to three 
years. It is trimmed with Hamburg insertion 
and edging, so that the whole may be washed or 
cleaned when required, without removing the 
trimming. 


LADIES' PATTERNS. 

Any style In this number will be sent by mail on receipt 
of full price for corresponding article iu price list below. 
Patterns will be put together and plainly marked. Patterns 
designed to order. 


Princess Dress: Plain.50 

“ “ with drapery and trimming, .... 1.00 

Polonaise,.50 

Combination Walking Suits, . . ..1.00 

Trimmed Skirts,..50 

Watteau Wrapper,.50 

Plain or Gored Wrappers,.35 

Basques,..35 

Coats,.35 

“ with vests or skirts cut off,..50 

OverskirtB, . * .35 

Talmas and Dolmans, ..35 

Waterproofs and Circulars,..35 

Ulsters,..36 


CHILDREN'S PATTERNS. 


Drosses: Plain, . . . 

.25] 

Basques and Coats, . . 

.25 

Combination Suits, . . 

-35 

Coats <fc Vests or Cut Skirts 

.35 

Skirts and Overskirts, . 

.25 

Wrappers,. 

.25 

Polonaise: Plain, . . . 

.25 

j Waterproofs, Circulars 


“ Fancy, . . 

•351 

| and Ulsters,.... 


BOYS’ 

PATTERNS. 


Jackets,. 

.25! Wrappers,. 

.25 

Pants, ....... 

.20 Gents’ Shirts, .... 

.50 

Vests,. 

.20 

| “ Wrappers, . . . 

.30 

Ulsters,. 

.30 



In sending orders for Patterns, please send the number 
and month of Magazine, also No. of page or figure or any¬ 
thing definite, and also whether for lady or child. Addiess, 
Mis. M. A. Jones, 28 South Eighth Street, Philadelphia. 


LACE, OUTLINED WITH GOLD THREAD. 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVXB. 


In the front of the number, we give an en- i pattern with gold thread. Lace treated in this 
graving of “ Lace outlined with gold thread.” j way makes a very effective trimming for a dress 
To make it, take a good and rather heavy design, 1 bonnet, or may be used as t rimming for an even- 
in either black or white lace, and outline the \ ing-dress. 
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We give, here, an engraving of a new and very > letters show how the garment is pot together, 
elegant jacket for a young girl, called “The Amy ; This pattern, although exceedingly simple, is a 
Jacket.” Folded in with the number is a Sup- j very stylish one, and will be in great demand 
plement, containing patterns (full size) by which J for young misses during the coming season. The 
to cut it out. By reference to the Supplement, \ jacket may be made in any color, either of cloth 
it will be seen that the jacket consists of five \ or velvet, the cloth ones to be braided according 
pieces, viz: ; to taste. Pockets and cuffs are to be added, but 

I. —Half of Front. 5 the form is too simple to require a pattern, and 

II.— Half of Back. j therefore we do not give it. 

III. — Half of Side-Back. \ There are also given, on the Supplement, four 

IV. — SleevE. ? designs for the Work-Table. They are so 

V.— Half of Collar. ? arranged as not to interfere with the diagrams 

The darU are marked by dotted lines; the \ for the jacket. Descriptions of them will be 

back of the collar is indicated by a notch. The i found on another page. 
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TWIN DESIGNS FOR D'OYLEYS 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



We give, here, two new designs for d’oyleys, ; that arc reproduced full working size in the 
in miniature ; and add the details, full size— \ details. These embroideries may be executed in 
that is, two corner-pieces and the two centre- s either rope or back-stitch, with either washing 
pieces. ! silks of various colors, or with ingrain cotton. 

The groundwork of both is fine cream granite j The designs for the embroidered corners accom- 
ootton, fringed around the edges, and ornamented j pany each d’oyley, one on this and the other on 
with outline embroidery, representing personages \ the next page. 
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DESIGNS ON THE SUPPLEMENT. 


BT MRS. JAMB WEAVER. 


We give, on the Supplement folded in with j can be either worked in outline, with silk or 
this number, four designs in embroidery, etc., etc. j crewels, or can be done in the old satin-stitch 
These designs may be transferred, or cut out, with- j embroidery. 

out interfering with the patterns for the jacket, j Branch of lilies of the valley. This will look 
They are as follows: j decidedly better, worked in white silk, with half 

Bouquet, with carnation, hyacinth, etc. This i of the leaves done in French knots. It would 
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make a beautiful corner for an infant's flannel j feather scales; the body yellow; the wings tipped 
shawl, or it may be used for a variety of other \ with purple and red and gold rings; the tail spot- 
purposes. | ted and ringed with yellow, red, green, and pur- 

Golden pheasant. This can be worked either j pie; the eye should be worked in with beads, a 
in outline or else in satin-stitch embroidery, i bright ruby bead for the centre of the eye. 

The head should be a bright-golden color; the > Embroidery pattern. This may be done either 
neck done in yellow scales, edged with purple; j in white working ootton, on muslin, or in silk, on 
and below this, a cape of olive-green and red ' flannel, etc. 


DESIGN FOR CROSS-STITCH ON CANVAS. 

■ t 

BT MBS. JAX1 WEAVER. 
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This design is suitable as a stripe for sofa- sixteen stitches. These are best counted from 
tidies, or for a border around a table-cover, or for the engraving. The whole of this is to be after- 
the end of a tray-cloth, or around a square mat. wards filled with China-blue wool or filoselle, 
Penelope canvas is used. To work the pattern, and the groundwork of the design, represented in 
take dark-blue wool (crewel or Berlin wool), and the engraving by black, may be filled with terra- 
make sixteen stitches in a straight, horizontal cotta red; or the design may be reversed as to 
line; then eight stitches diagonally, and again color. 


SLIPPER IN CROSS-STITCH. 

BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 


We give, in the front of the nnmber, two en¬ 
gravings of a very pretty lady’s slipper, in 
appliqul and cross-stitch, one representing the 
slipper made up, the other giving the slipper 
full size. It may be of any colors that are pre¬ 
ferred. But the one we engrave it from is of a 
pale-yellow, and is worked on cloth of that color, 
with sexagonal appliqu6 of olive-colored plush. 


The latter is sewn on, in cross-stitch, with pale- 
olive silk, and is edged with a border of gold 
thread and two shades of olive silk in cross- 
stitch and Holbein work. In the front of the 
number, we give a section of the embroidery, fall 
size. 

If the pattern is worked on oanvas, the oanvns 
threads must be afterwards drawn. 
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FOLDING PHOTOGRAPH SCREEN. 


! 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



This is a pretty screen for holding photos, and < Cap is soft. The whole is finished with a silk 
can easily be made at home. It is in leaves, the ! cord, sewed down with a contrasting-colored silk, 
leaves made of cardboard and lined with plush, \ Ribbon or an elastic band is attached to the centre 
the edges turned over and embellished with some j of the flap, to fasten the screen when closed. It 
fancy stitchee in different colored silks. The | is an exceptionally pretty affair. 


KENS IN GTON-STITCH FOR OUTLINE EMBROIDERY. 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



As so much outline embroidery is done in l but each stitch must be the same length, as 
Kensington-stitch, we are continually asked by nearly as possible. Great care must be taken in 
new subscribers to describe it. We have more \ turning comers, in the making of leaves, flowers, 
than once described it, accordingly; but we do j etc., etc., so that the stitch should not be too 
it again this month. It is a kind of back-stitch ; i suddenly lengthened or shortened. The finest 
( 286 ) 
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lines are sometimes done in split-stitch, which 
is only the ordinary stem or Kensington-stitch, 
but the needle is brought out so as to split 
the thread, instead of coming out at one side of 
it. 

The stitch must be neither too loose nor too 
tight; when too tight, the work will be drawn; 
when too loose, it will look very badly worked; 
the stitch should lie flat. The thread should be 
short, as the silk or crewel will work rough if too 
long. The needle should not be too Bmall, as it } 


will pull the work. We give also an illustration, 
the better to explain the stitch. 

Silk, crewel, or working cotton can be em¬ 
ployed, according to the taste of the worker, to 
the material on which it is used, or to the pur¬ 
pose for which the embroidery is needed. Silk, 
plush, linen, crash, unbleached muslin, or com¬ 
mon cheese-cloth, all look well done in the Ken¬ 
sington or outline-stiteh. Bright or varied colors 
are not to be recommended; one shade, or at 
most two shades of the same color, looks best. 


HOUSEWIFE: WITH DETAIL. 

BT MRS. JANI WIAV1R. 



We give, above, an illustration of a very new < trasted colors. The handles are made of the 
and pretty housewife; and add, below, the detail, j same cord as that whioh edges the bag, and the 
vix: the embroidered band, full siie. The house- tassels mAtch the embroidery. Any design will 
wife is in plush, ornamented, as will be seen, ! do for the narrow band. We have frequently 
with three of these embroidered bands, in con- 1 given suitable ones. 


















































EDITOR’S TABLE 


EDITORIAL OHIT-OHAT. 

French Riding-Habits, etc., etc.— In our June number, 
we gare an engraving of the latest style of English riding- 
habit, accompanied bj a reduced diagram, from which to 
cut it out. We give, in the front of this number, two of the 
latest French riding-habits. They do not vary much, H I 
will be seen, from English ones. Like the latter, they are 
exceedingly plain, and made of cloth, either black, dark- 
green, or dark-blue. The mounted rider wears a bodice 
with a tiny basque and an upright collar. The other I 
wean a bodice with a point in front and coat-tails at the 
back, small ends with buttons, and an upright collar. 
The tall hat is almost universally worn in Fiance. In ; 
England, and here, the round low one, especially for ! 
young girls, has had a good deal of popularity. But 
the tall hat is altogether the safest, in case of the rider 
being thrown. More than one lady, in the bunting-field, 
has had her life saved by her high hat; for if thrown on her 
head, the force of the blow is generally broken before the 
hat is crushed in. Wo also think the high hat qnite the 
most stylish. When we say that cloth is invariably the ma¬ 
terial for a riding-habit, we should except the riding-habits 
of the Empress of Austria, which are all made of velvet. 
Her favorite color is myrtle-green, with gold buttons, 
another habit is silver-gray, with silver buttons; another, 
ruby-colored; and another,violet, with fur cuffs and collar. 
This may all do very wsll for an empress, but for an ordinary 
person, velvet, especially with gold buttons, is entirely too 
pronounced. 

How To Transfer Patterns. —A subscriber asks us how 
to transfer to the muslin, sfcx, the patterns for embroidery, 
etc., which we give occasionally on our Supplement. We 
answer that there are several methods. One is to take paper, 
a little thicker than tissue-paper, and place it over the pat¬ 
tern ; then trace with a lead-pencil. Next, take this paper, 
and with a large pin pierce holes through the lines drawn; 
but be sure that they a|» clear, distinct, and close enough to 
trace the pattern without troub l e. Place tills paper over the 
material, and rub with powdered indigo, or white powder if 
the material is dark. Then remove the paper, aad mark 
with pencil over the indigo dots, In folding it away, it is 
well to lay something over the material, as the indigo may 
soil. Instead of the powder, however, yon can use India- 
ink, mixed nntil thick enough not to flow readily. In this 
case, paint over the holes with a brush; and let the paper 
remain on the goods until perfectly dry, as there is danger 
of the ink blotting. 

Another method is to mark over the pattern, on the right 
side, with a sharp crayon or very soft lead-pencil; then 
place the marked side of the pattern on the material, and 
with a bone knitting-needle, go over all the lines on the 
wrong side of the pattern, pressing hard. Next, remove the 
pattern, and the marks will remain on the goods. If faint, 
mark over with pencil, as there is always danger of rubbing. 
▲ still simpler method, if the material is thin enough, is to 
place the pattern against a window-pane, with the material 
over it, and trace with a pencil the outlines of the design. 

The Average American Woman, according to a writer 
ITom London, is the beet-dressed woman in the world. This 
is certainly true of the women who take 11 Petersonthat is, 
if they follow its carefully-selected fashions. 

( 288 ) 


Game or " Skeleton Letters.” In our April number, we 
described some round games for children to play at. They 
have been so popular, that we give, here, a description of 
another, called “ Skeleton Letters." It is a game that calls 
tor a good deal of readiness on the part of one member of 
the company only, and the very dullest and shyest can join 
in it. One undertakes to write a letter, leaving a space 
before every important word: in fact, before every word 
that is not a preposition or part of a verb; and the greater 
the number of spaces left in the construction of a letter, the 
greater the amusement derived from it when finally filled in. 
Thus, it must be literally a skeleton letter to he effective. 
It can, of course, be written apparently from “Dick to 
Harry; 1 ' bnt it promotes more merriment when written 
by one member of the party to some absent friend or ac¬ 
quaintance, known to all; and it is additionally appreciated 
when the writer can cleverly iutrodnee the names of those 
present, or any incidents connected with them that are 
common knowledge, as to where they have been, whom they 
have seen, and where they are going; nothing, of course, of 
a personal or private character. When the writer has com¬ 
pleted the draft, he or she asks each of the company in turn 
for a word, which must be either an adjective, or an adjective 
made out of a substantive; and it is strange how, on the 
spur of the moment, out of the whole vocabulary of the 
English language, what ridiculous words are given: some so 
poor, some so foolish, while few are pertinent; and It is not 
seldom that several moments elapse before a word is forth¬ 
coming from an unready member of the company, who 
generally preambles with, “I don’t know what to say;” or 
“ What shall I say ?” “ Say anything,” is the retort. When 
the vacant spaces In the letter are duly filled in, and the 
letter is no longer a skeleton, but a completed oue, the writer 
reads it aloud, to the general Amusement of all preeent, and 
the comicality which a word will sometimes give to a 
passage, or the aproposness or the malaproposness of another, 
gives a ludicrous turn to the whole. On the other hand, a 
letter thus written is sometimes a masterpiece of composition, 
through the words given at haphazard fitting admirably 
into their places. 

Single Numbers Or This Magazine can be had by ad¬ 
dressing the publisher. We find that many local agent* 
rather than take the trouble of small orders, say that back 
numbers cannot be had. This is not so. Either tbs current 
number, or back numbers, can always be bad. If your local 
agent tells yon otherwise, remit direct to us, and we will 
send the number, or numbers, postage free. Prioe, eighteen 
cents per number. 

44 Ahead Or All Othees.”— The Lake City (Mich.) Journal 
says: “ The current number of * Peterson * for the month has 
arrived, ahead of all others. If there is one thing more than 
another that will disgust a lady with her lover, It is tardiness 
on his part, and the same rule will bold good with a mags- 
sine. Subscribe for it, as it is the beet magazine published, 
and the present number is ahead of all otheis.” 

“Foe Mamma's Rhubarb Pie,” is another of those beau¬ 
tiful steel-engravings to be found only in “ Peterson.” “ One 
good steel-engraving,” says a cotemporary, “ is worth a soore 
of wood-cuts.” Our present illustration is from one of the 
most popular paintings in the Paris Salon of 1882. 
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▲ New Volume Bioak with the July munber, affording f 
an excellent opportunity to eubecribe, especially to those j 
who do not wish back numbers. Ws ttSU condmu to offer a 
choice of three costly premiums for getting up dnbe , of which the 
principal is the beautifbl steel-engraving entitled M Hush 1 j 
Don't Wake Them,** size 90 inches by 16. j 

Or, m place of it, we will give, for a premium, either a | 
Photograph Album, or our Quarto Illustratkd Album, > 
which was so popular last year. The Photograph Album is ■’ 
bound in leatherette) or imitation leather: the Quarto Album i 
Is bound in morocco cloth, gill < 

Tor many dubs, an extra copy of the magasme will be j 
sent. For others, and larger ones, an extra copy of the ^ 
engraving, or either of the Albums. The inducements to get \ 
up clubs were never before so great. \ 

hie not too late to get up clubs for 1882. We can always $ 
supply hack numbers to January, inclusive, when desired. > 
Be particular , when remitting , to toy whether you with to begin < 
with the January number, or that for July. j 

The Gardens At Mouht Vbrnoh, with excellent taste, > 
are devoted, principally, to the good old-fashioned flowers j 
which grow there in Washington’s time, and which survived > 
in country .gardens, as we well remember, up to our own <; 
childhood. Among them are the crown, rose, damask, ) 
cabbage, the velvet, the white, and the maiden's blush, the j 
■ingle yellow, and the rich dark Burgundy, all of them old- j 
time annual June blossomera. Bouncing-Bett, the larkspurs, j 
rockets, ragged-robins, clove-pinks, and carnations, form 
borders to parterres, and gracefully mingle with the rich 
green box-edgings, and are even scattered over the grassy j 
lawns, which are freely dotted with marguerites or field-' 
daisies. With similar good taste, the garden of Shakespeare’s j 
house, at Stratford-on-Avon, was filled, when we were last j 
there, with the flowers mentioned in his poems, and there- j 
fore known to have been cotemporary with him. It is a ■ 
good sign to see this return to the simple, old-fashioned 
flowers. 

It Is Not Too Earlt to begin talking, among your 
friends and neighbors, about subscribing to 44 Peterson ” for 
1883. We have made each arrangements, that, next year, 
this magaalne will be conceded to be, more than ever, the hast 
as well as the cheapest. Secure your dob lists early, and 
before anybody else can get ahead of you. 

Tire Premium Ehoravtho, which we are getting up for 
1883, will be altogether the moat desirable we have ever Issued. 

It is from a world-famous picture, that has never before been 
engraved; and the subject is of universal interest. Look out 
for our next number, in which we shall announoe by name 
this great prise. 

“Evertbodt To Subscribe."— The Albion (Ind.) New 
Era rays of this magazine: "The last number is simply 
perfect. We have often spoken of this magazine as the best 
and cheapest of the lady’s books; and we can only now 
repeat this praise, and advise everybody to subscribe." 

The Pimow-SnAMS, given on the Supplements in the ; 
June and July numbers, can be worked in back-stitch as I 
well as crewel-stitch. In fact, the two stitches are, in all 
emential points, the same. Working them in chain-stitch 
would make them too thick. 

Makiko Macrame Lack is becoming very fashionable. 
To those interested in It, we would say that a little volume, l 
with full instructions and numerous patterns, has Just been j 
published by Barbour Brothers, 20 Bank Street, Philadelphia, j 
price twenty-five cents. i 


NOTICES OP NEW BOOKS. 

John fnglesanL A Romance. By J. II. Shorthouse. 1 voL, 
12mo. New York: MacMillan A Co. —This is a book which 
has made a very great sensation. It cannot, however, be 
called a success, even as a romance, while it has no pretense 
whatever to be considered a novel. It ',owes its reputation, 
principally, to the very subtle manner in which the char¬ 
acter of one John Inglesant, a cavalier supposed to be living 
in the time of Charles the First, is depicted. The salient 
features of that stormy epoch are also well brought out. In 
addition to this, the author shows, occasionally, great 
descriptive powers. The whole tone of the book, moreover, 
is elevated, even heroic. To thoughtful minds, especially 
those impressed with the great mystery of life, the book has 
wonderful fascination. Strange to say, the author, with all 
his knowledge of the Great Rebellion, makes Lord Byron 
the commander at the siege of Liverpool. That officer, 
however, was Sir Robert Byron, the brother of the John 
Byron, who, A. D. 1643, was created the first Lord Byron. 

Human Life In Shakespeare. By Henry Oilee. With Intro¬ 
duction by John Boyle O'Reilly. 1 sol., 12mo. Boston: Lee A 
Shepard.—A reprint of the lectures on Shakespeare, origin¬ 
ally delivered before the Lowell Institute, and subsequently 
repeated in various cities of the United States. We re¬ 
member, even yet, the pleasure with which we listened to 
them, as they fell from the eloquent lips of the speaker; 
and that pleasure, we find, has been renewed by a perusal of 
them in this elegant little volume. We commend particu¬ 
larly to our readers the lecture on "Woman In Shakes¬ 
peare." 

The Stars And The Earth; Or, Thought* Upon Space , Time, 
And Eternity. With An Introduction By Rev. Thomas HiU, 
D. D., LL.D. 1 rot., 2Amo. Boston: Lee A Shepard. —This 
little treatise appeared anonymously, some years ago, in 
England; and was introduced to the American public by 
Rev. Dr. Hill. Its object is to prove that philosophy and 
religion, when either is rightly understood, sustain and 
elucidate each other. The book is full of interest of the 
very highest kind. Wo recommend it most cordially. 

Bbnbi. Stories For Children. By Ouida. 1 vol, 12mo. 
Philadelphia: J. B. IAppineott A Co. —Tt is in stories of this 
description, and in such others as “A Dog Of Flanders,” 
that this author is at her best. The first one, " The Nurem- 
burg Stove,’’ is not only quite original in its conception, but 
most beautifully told. One wonders, when reading the clear, 
unaffected English of this little tale, how the same writer 
could be guilty of the torrent of big words and the turgid 
bombast that disfigure her more pretentious writings. 

Iris. A Novel. By Mrs. Randolph. 1 vol., 12mo. Phila¬ 
delphia: J. B. Lippincott A Co. —This is very much more 
than an average fiction. The plot is unusually good. The 
novel, however, really is a novel of character. The two 
sisters, Iris and Eve, especially, are skillfully drawn and 
capitally discriminated. 

Hint* And Helps For Thorn Who Writs, Print , Or Read. 
By Benjamin Drew. 1 vol., 24 mo. Boston: Lee A Shepard .— 
This Is especially intended for proof-readers, but will bo 
found useful also to writers for the press, and Indeed for 
those engaged in any literary work whatever. 

Prince Hal; Or, The Romance Of A Rich Young Man. By 
Fanny Andrews. Philadelphia i J. B. Lippincott A Co.—This 
author is already favorably known by her novel ‘‘A Family 
Secret," and other fictions of every-day life. The present 
story is located in the South, some thirty years ago. 

Taxidermy Without A Taacher. By Walter P. Mankm. 
1 voL, 24«io. Boston: Lee A Shepard.—A thoroughly com¬ 
plete manual for preparing Snd preserving birds, animals, 
and fishes The book Is illustrated. 
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What I* Said or “ Peterson.”— Of all the magazines *> 
published, this is the one that receives the heartiest com- ; 
mendatious from the newspapers, as being the one that l 
keeps its promises always, and that is alike the cheapest and \ 
the bed. We have several hundred notices of the July and j 
August numbers before us. Says the Marysville (Ohio) ; 
Journal: “ The last issue is a gem; the fashion-plate superb; > 
the stories first-class; the number unsurpassable.” The j 
Ruleigh (N. C.) Age says: “Still ahead in point of ex- j 
cellence: a perfoct household treasure: the lAdies could not \ 
part with it.” The Havre de Grace (Md.) Republican says: \ 
** We cannot see how any lady can do without it: undeniably J 
it is the best, as unquestionably it is the cheapest, lady’s \ 
magazine published.” The Minneapolis (Minn.) Mirror 
says: “The fourteen steel-engravings, furnished in the 
course of the year, are alone worth the price of the maga¬ 
zine ; the moral style of its literature, too, is unexceptional: 
in everything, ‘Peterson’ is as line and dainty as ever.” 
Says the Norristown (Pa.) Herald: “ Contains better stories 
than can be found in any other lady’s magazine: an impor¬ 
tant feature is the Paris letters of Mrs. Lucy H. Hooper.” 
The West Point (Va.) Star says: “ We have ofteu spoken of 
this magazine as the best and cheapest of the lady’s books; 
and we can only now repeat this praise, and advise every¬ 
body to subscribe.” The truth is, the enormous circulation 
of “ Peterson ” enables it to give a better periodical for the 
money, than is possible to any other publisher. Those that 
ore cheaper, or as cheap, and even some at a higher price, 
are mere catch-penuies. “ It is its sterling merit, in giving 
always the best of its kind,” writes a patron of twenty years, 
standing, “ that first gave it its ascendancy, and still main¬ 
tains it.” 

The Baking Powder War. —The Royal Baking Powder 
Company is still making enemies among those who are 
manufacturing and selliug impure articles for leavening 
purposes (and their name is legion), and this fact shows that 
it is continuing its vigorous work in the interests of the 
'public. This Company set out some time ago to expose tho 
character, and as far as possible to break up the sale, of 
adulterated baking powders. Having found from an examin¬ 
ation of a number of specimens procured from grocers that 
they were generally of an inferior character—some devoid i 
of all leavening properties, and many of them actually 
poisonous—it brought the matter before the public, de¬ 
nounced the makers by name in the press, and to the 
health authorities. The aflair was speedily taken up by 
physicians, Boards of Health, and Legislatures, throughout 
the country; chemists were employed to make scientific 
tests of the various powders in the market, aud the Govern- 
ment itself directed analyses to be made before it would ; 
purchase the supplies needed for army, navy, and Indian 
uses. The result more than justified the charges so boldly \ 
made by the Royal Company. Not only were the majority ( 
of baking powders in the market found to be largely adul- •> 
terated, but many of them were ascertained to contain alum j 
and other poisonous ingredients, to such an extent as to \ 
render them positively unsafe for use in human food. The j 
information spread throughout the country, and created a < 
profound sensation. As a result, many of these injurious > 
mixtures were driven out of the market, and the sale of all \ 
of them seriously interfered with. No occurrence of recent j 
date has been so far-reaching as this iu its beneficial influ- \ 
ence upon the public health; and the boldness of the Royal < 
Baking Powder Company in the inauguration of such a \ 
warfare, and their energy in carrying it forward with such 
important results, were universally commented upon and j 
appreciated. In making the charges, they-did not hesitate | 
to eater into competition with every other baking powder in 
the country; and it is a public satisfaction that iu all the ( 
tests and analyses made, the Royal Baking Powder was j 


IRfi’ DEPARTMENT, ETC. 

placed at the head of the list; and declared by Boards of 
Health and by the Government chemists. Doctors Mott and 
Love, to be the superior of all others in strength, and abso¬ 
lutely pure and free from all inferior substances. 

In continuing tills warfare against the adulterated food, 
more particularly the alum aud otherwise impure aud 
inferior baking powders which unscrupulous manufacturers 
are endeavoring to force upon the market in this locality 
tiis Royal will undoubtedly meet with the old-time oppo¬ 
sition and abuse. We are confident, however, that th# 
public will also appreciate, as heretofore, both the object of 
the “ alum men,” aud the action of the Royal Company, aud 
award full justice to the company that has so fearlessly stood 
up for its protection from ail such adventurers. 

Horsford’s Acid Phosphate makes a oooling drink, with 
water and sugar only. Try it. 


MOTHERS' DEPARTMENT. 

[Medical Botaxt—Of tub Gabdkn, Field amd Foeest.] 

BT ABEAM LFVEZEY, A. N, M. D. 

No. IX.— Gbntian, Blue and Yellow—Ginseng. 

The Blue, Geutiana Oatesbml, grows most abundantly in 
the grassy swamps of North and South Carolina, though it 
is found more sparsely elsewhere. It has a stem eight to ten 
Inches high; leaves, opposite, ovate, lanceolate, acuta. 
Flowers, of a pale-bloe color, crowded axillary or terminal; 
corolla, large, plaited, an inch or more in length. 

The Yellow, Gentiana lutea, kept in drug-stores, is tba 
officinal medicinal article in general use. In nature, it is a 
beautiful plant, growing among the mountains of Switzer¬ 
land, France, Italy, and Spain. The root is the part need, 
and both species are highly tonic, improving the appetite 
and invigorating digestion. The European species has been 
known to medical men from the earliest autiquity, deriving 
its name probably from Gentius, a king of Illyria. Tbs 
American species is used chiefly in the South, in cases of 
dyspepsia,' debility of tbs stomach and general system. 
Mothers can use either in infusion or in tincture with con¬ 
siderable freedom and benefit. The root is sometimes 
chewed by persons wishing to free themselves from the ms 
of tobacco. 

G ikskb o—Panax qumquefolmtn. An indigenous plant, 
annually sending up a smooth round stem about ten or 
twelve inches high, divided at its summit into three leaf¬ 
stalks, each bearing a compound leaf of three to seven 
leaflets. 

Flowers, small, greenish, in a simple umbel, arising from 
the centre of the petioles. Fruit, a scarlet berry. Found 
generally in hilly places in this country. In fact, the Chinese 
at one time claimed that it possessed “ miraculous powers in 
preserving health, invigorating the system, and prolonging 
life.” These extraordinary medicinal virtues our physicians 
have never discovered, and have long since concluded 
that they existed only in the Imagination of the Celestials. 
The root, the part used, is in the green state fleshy, spindle- 
shaped, size of the little finger, and one to three inches long. 
We consider the root to possess merely some emollient 
properties, and of bnt little value. It is chewed by some 
persons who have acquired a taste for it, as others do for 
tobacco, and it is a great pity that all who are not satisfied 
in chewing toothpicks after meals, should not resort either 
to the gentian or ginseng roots. For the writer is most 
thoroughly convinced, from observations extending much 
beyond the number of years allotted to one generation, that 
the tobacco habit is the great curse of the country, the great 
bane to the rising generation. The physical depression it 
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causes among the youth, the intellectual weak neat of the j 
more mature, and the moral depravity it produce* in every 
period of life—all these dire effects have never yet been told. 
It is the fostering parent of nearly all other vices, and more 
especially does it lead to the nee of intoxicating drinks. It 
should create alarm among parents when they see their 
sons, not yet in their teens, using the vile weed, and the 
watchful mother should put her foot down firmly upon the 
habit. And yet we see professional temperance lecturers 
addicted also to the habitual use of tobacco. “ 0 tempora, 
o mores 1" Alas for the degeneracy of the times I Alas 
for the depravity of customs! 


1. Caroline. 

2. Etbol. 

3. Eva. 

4. Stella. 


6. Myra. 

6. Inez. 

7. Amy. 

8. Ida. 


GLOWERS 

LOWER 

OWE 

W 


PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 


jg^Everythiug relating to this department must be sent 
to QEORGK CHINN, Marblkiikad, Mass. All communi¬ 
cations are to be headed: “ Foa Peterson's.” All are invited 
to send answers, also to contribute original puzzles, which 
should be accompanied by the answers. 


No. 170 .—Ladder Puzzlr. 


The nprighta are words of seven letters each; the right 
meaning a once-famous lawyer, the left a great name in 
American history. 

The rounds, beginning with the lower, are: 1. To forsake. 
2. A rank. 3. To send out 
Elkhart, Ind. Marion P. 

No. 171.— East Word-Squarr. 

1. Unadorned. 2. Off. 3. A family. 4. Organa. 
Marblehead, Mass. Qrbbxr. 

No. 172.— Cross-Word Enigma. 

My first is in bad, but not in good. 

My second's in hat but not in hood. 

My third is in barn, but not in house. 

My fourth is in rat hut uot in mouse. 

My fifth is In corn, bnt not In wheat 
My sixth is In hands, but not in feet. 

My whole Is fruit which melts in the month. 

It la, as you'll find, always grown m the Sonth. 

ML Gilead, 0. Maqoir Santobd. 

Anetoere Next Month. 


Answrrs to Puzzlrs in thr August Numrrr. 


Dark as pitch. 


1. Caster, caste. 

2. China, chin. 
8. Code, cod. 


4. Apex, ape. 

6. Baal, baa. 
fi. Cloven, dove. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

B&~Every Receipt in this Cook-Book hue been teeted bg a 
practical housekeeper. 

MEATS. 

Mutton Cutlets and Tomatoes —Trim from the cutlets all 
superfluous fat and dip them in an egg beaten up, and some 
pepper and salt: then roll them in breadcrumbs, and let 
them rent for a couple of hours. Peel some good-sized toma- 
I toes; make an iucision around the stalk end and remove all 
the pipe, taking great care in doing so to preserve the toma- 
\ toes whole. Lay them in a stewpan with a small quantity 
of good stock, some parsley and basil, mixed fine, pepper and 
salt to taste; let them stew very gently till done. Fry the 
cutlets a nice color in plenty of butter; arrange them in a 
circle on a dish, and put the tomatoes in the centre, with as 
[ much of their gravy as is necessary. 

7b Bod a Leg of Lamb. —Wash and trim the leg nicely; 
have ready water that has boiled and been skimmod—soft 
water is the best. Put in the leg when the water is nearly 
or quite boillug hot, and remove the scum as fast as it rises. 
When it has boiled five minutes, throw in the pot sufficient 
salt to give the water a saline taste, and boil the water 
briskly until the scum is all removed; then simmer uutll 
tender; the water should be kept to nearly boiling heat, and 
the pot tightly covered all the time. If the amount of water 
decreases, fill the pot with hot water from the tea-kettle; 
serve with nice drawn butter, flavored with celery, parsley, 
and lemon-juice. 

VKOETABLE8. 

Baked Tomatoes. —Take a deep pudding-dish, and butter 
| the inside of it well; first put in a layer of breadcrumbs, 
then a layer of peeled sliced tomatoes, then a small onion 
cut very thin; dredge on a little flour, pepper, and salt; now 
begin with breadcrumbs again, tomatoes, onion, and sea¬ 
soning, till the dish is full; the top layer must be bread¬ 
crumbs, with salt and pepper, and a few small bits of butter 
over it; put this in the oven; keep it covered with a tin 
plate for an hour, then remove the plate and let it brown. 
It does not require too hot an oven. It will take at least 
two hours to bake. Those who wish can add sugar to suit 
the taste. It is better to send to table in the dish need for 
baking. 

Slewed Beet. —Bake or boil it tolerably tender, and let it 
remain until it isoold; then pare and cut it into shoes; heat 
and stew it for a short time in some good pale veal gravy 
(or in strong voal broth for ordinary occasions); thicken this 
with a teaspoonful of arrowroot, and half a cupful or more 
of good cream; stir In, as it is taken from the fire, from a 
teaspoonftil to a tablespoonful of vinegar. The beet may be 
served likewise in thick white sauce, to which, just before it 
is dished, mild eschalots may be added. 

M 77p-lbp" Potatoes. —Boil eight large potatoes in their 
■kins, and let them cool. When' cold, peel them and cut 
them into thick slices. Put into a stewpan two ounces of 
batter in a thin slice, and when it is melted add a teacupful 
of well seasoned stock or gravy, a teaspoonful of finely- 
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chopped parsley, chopped onion, and a teaspoonful of mixed { 
pepper and salt Stir theso well together over the fire till s 
hot, odd the potatoes, simmer five minutes, stir in the juice 
of a lomon, and serve hot. 

DE88ERT8. 

To Make Boiled Custards. —Take a pint and a half of milk, 
three ounces of loaf sugar, four eggs, a lemon, twolre drops 
of almond flavoring, a bit of stick cinnamon. Beat up the 
eggs with their whites iu a half-pint of milk separately. Bub 
two of the lumps of sugar on the rind of the lemon until 
they are quite yellow; then put the whole of the sugar, the 
pint of milk, and the cinnamon, into a saucepan. Let the 
ingredients boil for five minutes; pour out and set asido to 
cool. Mix quite smoothly one dessertspoonful of maizona 
with cold milk,.add It to the milk which has been boiled. 
Now mix all the ingredients together, and put into a jug or 
Jar, which should be set in a saucepan of boiling water over 
a fire; stir the mixture till it thickens; it must not be 
allowed to boil, or it will curdle. When thick enough, take it 
out of the water and stir till cool. When cold, pour it care¬ 
fully into the glasses. Over the tops of the custards may be 
grated some fine nutmeg, or cover with blanched almonds, 
cut up in fine shavings. The above quantities will fill from 
twelve to fourteen custard-glasses, according to the size of 
tho glass. 

French Pancakes. —Take two eggs, two ounces of butter, 
two ounces of sifted sugar, two ounces of flour, half-pint of 
new milk. Beat tho eggs thoroughly, and put them into a 
basin with the butter, which should bo beaten to a cream; 
stir in the sugar and flour, and when these ingredients are 
well mixed, add the milk; keep stirring and beating the 
mixture for a few miuutes; put It on buttered plates, and 
bake in a quick oven for twenty minutes. Serve with a cut 
lemon and sifted sugar, or pile the pancakes high on a dish, 
with layers of preserve or marmalade between them. 

Apple Snow. —Fare and core tart, juicy apples; stew with 
just enough water to keep from burning; sweeten with 
white sugar, and beat perfectly free from lumps; when cold, 
add tho juice of half a lemon, and, for a dish large enough 
for eight or ten persons, tho whites of two eggs; beat the 
mixture until it is stiff enough to stand alone, and is as 
“ white as snow,” and you will have a delicious and elegant 
dessert; eat with whipped cream. 

Puff Pudding. —Beat six eggs; add six spoonfuls of milk j 
and six of flour; butter some cups, pour iu the batjter, and 
bake the puddings quickly; then turn them out, and eat 
them with butter, sugar, and nutmeg. 

PICXLES. 

Cucumber* , Pickled. —The small, long kind are best for 
pickles, and those but half-grown are better than the full- 
grown. Let them be freshly gathered, pull off the blossom, 
but do not rub them. Pour over them a strong brine, ! 
boiling hot, cover closely, and let them stand all night. In 
the morning, drain on a sieve, and dry them in a cloth. To 
each quart of best wine vinegar, put one-half ounce of whole 
pepper, the same of ginger and allspice, and one ounce of 
mustard-seed—add onions if agreeable. When the pickled 
vinegar boils up, throw iu the cucumbers, and make them 
boil as quickly as possible for throe minutes—no longer. 
Put them in a jar with the boiling vinegar, and cover 
closely. Made in this way, your pickles will be tender, 
crisp, and green. If the color is not quite clear enough, 
boil the vinegar over the next day, then pour it over the 
cucumbers, and cover perfectly tight. 

Tomato Sauce for Bottling. —Take one gallon peeled tome- ; 
toes, four pods of red pepper; cook until tender, and strain 
through a coarse sieve; then stir in thoroughly four table- 
spoonfuls of salt, four tablespoonfuls of ground black pepper, 
three tablespoonfula of white mustard-seed, half a table- 
spoonfnl of allspice, and one pint of vinegar; simmer slowy 


<; throe or four hours; bottle while hot, and cork tight, and 
v the preparation will keep good for years. It can also bo 
made in winter-time by using canned tomatoes and dried 
rod-pepper pods. 

To Pickle Egge .—Sixteen eggs, one quart of vinegar, on©- 
half ounce of black pepper, one-half ounce of Jamaka 
pepper, one-half ounce of ginger. Boil the eggs tor twelve 
; minutes, then dip them into oold water, and take off the 
shell. Put the vinegar, with the pepper and ginger, into a 
stew pan, and let It simmer for ten minutes. Now place the 
eggs in a jar, pour over them the vinegar, etc., boiling hot, 
and when cold, tie them down with a bladder to exclude the 
air. This pickle will be ready for use in a mouth. 

Pickled Onion *.—Peel onions—the smallest that can be 
found; put in a strong salt-and-eatcr brine for forty-eight 
hours, then in fresh for twelve hours. Put in jars or 
bottles, as many as can be packed in; then fill with best 
vinegar, cold. These will keep for yean, and keep white 
and crisp. 

Tomato Chow-Chow .—Six large ripe tomatoes, one large 
onion, one green pepper, one tcaspoonful of salt, two table¬ 
spoonfuls of brown sugar, one pint of vinegar; poel and cut 
fine the tomatoes, chop fine the onion and pepper; add 
salt, sugar, and vinegar; stew gently one hour. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

To Keep Egg *.—Make a solution of borax, by putting a 
heaping teaspoonful of pulverized borax to a pint of boiling 
water; lot it stand until it becomes warm, but do not allow 
it to get so cool that the borax will crystallize; dip the eggs 
quickly in this, and keep in a cool place. The borax will 
crystallize around the eggs, keep out the air and preserve 
them. 

To Take Stain* out of Silver .—Steep the plate in soap lye 
for the space of four hours; then cover it over with whiting, 
wet with vinegar, so that it may stick thick upon it, and dry 
it by the fire; after which, rub off the whitiug, pass it over 
with dry bran, and the stains will not only disappear, but 
the plate will look exceedingly bright 

To Prevent File* from Boding Picture-Frame *—Paint the 
frames over with a decoction of looks, prepared by boiling three 
or four in a pint of water. This will not injure the frames, 
but it will prevent the flies from resting on them. 


FASHIONS FQB SEPTEMBER. 

Fro. i. — Visiting-Dress, of Wine-Colored Surah and 
Brocade. The skirt is mode of the surah, puffed and 
gathered, with three narrow knife-plottings around the 
bottom. The tunic, which is looped back panier-fashion, fa 
of brocade, in two shades of wine-oolor. The bodice, of 
surah, is long; but opens at the back to let the brocade come 
from beneath it, in a puff. It is shirred on the butt, and 
has a trimming of the brocade. Tuscan straw bonnet, lined 
with wine-colored surah, and trimmed with feathers of the 
same color. 

Fio. ii. — House-Dress, of Blue Watered Silk and Nun's* 
Veiling. The skirt is of the striped watered silk, with three 
knife-plaitings, headed by a ruffle around the bottom. The 

drees is of the nun’s-veillng; round at the waist, and worn with 

a belt of the watered silk. It opens in front with full revors, 
crosses diagonally, and is made with poolers. A duster of 
buttercups on the shoulder and in the hair. 

Fia. hi.— Hous K-DRK88, of Black Satin Mkeveuxzux. 
The skirt is puffed at the back, is plain front, and striped 
with old-gold satin ribbon. Around the bottom of the 
skirt is a narrow knife-plaiting and a full ruffle. Abova 
this is a wide flounce, laid in plaits, and striped with the 
old-gold ribbon. Above this flounce is a row of loops of the 

same ribbon. The upper port of the skirt oousiste of paniers 
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of the black satin menreUleux, edged with guipure lace, ( 
dyed old-gold color. The bodice is long, but Is slightly full j 
across the cheet The collar, of old-gold, is trimmed with j 
the lace, which also extends down the frout of the dress. A ' 
cluster of pomogranates on the bodice and in the hair. > 
Fio. iv.—House or Walking-Press, or Puce-Colored StLK. ) 
The skirt consists of nine box-plaited ruffles. Above this < 
is a tunic, with scarf drapery, which falls over the skirt ; 
at the bock. A pulling around the hips Is held in place by l 
stripes of the silk, which has small polka-dots in it. The ^ 
bodice is of the silk which has the polka-dots over It. It } 
opens in front, and has a collar of the plain silk laid in \ 
plaits. J 

Fia. v.— Walking-Duess, or Stone-Colored Sateen. The i 
skirt consists of two deep kilted flounces, which are edged j 
with gay-colored stripes. The scarf drapery, edged in the i 
same way, forms paniers over the hips; and is carelessly 
looped behind. The bodice is long and plain, and has a scarf ) 
mantle, trimmed with the gay stripes, and ties in front. \ 
Coarse straw bonnet, trimmed with poppies and blue corn- j 
flowers. | 

Fio. n.— Dress or Black and White Skkpherd's-Plaid, { 
roR a Young Ladt. The kilted skirt is in alternate plaits j 
of the plaid—which has a gray effect—and of a gray camel's- i 
hair. The overskirt is of the plaid, which opens in front \ 
over the kilted skirt, and of the gray camel's-hair, which j 
forms the drapery at the back. The deep pointed body has j 
coat-basques added, but opens at the back to allow the j 
puffed camol's-hair to show. Cape gathered slightly at the $ 
neck. Cuffs of the carneTs-halr. Gray straw hat and j 
feathers. j 

Fio. vii. — Visiting-Dress, or Fine Forest-Green Camel's- j 
Hair and Green Watered Silk. The apron-front is made j 
of alternate stripes of the watered silk and of fine plaitings [ 
of the comel's-hoir. The skirt at the back is of the camel's- 1 
hair, iu simple drapery. The bodice is of the camel's-hair, j 
with simulated vest, collar, and cuffs of the silk; and a 1 
plaited basque is added, to correspond with the front of the j 
skirt. 

Figs, nri and ix.—Front and Back or House-Dress, or \ 
B&ge Cashmere. The skirt is in alternate box-plaitings and ' 
kiltings of the coshmoro. The tunic is bdge and blue plaid, J 
and is draped high at the sides. The bodice, of the same J 
material, has a kilted waistcoat, ornamented with straps ) 
fastened with buckles. The habit-bodice at the back corre- < 
sponds. $ 

Fig. x.— House-Dress, or Brown Cashmere and 8atin. \ 
The skirt is of alternate plaits of the two materials. The / 
long coat-bodice is of the cashmere, and has a beaded < 
trimming around the skirt, on the pockets, the sleeves, 1 
collar, and down the front A scarf of fancy material is \ 
knotted at the back. Jabot of lace down the front ] 

Fig. xx. — Out-Door or House-Dress, or Black and \ 
White Checked Silk and Spanish Lace. The skirt is 
edged with lace, laid on flat, and opens on the left side, 
over several rows of Spanish lace. The drapery Is frill at i 
the back. The bodice Is pointed, and has a collar formed of i 
two rows of Spanish lace, which also forms a jabot in front \ 
White chip hat, trimmed with an Alsatian bow of black j 
velvet | 

Fig. xii.— Fall Bonnet, or Tuscan Straw, trimmed with ; 
brown velvet and bird-of-Paradise feather. 

Fig. xm.— Fall Hat, or Brown 8traw, trimmed with v 
brown velvet and ostrich plume. ' 

Fio. xiv.—Fall Hat, or Cream-Colored Felt, with | 
6«vam-colored plush front, trimmed with largo yellow < 
roses. j 

Figs, xv and xvx. — Riding-Habits. (Elsewhere de- j 
scribed.) I 


General Remarks. —So early in the season, there Is but 
little that is new to chronicle. No great change seems 
possible, when everything is mado and worn according to 
the dictates of individual taste. Even the rich materials, 
which used to be reserved for the very wealthy, have given 
place to comparatively cheap ones; and soft woolen goods 
are, to a great extent, used in the most elaborate dresses. 
In fact, our designs can almost always be made equally well 
iu silk, satin, velvet, or wool, as may be preferred. Style 
varies as much as material. Some of the most fashionable 
French dressmakers, as well as those oh this side of the 
water (who only copy those abroad), make all dresses with 
paniers, or scarf, or fnll drapery, while others strictly adhere 
to long straight lines, and severe-looklng redingotes, with 
but little drapery, but with easy fulness at the back, formed 
by large plaits. The latter style requires a good figure, but 
is much better suited to a stout person than the elaborate 
bunching that is too apt to l>o exaggerated. The paniers 
apparently reduce the size of the waist, but increase that of the 
hips; and should, therefore, be worn only by slender people. 
As our readers know, the “ redingotes ” are very long coat- 
basques or polonaiso, which may be fastened down the 
front, or drawn open over an underskirt or petticoat, as 
may be wished. They are plain-fitting over the hips, and 
are hut little trimmed. 

Some dressmakers make evening-dresses much wider 
around the skirt than has been the custom of late. In 
the frout and at the sides, the dress foils straight enough; 
but the tournnre throws the skirt for out at tho back. This 
is a new style, but not graceful. Low bodices are mote and 
more worn for evening-dress; but as a rule, they are much 
less becoming than handsomely-trimmed, open-necked high 
waists. The pretty thin miudin and lace fichus add very 
much to tho beauty of high-necked dresses. The plain 
underskirt, with a frill wido inching or plaiting—which 
is made not to fall flat, but to look very full—is new and 
popular; but such a trimmed skirt shows the feet much 
more than one where tho bottom ornamentation is flatter, 
and some thought should be taken as to the size and shape 
of tho feet before wearing the newer style. 

All colors are worn—dark-green, dark-red, terra-cotta, 
dark-blue grays of all shades, as well as browns. In the 
latter color, care shonld be taken to avoid cinnamon-color, 
for It is excessively trying to all complexions. Gray is 
popular for evening-wear; and one of the prettiest toilettes 
we have seen for a young lady is of liglit-grey tullo, trimmed 
with deep pink roses. 

Mantle* and vititc* are of all styles. For autumn, black or 
colored camel's-hair is taking the place of silk and lace for 
wraps. But few colored figured or brocaded ones are worn 
on the street; but for driving, they are popular. 

Bonnet* t. If new, are mostly of tulle, embroidered with jot, 
steel, or colored beads; but few new ones are seen. As for 
this month, straws retrimmod are considered sufficiently 
good for the mid-season. 


OUR PARIS LETTER. 

Rue deb Petits Champs. 

The latest mode for making dresses is a very sensible one. 
It consists in having the corsage of on entirely different ma¬ 
terial from the skirt. Now, as any skirt, particularly in 
these days of short dresses, will outwear two waists, it will 
i cadily be understood how comfortable, convenient, econom¬ 
ical, and therefore donbly sensible, this new style is. The 
corsages are either long basques, or are made in the style of 
a Louis XV coat. They may be of any material almost 
Brocade*, striped satins, corded and stamped velvets, or 
velvet and satin Pekins, being araongBt the more popular. 
Plain satins are not appropriate for this purpose, howover: 
neither is plain black velvet; though colored velvet waists. 
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in contrasting colors to thoso of the skirts, <ure sometimes 
seen. Generally, there is some affinity between the color of 
the corsage and that of the skirt. Thus, a striped satin 
mervcilleux corsage, in blue and old-gold shades, is worn 
with a blue skirt; a ficelle-colored velvet, with a cream- 
tinted surah skirt, etc. Some of the striped satins, that come 
for corsages, have the stripes running sideways, in the old 
style that used to be called bayadere; but these patterns are 
extremely unbecoming, except to a very long-waisted thin 
figure. The latest combination in these materials is a series 
of black, brown, and yellow stripes, called u rattlesnake,” 
and really it is ugly enough to represent that venomous rep¬ 
tile. I do not recommend, I only chronicle it. All these 
various fancy corsages are worn in demi-toilette, or for street 
wear, being inappropriate for full dress. 

Some very ltandsome combinations are shown in black 
watered silk, colored satin, and black Spanish lace, for fall 
visiting and reception-dresses. The deep corsage of watered 
silk has an under-vest of the satin, just showing beneath the 
border of the waist in front. The skirt is of satin, composed 
of a scries of plaited flounces, over each of which falls a 
flounce of heavy black Spanish lace. Rose-pink and rose- 
crimson are the colors most frequently employed for the 
satin skirts. Sometimes, a vivid scarlet flounce, with a 
Spanish lace one over it, alternates with a black plaited one, 
the corsage being in black satin. 

Lace parasols, either covered with ruffles of Spanish or 
Chantilly lace, qr with the cover made entirely of Spanish 
lace over colored satin, are much in vogue this fall. For 
very dressy occasions, a parasol in cream silk, covered with 
white dotted net, put on fall, and edged with white lace, is 
extremely pretty. Umbrellas for ladies' use are of medium 
size, the handles being perfectly plain and smooth, and in 
live ivory, with the owner's initials or monogram in colored 
letters at the top. Showy handles are no longer in vogue. 
A tiger’s claw, set transversely, and tipped with gold, is 
considered a very stylish handle, and is assuredly a very 
costly one. 

Somo of the now styles for making skirts are very novel 
and effoctive. One that I saw lately, in pale-blue satin-surah, 
was composed of three large transverse puffs, which covered 
the whole skirt from the waist to a point midway between 
the knee and the hem. From the lowest puff, fell a full 
gathered flounce of the pale-blue surah, embroidered with 
dark-blue. Underneath this flounce, to finish the skirt, were 
eet three very narrow plaitings of the surah. The corsage 
to be worn with this skirt was a deep basque, in solid dark- 
blue brocade, matching in hue the embroidery on the 
flounce. Another skirt, in black surah, had the front 
breadth covered with five plaited flounces, which met side 
panels in kilt-plalting. These in their turn met full drap¬ 
eries, which covered the back of the skirt. 

We are threatened, for the coining season, with a deluge 
of what is known as “ porcelain goodsthat is to say, the 
styles and ornamentation of different kinds of chinaware, 
reproduced in silks and cashmeres. The first of these pat¬ 
terns was shown in batistes and muslins, during the latter 
part of the summer, crowding out the large Pompadour 
flowers thut were all the rage at the beginning of the season. 
Ladles showed themselves at the races, or at the watering- 
places, in Kate Greenaway gowns, all priutod with little 
boys and girls in early English costumes, or In the Zoological 
Garden costumes, all overrun with elephants, and tigers, 
and lions, and dromedaries, or with Chineee-patterned mus¬ 
lins, reproducing the scenery and personages of the old blue 
willow-patterned ware. Now we ore to have the Wedge- 
wood cashmere, a dark-blue ground with the Wedge wood- 
ware personages and borders embroidered thoroon in white 
silk. Those are robe-dresses, and will not be very expensive. 
The same cannot be said of the new chcn6 silks, that are to 
reproduce the blue-aud-white and piuk-nud-whlte porce¬ 
lains, 1101 the rich brocades, which, on a groundwork of 


| royal blue, will reproduce the designs of the Sevres medal- 
\ lions, and on white or pale-green grounds the graceful Corel 
J patterns of Dresden china. The genuine old brocades are 
>. all the rage now for the long coats that are worn with 
\ different skirts. The large-patterned brocades, need for 

< furniture coverings and for curtains in by-gone days, are im- 
\ mensely popular for these coats. I cannot say that thceo 
j showy materials and bright colors are either becoming rr 
s in good taste; but they are the fashion, and that is sufficient. 
] Light lady's cloths, figured with birds or animals on pnlo- 

< tinted grounds, are worn as costumes. The latest one is in 

> ficelle-color, figured all over with hunting-dogs in full cry, 

< in black silk. The full draperies of the overskirt are 

> caught up at one side with a miniature hunting-horn In 

< silver. I have also seen a dark-red cashmere, figured all 

> over with little black demons: this latter material is to be 

< used for dressing-gowns. Black and silver swallows, on a 
) pale-blue ground, form a much more elegant and tastefnl 

< device. 

\ All sorts of soft rich-looking materials will be in rogue 
s for bonnets during the coming winter, velvets and plushes 
j predominating, with felts for uudrees occasions. Even vel- 
i vet strings, and flowers in shaded velvets, will be used. 
b Dark colors for bonnets and hats will be the most fashion- 
l able, the rich Marie Louise blue promising to be much 
s liked in combination with copper-color, 
s Luct H. Hoofrr. 


| CHILDREN'S FASHIONS. 

< Fio. i.— Boy’s Suit, or Brown Heather Stripxd Woolex. 
s The trousers are short, and buttoned at the side. The 
l platted blouse has a deep oollar, and is bound with braid, or 
) may be finished by machine-stitching. 

I Fio. n.— Stylish Mantle, for a Little Girl. The under 
i part is a plain paletot, without sleeves, and the cape is 
| slightly draped at the centre of the bock with rosettes. This 
■ garment may be made of any colored cloth or flannel, but 
] is exceptionally pretty if made of some Scotch plaid. Straw 
\ hat, trimmed with surah silk, to match the mautle in color. 

I Fio. in. —A Little Girl's Autumn Coat, or Gray Plaid. 

It is laid in plaits back and front, and has shirtings at the 
waist A belt is attached where the shirtings begin. There 
is a donble collar, large pockets, and deep culls. Gray straw 
hat, trimmed with an ostrich feather. 


I OUR PURCHASING AGENCY . 

< After many urgent request*, we some time smos established a 
\ Purchasing Agency, and encouraged by the substantial reoogn i - 

! tion that has followed our efforts to meet the wants of p erso n s 
wishing the best selected goods from the eastern markets, at tbs 
lowest prices, we again call attention to our unsurpassed ad 
vantages for supplying everything used m the house, to the 
entire satisfaction of all who favor ns with their orders. Special 
attention is given to every article bought ; and the list incJndm 
Ladies *, Gentlemen's, and Children's Wear, Wedding Outfits, 
Infants' Wardrobes, Wedding, Holiday, and Birthday Presents, etc. 

The advantages gained by aU persons sending their orders to 
our Purchasing Agency have been appreciated by the large number 
who have been served since it has been established, w the saving 
of money, time, and trouble. 

Samples furnished, only on receipt of 26 cents, Cfrculart are 
free to any one writing for them, containing full particulars, and 
mode of doing business. Remember aU are served, not only our 
subscribers , bid any one else in want of goods or wearing appartL 

! .Address aU communications for our Purchasing Agency to 

MRS. MARY THOMAS, 

P. 0. BOX 1626, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
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R. H. MACY & GO. 


GRAND CENTRAL FANCY AND DRY GOODS ESTABLISHMENT^. 


14th Street, 6th Avenue, & 13 th Street, New York City. 


This cut presents a view of a section of our store facing Sixth Avenue, as seen from the main 
Btaircase on the right of the Fourteenth Street entrance, showing a number of Departments on the 
right of the passage in the following order: First—Fans, Jewelry, Vienna and Leather Goods, a choice 
assortment of both Foreign and Domestic manufacture. Second—Gentlemen’s Furnishing Goods. 
This is a large department, and everything in this line may be found here, from the medium to the 
highest priced goods. Dress and unlaundried shirts, made in our own manufactory, a specialty. 
Third—Ladies’ and Children’s Hosiery and Merino Underwear; great care is exercised in the selection 
of these goods, and a full assortment, from the ordinary domestic to the finest imported, is kept 
constantly in stock. 

Fourth—Ladies’ Linen Handkerchiefs (mostly our own importation), also Collars and Cuffs, made 
in our manufactory on the premises. 

Fifth—A most choice and desirable line of real and imitation Laces, and made-up lace goods, tho 
latter from our own work-rooms. 

Sixth—White Goods Department. With our superior facilities for purchasing abroad, we can 
confidently say that this assortment is second to none in this country, both as to quality and prices. 

Seventh—Worsteds, Embroideries, Fringes, Buttons, etc., a large variety. 

Eighth—A small section of artistic China. 

Ninth—Shoe Department. This is a store in itself; we carry an immense stock of all the latest 
styles, purchase directly from the manufacturers, and are enabled to fill all orders promptly and at the 
lowest margin of profit. 

Returning on the left side of passage shown, may be seen the main staircase on Thirteenth Street 
end of store then Telegraph Office, Mail Desk, and lastly a section of our large Notion Department. 

Catalogues mailed free, and orders by mail filled with promptness and dispatch. 

t' n WnT^Tn } Firm - R - H - MACY & CO. 

J. 13. W UEELl.R, J 
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OYER THREE-QUARTERS OP A MILLION IN 
STOCK. TO SELECT PROM. 


All bought for cash, and sold at lowest city pri¬ 
ces. Dress Goods, Silks, Shawls, Trimmings, Hos¬ 
iery, Upholstery, Fancy Goods, Ladies'dresses, 
Wraps, Underwear, Ties, Lace*, Genfs’ Furnish¬ 
ing Goods, Infants’, Boys’and Girls 1 Outfits, Ac. 

Correspondence solicited. 

8nmples and information free. 

‘•SHOPPING GUIDE” mailed free on 
application. 

COOPER <£ CONARD, 

Nlntli and Market Streets, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Please say where you saw this adrcrtLsemenU 



Mrs. THOMPSON’S 

Celebrated Patent 

WAVES.” 

Tin* r«»m»rkable «ncceasof 
thla cltnrmiug: ariiclu of adorn¬ 
ment, is du« to the COWl lv. 

»riser.. comr oiiT an i ul. 
E.lll’nOVCI) APPEAll. 

to every wearer. An nb- 
aolute lYECESiWITY to Clique who 
lost a portion of their onro Al>iri<l*nt 
Ir—or to tli"** who wish to LOOK 
101J.\C—whoee foreheada are M«h —and 
whose hair will not remain in crimp ; inado 
of nntur.il curl. hair they ranirol get out of wave. 
One (■ It A M> FEATURE time have no 
Wir.-LIKE appearance, so EASILY 
in ALL O 1 KF.Gt waves and crimps— 
while the doing away w ith crimping pin* and the 
danger of ItUIAilAfffS one’s own hair 1* very important t i every 
lady who VALUES her personal henuty nnd the OPIVIOYM 
of her friends. PRICES, from 6<1 *<» IM* ( Blonde nn-l Gray, 
extra'. Also, the nioxt KA.FfiA.liT ASSOllT.TIF.M of 
NWlTCIIESfromSS to $»0. (.HAY HAIR A SPF. 
CL1LTY. Remember there goods can OAI.V BK FOI NO 
at my Headquarters. 82 EAST 14TII ST., N. Y.« No. 0 
Temple Place. Itoaton. Send for Illustrated Catalogue (iooda 
sent C. O. D.. with privilege of examination. 


hair 


Established 

1857 . 


k’ACTS TALK! 

. THE RECOMMENDATIONS 
■ OF LADIES WHO HAVE USED 

THE 






DORSET 


MTd by N<ivelfyCor*etWor1cH,lU-231 , T.86tli8t.,N.Y., ’ 

M. COHN, Proprietor, 

HAVE INCR EASED ITS HALE T WO-FOLD. 

IT IS A NEW INVENTION, 

and being a woven corset, made <n one piece, containing 
100 Hones woven diagonally in the body of the corsel, 
retain* its oliapc under all circumstance***, at 

the same time yielding to ali the motions of the wearer. 
Ladies icill find it to tht'ir oum interest to insist upon, 
having this Corset. 

For eale by oil dealers in the United States. Sent hr 
mall, postpaid, on receipt of PR ICE. $1.50. 



The Opportunity of a Lifetime 


OPIUM 8 


HABIT EASILY 

RED with DOUBLE 
CHLORIDE of GOLD. 
Essay Free. The Morphine 1 st ; 200 pp. $ 1 . 00 . 

LESLIE E. KEELEY, M. I)., Dwight, Ill. 


o<fs 



On 50 elegant new Uhroinnt ard* 10c. 14 pk».$i 
^Agt*. male 50 per cent, l’lrjue ►end ‘JOr f-.irAgent’a 
__ ^Alburn of «R.niplv«, i’rereiuni Li»t Ace. Klnnk CurtU nt 
Wholesale. hOKlilKOKP CARP UOKKS, Korthftonl t <'«nn. 


AGENTS : 


Cun now grasp a fortune. Outfit worth 
I $10 free. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 
Barclay Street, New York. 
SKINNY MEN. “Wells’ Health Banewer” restores 
health and vigor, euros Dyspepsia. SI. At Druggists. 

A A Largo Chroino Cards, no two alike, with name, 10 
^±1/ cents Postpaid. G. I. Rf.f.d A Co., Nassau, N. Y. 

A A Largo New Chromos. No two alike, with name, 10 
4r\.J conts. Nassau Caud Co., Nassau, N. Y. 

THE 

STANDARD 

SILK 

OF TIIE 

WORLD. 

AND NOT ^ 
__WEAR OUT. 

l^byWatchmakers. Fyranil,80cts. Circulars 
OULU FREE.J. S. BIRCH A CO., 38 Dey SL..N.Y. 

«BUCHUPAIBA.»» Quick, complete cure, all an¬ 
noying Kidney Diseases. $1. at all druggists. 



| We have lately purchased a bankrupt stock of WstcliM 
I nnd Jewelry, which we shall offer in our catalogue nt about 
half the usual prices. As the st- ck is very lurge, and we 
wi*h to turn it Into money quickly, we have determined, iu 
order to arouse public interest aud secure applications for 
our catalogue of fine goods, to make un offer of a bolld 
Gold Hunting-Case Watch at a price much below 
the cost of production. Our offer is 1o send bv registered 
mail (carefully packed) a SOLID GOLD HUNTING- 
CASE WATCH, beautifully engraved, nickel 
movement, warranted a geod time-keeper, on 
receipt of only $13.87. 

This is a startling offer, and one that cannot bo made by 
any other firm, as tho actual coat of tho watch re in Switzer¬ 
land is about twice the price we n*k for them. Ii must be 
taken advantnge of at once, if at ail. We make it only to 
secure customers for our other goods, catalogue of whish 
will be sent to each purchaser. If anyone on receiving the 
watch be dissatisfied, it can be returned at once, ana the 
money will be refunded. We sell all our goods on this con¬ 
dition, and have the largest Jewelry trade of any house in 
A me r lea. To those who wish to see the watch before buying 
we offer to send C. 0. D., if one dollar Is sent on account, as 
a guarantee of the express charges; tho balance can be paid 
at the express office when the watch is delivered; privilege 
of examination is given before paying the bill. It ordered 
C. 0. D., however, the customer must pay all exprem 
charges, including return of money. We do not make a 
penny on this watch, and cannot incur any expense beyond 
that of postage, which is provided for in tho price named, 
$13.87. Every watch Is put up in a beautiful satin and 
velvet-lined morocco case. 

We send a HEAVY ROLLED- 
GOLD OPERA or LONG CHAIN 
with the w’fttch, on the receipt of |3.00 
additional; either of the above chains 
will give complete satisfaction, as they are extremely hand¬ 
some, and elegantly finished; the opera chain has two 
| hanging golden tassels with slide, set in either amethyst, 

I garnet, or cameo. Send money hy registered mail, post* 
office money-order, or draft on Philadelphia, Pa. Mention 
i this magazine. Address plainly, J. A. VAIL, 

I 1237 Market Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 
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WALKER--THE BEST 


Warranted for 5 Tears, and satisfaction guaranteed or 
money refunded. The Best, most Kfdcien t, and mos t 
Durable Washer in the world. It has no rival, and is 
the only machine that will wash, perfectly clean without 
rubbing. It can be used in any sized tub, or shifted from 
one tub to another in a moment. Is so simple and easy 
to operate that the most delicate lady or child 10 years 
old con do tho work. It is made of Galvanized Iron, and 
is the only Washer in the world that has the rubber 
Bands on the Rollers, which prevent the brooking of 
buttons and injury to clothes. 

■ fiEUTO MlAUTCn Lxciustve territory. Retail price $8.00. Agents’ sample, $3.50, Also the 
Alltn I $ 8 CU celebrated Keystone Wringers at Manufacturers’ lowest price. Circulars 

IreeT Refer to editor of this paper. Address ERIE WASHER CO., Erie, Pa. 


on JJERffmiV 
Profl ts and General Statistics. 
Address, American MPtr. 
Co., Waynesboro, Pa. 

BEATTY'S 0B&AN3, W stops, $90. Pianos $125 up. 

* 1 M Factory running day and night. Papers 
free. Addrpss D ANIEL F. BEA m, W ashington. N.J. 

STTT ^ ^ oar ant * E x P ense8 to Agents. Outfit Freo. 



Address P. 0. VICKMKY, Augusta, Mo. 


Superb Chromos, Rich and Rare Designs, with name 
01" on, 10 cents. VANN & CO., Fair Haven, Coun. 

Q A Fine White Gold-Edge Cards, name on 10c. Sample 
OVF Book 2-ic. F. M. SHAW & CO., Jersey City, N. J. 

S uperfluous hair. Madame w&mbours specific 

permanently removes Superfluous hair without injuring 
the skin. Send for a circular. Madame Wambold, 34 
Sawyer Street, Boston, Maes. 



T HE Autumn number of VICK’S FLORAL GUIDE 
containing a full list of Bulbs for Fall Planting, and 
Flowers for the House, with descriptions of Hyacinths, 
Tulips, Lilies, and all Bulbs and Seeds for Fall Planting in 
the Garden, just published, and free to all on application. 
Customers who ordered Bulbs last fall will receive it with¬ 
out applying. JAMES VICK, Rochester. N. Y. 


EQUAL TO “HELEN’S BABIES.”—PUBLISHED THIS DAT. 

THE ANNALS OF A BABY 

SHOWING HOW IT WAS NAMED—THE BABY’S FIRST GIFTS—HOW THE BABY 
WAS NURSED—THE BABY’S FIRST PARTY—THE BABY’S LIFE, Etc. 

Price in Paper Cover, 50 Cents; or in Morocco Cloth, Gilt and Black, $1.00. 


THE “HELEN’S BABIES” SERIES. 

Prioe 50 Cents eaoh In Paper Cover, or $L00 each In Horocco Cloth. 

HELEN’S BABIES. ByJohn Habberton. HELEN’S BABIES. By 
author of “Mrs. Mayburn’s Twins.” With Illustrated Cover and Portraits. 
THE ANNALS OF A BABY. Fully equal to “ Helen's Babies." By Mrs. 

Sarah Bridges Stebbins. THE ANNALS OF A BABY. 

MRS. MAYBURN’S TWINS. By John Habberton, author of “Helen’s 
Babies.” With Illustrated Cover. MRS. MAYBURN’S TWINS. 
BERTHA’S BABY. Fully equal to “ Helen's Babies." With Illustrated 
Cover and Portraits. BERTHA’S BABY. 


ttSTCopies of any one or more of the above four wo-hs will be sent to any one, to any address, at 
once, post-paid, on remitting the retail price of the ones wanted to the Publishers, 

T. E PETERSON k BROTHERS, Philadelphia, Pa. 

KSjF WANTED .—Agents and Canvassers in every town and village , to engage in selling the 
above books a who will be supplied with the four books, assorted to suit themselves , by the dozen, 25 , 50 , 
or 100 copies at a iime 9 at half price t cash wilh order. All can make money selling the above books . 
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DRQAtlS^ 

warra^j 
U si*- 

Vea£|. 


Newest iiiid Best Varieties. 

Grown in Pots and ready for shipment after July 
25th. If planted early will give a good crop next 
season. New descriptive priced catalogue containing 
full cultural directions mailed free. 

Address, £LLWANGER & BARKY, 
_ Rochester, N. Y. 


Joseph Gluon'S 

** ‘ STEEL** PENS. 


Cold Medal, Paris, 1878. 
The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 332, 
351, 170, and his other styles. 

8old throughout the World. 
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Beatty’s Parlor Organs 

NEW AND EFFECTIVE ACTION IN A. 
VERY POPULAR CASE. 

6 OCTAVES, 22 STOPS, 6 SETS PEEPS, 

As follow., 9 Rot* of 21-3 Octaves ea/’h, regulars. 1 Sot powerful 16 ft 
tone Sub- Bass. 1 Set of French Horn. 1 Set of Voix Co 
leste. 1 Set Piccolo. These are all of the celebrated 
GOLDEN TONGUE REEDS, whose pure limpid 
tone is producing such a revolution among Cabi n et 
Organa. 

STOP SPECIFICATIONS. 

(1) Diapason Forte, (2) SUB-BASS, (3) Prlncl- 


Clarioret. (16) Vox Celeste, (17) Coupler Har* 
monique, (18) Flute Forte, (19) Grand Organ 
luieo Stop, (20) French Horn Solo, (21) Right 

Knee Stop,(r ~ 
trTBuy onlj 
Coupler and S 

of the instrument. ._ 

knee stops, carved, turned and polished 
handles, two (2) lamp stands of unique do- 
sign, carved and veneered music pocket, 
artistic fret-work music rack, ornamental 
front slip, paneled sliding fall with lock. 
Bolld Black-Walnut Case, carved in mod 
ornate style; beautiful large top as shown in 
cut: upright rubber cloth bellows, steel 
springs, metal foot plates, rollers for mov¬ 
ing, etc. Height, 72 In.; Depth, 24 in,; 
Length, 4*» In.x Weight, boxed, 40u lb*L, 
NEW STYLE, No. 18,000. 

|J?*Thl» Organ Is entirely New and 
Novel, and produces charming orchestral 
effects with great beauty of tone and variety. 
The Vox Jubilnntc, 4 ox Argentina, Pic¬ 
colo, French Horn und other Solo effects 
are jrrand and effective and cannot be dupli¬ 
cated at anywhere near the money asked by 
any other manufacturer. The case is as er- 
tremely popular style and is solid and rich, 
and very stylish. - 

J/j /Price to intro- 
ducetvith STOOL, 

POOKA MUSIC, • 

Warranted 6 Years, sent on Test Trial, satis- 1 
faction Guaranteed, Money Refunded if un¬ 
satisfactory. Thousands now in use. Order 
N ow. Noshing saved by Correspondence. 
REMIT t y Money Order, Express Pi t paid, 
Bauk Draft, or Registered Letters, 4 Uliora 
arc Always Welcome, Free Coach with 
polite attendance meets all trains. 

DLLU b THAT ED CATALOGUE FREE. 


j cluli 13 oouu aiiu j 

Only $50 


□DANIEL F. BEATTY, Washington, New Jersey. 


ITCHING PILES, 


W 1 W 

vr K? M H® Mi Symptoms— Moisture, intense 
\ n i H R itching, most at night. 

& SWATHE’S OIHTKEHT sure euro. 

It is EQUALLY EFFICACIOUS in CURING ALL 
*!!!!I 1 * 11 ”such as Pimples, Blotches, Rash, 
€&! Ra ¥ T%J Tetter, Itch, Salt Rheum, no mat- 
OaKJL id l ter ho w ob stinate or long standing. 

_ * YJi E' 


DISEASES 


SWAYSE’S 

OINTMENT. 

Sold by Druggists. 


CliromOj Motto, Hand dr Bouquet Cards, with name, 10c. 
&tmp1eoook,2&c. Franklin Pr’t’g Co., New Haven, Ct. 


Net, 


100 CARDS FREE I SHt 

Acknowledged the best pack ever produced. Nooneelw 
has them. Send us 10 cts. for our New Price-List and 
Illustrated Catalogue, and we will print your name 
on lOO of the handsomest cards you ever saw FREE, in- 
cluding Feather Series, Verse Cards, Unique 
Marine Views, etc., all in brilliant colon, on heavy 
cardboard. Watches, Gold Rings, Silver Ware, 
Novelties, etc., given as premiums. Agents* Complete 
Sample Book, 25 cents. Inducements to Agents un- 
equuled. Printers and Dealers supplied with blank 
cards. STEVENS BROS., Northford, Conn. 


DON’T DIE in the house. “Rough on Rats.” 
out rats, mice, flies, roaches, bedbugs. 15 cents. 


Clears 


To any suffering with Catarrh 
or Bronchitis who earnestly 
desire relief, I can furnish a 
means of Permanent and Pos¬ 
itive Cure. A Home Treatment 
No charge for consultation by 
mail. Valuable Treatise Free- 
“His remedies are the outgrowth 
of his own experience; they are 
the only known means of per¬ 
manent cure.”— Baptist. ' 

“ . CHILDS, “ 


Rev. T. P. 


Tro&JL 


Can secure permanent employment with 

good salary selling Queen City Skirt 
and Stocking Supporters,etc. Sample outfit Free. 
Address, Queen City Suspender Co., Cincinnati, 0 


Lady Agents 
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UP THE APPLE TREE. 


[See the Story.] 
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FALL CLOAK: BACK AND FRONT. 
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FALL STYLES FOB HOUSE-DRESSES. 
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Vol. LXXXII. 


PHILADELPHIA, OCTOBER, 1882. 


No. 4. 


CAIRO AND THE KHEDIVE'S HAREM. 

BY ALICE REA. 



l am not likely to forget; for We were speeding, 
in the “Peshawar/* one df the Peninsular and 
Oriental floating palaces, towards ’Suez, .with that 
happy hunting-ground of the imagination, the 
East, almost within our grasp. 

Too wise to organize one of those numerous 
contentious and utterly impracticable parties of 
“sisters, cousins, and nuntfe/’ so often-seen 
abroad, my husband had Contented himself with 
asking one bright handsome girl, an intimate 


friend, to join us—a most clever, charming 
companion, whom I shall call Carrie Nugent, in 
tiiis modest attempt to recall various adventures 
in which she bore a part. 

We certainly made up in enthusiasm what we 
lacked in numbers, as we stood on deck, looking 
out at a long range of mountains stretching 
across the desert, wrapped in a pale pinkish 
haze, and reaching down to the shores of the 
Red Sea: the mountains crossed by the children 
of Israel in their flight from Egypt. 

Near the landing-stage, a number of raw Arab 
troops were encamped. Donkeys were in waiting, 
to carry those passengers who wished to ride to 
Suez, three miles distant; and the drivers were 
shouting out the names of their respective beasts, 
much to the amusement of the people on board: 
“ Mrs. Langtry,” “ Mrs. Cornwallis West,” 
“Roger Tichborne,” ‘'Newman Hall,” and the 
“Bishop of London;” of the latter it being 
asserted that he was the “very deuce to go.” 

It was at Suez that I first encountered Eastern 
women. My husband and I, before dinner, 
strolled through the wretched town: a collection 
of mud hovels, with here and there a minaret 
striped like a zebra. On a shady walk, we saw 
a row of native women sitting, each in a single 
garment of dark-blue cotton, the brown faces 
partly hidden by a veil drawn across their 
mouths. The Eastern conception of modesty 
we found to be peculiar; for here, as at Cairo, 
and afterwards at Damascus, we beheld, in some 
coses, the most liberal exposure of bosom; but 
no sooner did we come in sight than the women 
veiled their mouths in the utmost haste. 

There is only one train a day from Suez to 
Cairo.. The. line runs through the heart of the 
desert, and there is nothing to be seen but sand, 
sand, sand; an occasional palm tree; and at 
long intervals, an oasis. As soon ns we got into 
green, cultivated Egypt, however, the scene 
changed. We swept by fertile fields, mounted 
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we went the usual rounds : the Coptic Church in 
the Christian quarter, built in the eighth cen¬ 
tury, in whose crypt the Holy Family ore said to 
have taken refuge when they fled into Egypt; 
the mosque of Omar, the largest of the five 
hundred that adorn Cairo; the Island of Rhoda, 
where Moses was hid in the bulrushes, according to 
Eastern tradition, and where there is a Nilometer, 
an ancient device for marking the rise and fall of 
the river. The orange-groves were in fUll bloom— 
we saw no bulrushes—and we came away laden 
with great branches of that delicious shrub. 

On Saturday, we started off, a party of ten, to 
visit the Pyramids of Gixeeh, which have been 
described to any extent already, by far abler 
pens; so that I shall only relate a conversation 
we had with the Arabs, which we thought had a 
delightfully Eastern flavor. As neither Carrie 
nor I felt equal to 44 doing” the Pyramids, we 
took up a position outside, where we had a capital 
view of the Sphinx and Pyramids, while the 
more enterprising of our companions undertook 
the work of exploration. I began to sketch, 
while my particular attendant — a handsome 
youth of fourteen, six feet high—held an um¬ 
brella over me; and we soon had a large circle 
of Arabs clustering around us, all gentle and 
well behaved. We asked why they did not clear 
away the sand that covered the body and paws 
of the Sphinx. “Who pay, then?” cried an 
old Arab, excitedly: 44 Why you not pay money, 
and dig out Sphinx much as you like?” 44 But 
why should we pay to keep your monuments in 
order?” objected Carrie: 44 If we are to bear 
the expense, we ought to keep them for our¬ 
selves.” 44 And you can have them,” said the 
accommodating Arab. 14 You may take Sphinx 



—if yon can move it,” he added, with a grim 44 You no woman; you girl,” he replied, eyeing 
smile. her leisurely ; 44 you no husband, but you have 

At this we all laughed, and Carrie said: one this year.” 

44 You think we have nothing to do but to send I have never heard that Arabs had the gift of 
money here. Don’t you know that we are second sight or the prophetic eye, but this pre- 
poor?”* diction was actually verified; for after enslaving 

“Ton poor? Ha, ha ! If you poor, you never ' half a dozen, including a young Arab sheik, who 
come here. Take much money come here.” ■; had already two wives, and formally proposed 
44 1 am a poor woman, at any rate,” said en-route to Jericho, Carrie fell a victim to the 
Carrie. charms of an officer whom she met at Malta, 



Arabs,heavily-laden j 
camels, and flocks ? 
of sheep ; and our j 
heads were always 
out of the windows. 
At all the wayside 
stations, veiled wo-; 
men hawked about 
oranges, sugar-cane, 
and water-bottles. > 
Their arms were 
covered with silver 
bangles, and they ; 
laughed out merrily 
when Carrie held 
forth her arms, simi¬ 
larly adorned, for 

them to notice. 

Arrived at Cairo, we put up at the New Hotel» 
a palatial residence standing in the midst of a 
large garden filled with tropical trees and plants. 
The next day, we began our sight-seeing. We 
went first to Bee the dancing dervishes, and after¬ 
words the howling dervishes; but they have both 
been described hundreds of times; and as we 
found neither a pleasant spectacle, we were only 
too glad to turn our backs on them. After that, 


I AND EGYPTIANS. 
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and became a wife before the year had run its ; 
course. \ 

The burden of the conversation, out of which j 
Carrie had dropped, was now sustained by the ! 
old Arab and the umbrella-bearer. The word | 
“Halima” occurred sd often, that at last we | 
asked what it meant. “ It is the name of his j 
daughter,” explained the young man, pointing to \ 
the old one. “ He not let me many her, if I not j 
give him £50. I give him £20, and no more.” j 
“ He not have my daughter,” commented the \ 
aged one, with decision. 5 

“ Why don’t you run away with her?” said I < 
to my young Arab. J 

“If hd do, I shoot him like a quail,” said the j 
outraged parent. This threat produced no ill- 
feeling, and the suitor went off into a fit of good- > 
humored laughter. 

“ Sing a love-song about Halima,” I cried. 

“ Old man shoot me,” objected the lover. 

“You like to make yourself ass, I not care; I ; 
not touch you,” was the contemptuous reply of < 
the father. 

“ We should like to see Halima. Is she ; 
pretty ?” asked Carrie. \ 

“ She is beautiful!” said father and lover in a j 
breath, agreed for once. j 

“Go and fetch her for us to see,” urged 
Carrie. \ 

“No,” cried the youth, firing up at such an > 
idea; “she stay in her house. If you want to j 
see her, go find her.” j 

“ What you saying?” grumbled the old man. j 
“ What Halima to you ? She my daughter, not 
your wife.” 

This was a fact as indisputable as unpalatable, 
and to effect a diversion, I recommended the > 



THE OLD A HAS. 


father to yield, lest his daughter should not find 
another husband. But this idea was most indig¬ 
nantly repudiated. 

“Everyone want to marry Halima. Ten, 
twenty beautiful rich men would come to-morrow 
and ask for her.” 

Our interest in the wooing o’t had not flagged : 
but the* sketches were done, and after an inter¬ 
esting visit to some of the tombs belonging to the 
Memphian necropolis, we mounted our donkeys, 
rode to our carriages, and drove back to Cairo. 



VIEW ON THE NILE 
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Sunday, the 28th, being Easter Day, we at- • great numbers, driving in broughams, with the 
tended service at the charming little English < blinds drawn half down, and their faces shrouded 
church, near the hotel, and that afternoon drove j in the white tulle yashmak , which enhances the 
to Shoobra, the great Sunday drive of Cairo, j beauty of their lustrous dark eyes, and tones down 
The road winds through a grove of cactus, with \ other features not so good. They peered curiously 
feathery white sofit trees arching overhead. ^ out of the carriage-windows, to catch a glimpse 
Every conceivable style of equipage and mount is l of the world from which they are so carefully 
to be seen. The ladies of the harem appeared in ; excluded, and we peered as curiously in, being 

* devoured, as all European women are who vi*it 
th«' East, by a desire to see and know eopetbing 
of their domestic life. The gardens are delightful. 
: and abound in dazzling color aud trees of orange, 
lemon, pepper, and citron, the chief attraction 
[ being the Khedive's summer palace, (be has nn 
endless profusion of them all over Cairo,) unhb 
has in the centre a large lake, surrounded by a 
covered corridor of Carrara marble. In the cen¬ 
tre of the lake is a marble island, supported on 
< the backs of crocodiles. On our return we saw 
j the Khedive—a young and handsome man. He 


THX NILE AT BOULAK, CAIRO. 


drove in an open Victoria, accompanied by a > the carriages left the fashionable drive in a ni?h. 
gentleman in uniform, and surrounded by an \ headed by the royal suite, and drove pell-mell, 
escort of mounted soldiers, followed by several ? as hard as they could tear, back to town. At Hie 
other carriages, containing his attendants. He \ entrance to the drive, all the runners or «/> were 
wore plain clothes, and saluted everyone by drawn up in a line, waiting for their different 
touching his red fez. He was then very popular, carriages, which they. preceded into Cairo " 
and said to be reforming Ijgypt. At sundown, 5 loud shouts, carrying a long wand in their l'-«mh* 
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and running at a wonderfully swift pace. They 
are extremely active, never seem to tire, and 
keep up for hours; but they are a short-lived 
race. Their costume is gorgeous, and consists of 
a richly-embroidered zouave jacket, voluminous 
trousers, and a fez, with a black silk tassel 
hanging half way down the back. 

Monday was delightfully spent at the Boolak 
Museum, where we saw the most bewildering col¬ 
lection of mummies, sphinxes, scorabei, papyrus, 
arms, Cleopatra's jewels, and a bust of the Pharaoh 
who was drowned in the Red Sea. Later we hod 
an interesting visit to Miss Whateley’s school for 
Arab children. She is the daughter of Arch¬ 
bishop Whateley, and has for twenty years de¬ 
voted herself to ihe task of educating and con¬ 
verting the youthful Arab; but she told us that 
where her scholars become Christians, they are 
compelled to keep it dark, os they would cer¬ 
tainly be murdered by fanatical relatives if it 
were known. 

By a great stroke of good fortune, we found 
ourselves introduced, by a member of the Khe¬ 
dive's government, into the harem of the beau¬ 
tiful Princess Tufika Monsour, a sister of the 
Khedive, next day. In a half-hour’s drive, we 
reached the palace, in the environs of Cairo. 
Some black eunnehs opened the entmncc-gntes, 
and behind a folding-screen we were received by 
some white slaves, who took our clonks and 
parasols, and showed us into a large corridor. 
Here a faded French lady, dame du compagnie 
of the princess, and very gracious in manner, 
came forward, saluted us, and we then accom¬ 
panied her to a state drawing-room, leading out 
of an ante-room. Presently, one of the slaves 
brought in a silver rack full of cigarettes, and 
placed them on a table near us, with a round 
silver tray for the ashes. Several other attend¬ 
ants clustered at the door; one of them holding 
a fr&y, with a richly-embroidered flap, shaped 
something like a heraldic shield, hanging down 
in front. On it were arranged minute cups of 
thick block coffee, in richly-ornamented stands. 
After lighting our cigarettes, coffee was handed, 
Vol. LXXX1L—18. 


and then the lady-in-w&iting murmured “the 
princess is coming." She came forward very 
gracefully, and shook hands, after which we all 
sat down, and the princess lighted her cigarette. 
Her appearance was decidedly prepossessing: a 
creamy skin without one tinge of color, dead-gold 
hair, soft hazel eyes, and a Greek profile, with 
rather full hut well-cut lips. She had beautiful 
teeth, and. a charming smile, which now and 
again broke into low musical laughter. She wore 
a black velvet dress, made with an immensely 
long train; a long, half-fitting jacket, trimmed 
with a wide band of bronze beading, and a white 


satin waistcoat. Her 
figure, like that of 
most Eastern wo¬ 
men, was rather too 
much inclined toem- 
bonpoint; but as 
these ladies never 
wear stays, take no 
exercise, loll about 
on sofas all day, and 
eat no end of sweet- 
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meats, it is not to be wondered at. Her man¬ 
ner to us was quite that of a royal lady; full of 
hauteur at first: and she surveyed us with an air 
of scrutiny, as she puffed away lazily at her 
cigarette ; but she gradually thawed, and became 
genial, and even jolly, after a time. She was 
very full of fun, thoughtful and intellectual, be¬ 
sides being most communicative. 

Sho told us that she was the second wife of 
Ibrahim Pasha ; that he hod married at eighteen, 
and was left a widower with one son a year later; 
had remained unmarried ten years, and then 
made her his wife, when she was seventeen; that 
she was now twenty-nine. A good deal of light 
conversation in French followed, when presently 
three children, with their attendants, passed 
through the hall, and were called in to see us by 
their mother. Two beautiful girls of ten and 
eight years, and a little boy of three, all dressed 
alike in costumes of a soft, creamy materia I 
elaborately trimmed with white satin. 

The girls had splendid hair, which was fas¬ 
tened back with large white satin bows. The 
eldest was very dark, with enormous black eyes, 
and considered like the pasha, her father. The 
second had the lovely oval face, creamy skin, and 
soft eyes of the mother. Their portraits in oil 
adorned the walls of the reception-room; but 
were badly painted, and in no way did them 
justice. 

After the children’s departure, the princess 
kindly allowed us to be conducted all through 
her private apartments and innumerable boudoirs j 
and -drawing-rooms, covered with portraits of the j 
royal family, and filled with a profusion of 


< objets d'art. Some of 
ihe rooms were hung 
with pale-blue satin 
’ damask, others with 
> pale-pink — every- 
! whore vases, tublcs, 
albums, pictures, an¬ 
tiquities, Artistic 
; treasures without 
end, the private 
boudoir being the 


most charming of all. 


ASCENDING THE PTKAM1DS. 


BEDOUIN SHEIK. AT THE P YU A ill DA. 


Her dressing-room and bed-room were marvels of 
elegance. The bed was an enormous one, draped 
with blue satin, the sheets and pillows being 
ornamented with lace. We were then shown the 
Turkish bath, with its white marble floor, and 
divans covered with Turkish toweling, pretty 
wrappers hanging on the pegs, and dainty slip* 
pers, covered with gold embroidery, standing 
ready for use. In the Becond room, there was *. 
large silver bath, with taps and a douche for the 
finishing process. This led out of the pasha’s 
dressing-room. We returned to the princess, and 
she 1^4 us into another reception-room, looking 
into her garden, and we eat some time in a fern- 
filled, shady grotto, with running water pouring 
down on either side, through which we could see 
the gardens and fountains beyond. The princess 
has a great deal of taste, is clever, and extremely 
well read. She talked most agreeably, and gave 
us a curious insight into Eastern customs. She 
said, among other things, that according to their 
code it was quite shocking for a husband and 
wife to appear in public together, and that as Bhe 
and her husband were fond of taking a constitu- 
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tional, they were obliged to resort to a ruse in 
order to eiyoy it: they drove in separate car¬ 
riages out four miles in the desert, strolled about 
until they were tired, and then came home by 
different routes. We showed her some silver 
bangles we had bought, at which she looked with 
an indulgent smile, saying that foreigners were 
fond of those things—only low-caste women wear 
them in the East, dancing-girls, and the wives of 
the fellaht. And when we waxed enthusiastic 
about the magnificence and beauty of the Cairo 
bazaar?, she said that she had heard of them often, 
but had never seen them. We asked if she did 
not find it excessively tiresome to be shut up like 
n prisoner from year's end to year’s end; and she 
.said that all Eastern women would gladly welcome 
their emancipation, but that for the present they 
must submit to their bondage. The princess 
tyed our toilettes with approval, and declared 
that the majority of the English women to whom 
she gave audience appeared in shabby Berge 
traveling-dresses, and large straw hats tied down 
under their chins. She laughed musically in 
describing them, and, I could see, thought them 
remarkable frumps. Before we took our depar¬ 
ture, the slaves handed us iced orangeade in large 
jrlass goblets, with covers decorated with a deep 
rim of geld and a coat-of-arms. They handed us, 
also, towels, elaborately embroidered with white 
and gold thread, to use after partaking of the 
leverage. The princess gave us each a cabinet 
photo, with her autograph in Turkish and French. 
As we passed out, the slaves held our cloaks 
across their extended arms, covered with a rich 
cloth, and we drove back to the hotel, delighted 
with our three hours’ visit to the charming 
princess. 

In spite of the secluded life that Eastern 
women lead, we were told afterwards, on good 
authority, that there is an extraordinary secret 
iufluence exercised over the state by the harem. 
All sorts of scandals are rife about tho women 
of highest rank in Cairo, and I suppose the 
intolerable monotony and ennui of their lives 
gives rise to more or less discreditable adventures. 
We heard that the Princess Tufika Monsour, when 
she was a girl, used to bribe her keepers to let 
her go out and prowl about the streets of Cairo, 
incognito, & la Haroun Alraschid; and that once, 
when by the orders of the Khedive a cordon of 
■police was drawn around Shepherd's Hotel, 
the princess was found conducting a promising 
little flirtation wjth some member of the feu- 
note dorte! Her aunt, the Princess Nazli 
Hanam, daughter of Mehemet Ali, was cele¬ 
brated for the number of her cold-blooded 
murders. She was in the habit of entrapping 


men into her palace, many of them unwary 
Europeans ; and when she tired of them, had 
them probably bow-strung, and thrown into the 
Nile. So many young men disappeared mysteri¬ 
ously, that she at last became too notorious, 
and had to leave Egypt and fly to Constantinople 
for protection. 


RETURN FROM TIIK PYRAMIDS. 

The next day, a friend called by appointment 
to take us to be presented to the Khedive’s wife: 
he has only one, it being the fashion among the 
highest Turkish officials to so far conform to 
European customs. * It was extremely hot, the 
khameeen wind being positively scorching. We 
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drove through the grand entrance of the Palace 
of Ismuila, and several courtyards and archways, 
until wc arrived at the bottom of a double flight 
t>f marble steps, which united at the top. Here 
wc were received exactly os we had been the 
day before, and conducted into a large reception- 
room on the ground floor, deliciously cool and 
dark—a delightful contrast to the glare outside. 
Groups of slaves immediately assembled at the 
door. They wore bright-colored cotton dresses 
made with flowing trains, loose jackets, high- 
heeled red shoes, and turbans with feathers and 
flowers sticking out all around them. When in j 
the presence of their mistress, they stand around 
in a semi-circle, with folded arms, and eyes bent j 
on the ground. The inevitable cigarettes were s 
banded, and cups of coffee, in stands of filigree ! 
gold, thickly set with rubies and diamonds. We \ 
were now quite familiar with the routine ofi 
Eastern etiquette, and lighted up quite naturally. ? 
Not so Mrs. Johnson, a fat English lady who \ 
was awaiting her presentation—a representative j 
British matron, who would no mere have f 
dreamed of smoking a cigarette at home than | 
of dancing the can-can. It was most diverting to j 
see the poor woman puffing away under protest, s 
coughing and wheeling in the most alarming j 
style; until the lady who was introducing us ? 
came to her rescue, and assured her that it would j 
not be an unpardonable breach of good manners j 
to give up the attempt. Soon, a smiling gentle j 
little dark-eyed woman entered—the princess; < 
and on our being introduced, first shook hands, j 
and then salaamed in Eastern fashion by touch- j 
ing her forehead with one finger, much as a j 
groom would do in England. She was dressed \ 
in a pink foulard ; and like the Princess Tufika, j 


j wore scarcely any jewelry—a stag in brilliants 
as a brooch, and her wedding-ring. This was 
rather a surprise to us; for with our preconceived 
ideas of Eastern magnificence, we had expected 
her to blaze like a chandelier. Her face was 
very pretty ; but her figure had lost every vestige 
of shape; her arms and wrists might have 
belonged to one of Raphael’s cherubs. She seemed 
rather shy, and lacked general small talk. She 
spoke French well, and assented smilingly to the " 
remarks made from time to time, with a “ Oui, 
madame.” Presently she sent for a large book 
of photos, taken up the Nile last winter, when 
the Khedive made a trip to the First Cataract. 
We all clustered around, and she turned over 
the leaves. She also showed us a portrait, 
painted on ivory, of the Khedive; who is very 
handsome, and resembles his sister, the Prin¬ 
cess Tufika Monsour. 

Then she ordered that her two sons should be 
brought in. Two shy, dark boys, of six and four 
years, with close-cropped hair and arrayed in 
knickerbockers, came in, salaamed, and seated 
themselves side by side on two chairs opposite 
their mother, who was giving us if touching 
account of the death of her little girl. They 
seemed very unhappy and ill at ease, and arose 
with alacrity when leave was given them to 
depart. They had an Oxford tutor. 

The princess told us that she never walked in 
the grounds of the Palace of Ismaila, os they were 
overlooked by certain rooms where the Khedive 
sometimes gave audience. After staying on 
hour—to have gone before would have been 
considered disrespectful—we made our compli¬ 
ments and adieux to the great lady of Egypt, 
and took our departure. 
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UP THE APPLE TREE. 


BT ALICE I 


I^CANNOT remember the time when I was not 
acquainted with Tom. It seems as though I 
nave known him ever since I was born. We 
played together, long before we were old enough 
to go to school; and when that important day 
arrived, we went together, and were firm allies 
as long as our school-days lasted. After that, 
Tom still came to see me; and by-and-by, grew 
sentimental, till I blushingly owned to myself 
that Tom was my lover. 

When Tom was twenty-one years of age, his 
father gave him a farm, and built him a pretty 
house upon it. The*very next day, Tom came and 
asked me to be his wife. This occurred early in 
the spring. The wedding was fixed to take place 
in the autumn. We planned and were very happy 
in the pleasing prospect of the future. 

The Indian corn was ripe: the crop heavy and 
fine. But on the very first day of harvest , Tom and 
I quarreled. You see, Tom came to me, as I was 
on my way to the spring-house, and began to 
tease me. I hod a headache, and that made me 
a little cross. 44 Go away,” I said, “ and let me 
alone.” 44 Not until you give me a kiss,” he 
answered, looking as if he had only to ask. I 
leaned back against the fence, so os to avoid him; 
but he sprang forward and snatched one. That 
mode me angry. 44 I will never speak to you 
again,” I said, “ftever! Never!” 

Tom whistled, softly. 41 Never is a long time, 
Bessie,” he said, coolly. 44 People change their 
minds, sometimes.” And with that, he laughed, 
and walked off, never once looking back. 

Now Tom knew, just as well as could be, that I 
loved him to distraction. He knew, too, that I 
had just the least bit of temper. He had no 
business to aggravate me. 44 It was his fault,” I 
kept telling myself, 44 that I said what I did.” 
As long as it was said, too, I meant to stick to it. 

Nevertheless, I had hard work all the morning 
to keep the tears boc£. The hours were terribly 
long, but noon oame, at last; and the harvest- 
hands came trooping in to dinner, father and 
Tom among the last, for Tom was helping father 
that day. Tom spoke to me; but as I made no 
reply, he paid no more attention to me, and went 
back to the fields without so much as looking at 
me. If he had tried to make up with me, or 
even appeared angry, I could have stood it 
better. But to completely ignore me! 

Vol LXXX1I.—19. 
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I had said nothing to mother about our quarrel; 
and I kept my back toward her as much as pos¬ 
sible, so that she should not see my swollen eyes. 
Once she asked me if I “ knew what I was 
about,” when I was vainly trying to make the 
lid of the coffee-pot fit the sugar-bowl. Late in 
the afternoon, she asked me to go and pick some 
apples, and added: 44 Do hurry, Bessie, for it is 
going to rain: you had better go to the tree at 
the foot of the orchard, for it is quite full, and 
you will be near the machine-shed, so that you 
can take shelter, in case of sudden rain.” 

I looked up at the sky, but as yet could see 
no signs of a storm, for my eye was not as prac¬ 
ticed as mother’s. But I observed that the cows 
were coming home from the outlying meadow 
pasture, and were even now crossing the little 
shallow river that lay between the home-fields 
and it. 44 It is a good hour before their time,” I 
said, 44 and they have a reason for it. . Mother 
must be right, and I had better hurry.” 

So I tied on my broad-leafed hat, and took a 
pail and started, glad of a chance, I must confess, 
to get out by myself. 

I very soon found the tree. The limbs were 
high, but fortunately a ladder hod been left 
against the tree; and I had just stepped from 
the last round, when the ladder slipped to 
one side; tottered for a moment, and before I 
could prevent it, tumbled to the ground, leaving 
me up in the tree, fifteen feet at least from the 
turf beneath. 

44 How am I going to get down ?” I said, dis¬ 
mally. “But no matter,” I added, after a 
moment, 44 I’ll first get my Apples, and then 
think of the other.” So I went resolutely to- 
work, and in a short time had filled my pail. 
Then I sat down, and tried to think of some way 
out of my difficulty. I looked in every direction, 
hoping to see some of the men. But they were 
all off in the hay-field, quite out of hearing. 
What shpuld I do? 

Meantime, the storm that had been threatening' 
all day was rapidly approaching. I was dread¬ 
fully afraid of lightning; and when the thunder 
began to roll, my spirits gave way, and I cried 
in good earnest. I felt certain that the tree was 
going to be struck, and I of course killed. 

A happy thought crossed my mind, at last. I 
dried my eyes, and taking off my apron, tied 
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it to the pail, which I lowered as far as 1 could, < 
and then let drop to the ground. Fortunately, j 
it did not upset. I then thought of swinging j 
myself down from the limbs; but the more I 
looked, the more dangerous the descent appeared. 

“ I may as well be killed by the lightning as 
break my neck,” I said. “ Oh, dear, what shall 
I do?” 

Just then, two or three big drops of rain fell 
upon my face; and my tears broke forth afresh, 
till I saw Tom coming through the orchard, with 
an umbrella and my waterproof. At this, all my 
pride and anger returned, with some mortification 
added at being caught in such a plight. Tom, 
as I afterwards learned, had been to the house, 
and mother had sent him after me. 

He came slowly on, as though it was the most 
beautiful day of the year; and never once looked 
up at the tree. But when he got under me, he 
glanced at my apron and the pail, and remarked, 
as though to himself: “ There must be a woman 
around here somewhere, judging by the looks of 
things.” 

Now at this I was angrier than ever. “ He 
knows exactly where I am,” I said to myself, 
“and does it to aggravate me.” At last he 
called: “ Bessie! 0, Bessie!” But I never 

answered. He called and called, half a dozen 
times; but getting no reply, proceeded to unfold 
my waterproof, put it carefully around his own 
shoulders, open the umbrella, and pick up the 
pail. I could hardly believe my eyes. “I 
thought she was somewhere near,” he said, 
aloud, “but I find I was mistaken;” and then 
he coolly started for the house. The rain was 


coming down in torrents. It was just too much. 
I burst into sobs. 

He evidently heard me, for he stopped and 
listened a moment, and then called my name 
again. I bit my lips. Not for the world, I told 
myself, would I speak. But when Tom took up 
the pail again, and started once more, somehow, 
before I knew it, I had cried: “Oh, Tom,*do 
help me down.” 

He came back to the tree ; peered mysteriously 
up at the branches; shook his head, pretending 
to see nothing; and then, all at once, as if 
apparently quite surprised, asked: “Why, is it 
you there, Bessie?” 

Then seeing my disheveled hair, my swollen 
face, my torn, wet dress, he cried: “ Who’d have 
thought it?” and broke into a hearty laugh; and 
I could pot, for the life of me, help joining him, 
as I saw him looking up merrily at me. I laughed 
until I cried again. 

Tom soon had the ladder raised up again. “ But 
sit still,” he cried. “ You might fall, dear.” With 
the words, he hurried up himself: helped me 
down; wrapped my cloak around me, and kissed 
me, ever so tenderly. Then with his arm around 
me, and the umbrella over us both, we walked 
slowly back to the house. And that was the end 
of our quarrel; for after harvest was over, we 
were married, and we have never quarreled since. 

Now don’t suppose that Tom conquered me. 
Not a bit of it. No woman ought to give in; and 
I didn’t: that is, not intentionally. I didn’t 
mean to break my word ; but somehow, I did, 
and spoke to Tom, after all: and perhaps it is 
best for people to change their minds, sometimes. 


A LEAVE TAKING. 


BY FANNY DRISCOLL. 


When I am dead, you will not quite forget? 

Dear love, you will not quite forget your own. 
Who sleeps so droamlessly, with silent lips. 

Under the flow’rs the gold-bee, droning, sips— 

Low down beneath the grasses tangled grown ? 

Yon will not quite forget the loving arms 
That used to creep and twine about your neck. 

In those sweet far-off days of love and trust? 

Ah! that such love should turn to veriest dust, 
Beyond the thrill of cry, or mile, or beck. 

Ton will not qnite forget the clinging lips, 

Roee-red and warm with youth’s own royal wine; 
Not quite forget the kisses, close and strong— 

Ah, God! the rapture staid not over long. 

The worms will not much pity flesh of mine. 

Dear heart, when I am dead, through all the space 
Of living yon may tread, ah I promise me, 
Sometimes you'll think of one who mutely dreams 


No dreams beside the unknown waveloss streams; 
Whose barque went out upon the shoreless sea. 

Alone and oarless—drifting, drifting out 
Beneath the sunrise glories of the East; 

Think of the drooping lids that veiled the eyes, 
Before they opened to the vague surprise 
The king spread for them at the morning feast 

E’en though some fairer head may lie upon 
The throbbing, passionate heart that was mine own, 
E’en though some darker eyes look into yours, 

And sweeter lips press close with sorceress lures, 

And she has all my kingdom, crown, and throne. 

Oh, love, out there beneath the violets, 

Beyond the reach of sin, and toil, and fret, 

Will lie the truest heart a man e’er won, 

The deepest, tenderest love—unspent, undone— 

Ah! say, dear love, you Will not qnite feiget? 

Ton will not quite forget? 
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MISS ALDERLY’S LAW-SUIT. 


BT FRANK 

CHAPTER I. 

“I never saw such a lot of horrid old trum¬ 
pery in my life,” said Grace Alderly. “The 
idea, Julia, of making me climb all these stairs 
to look at this rubbish. If they were Queen 
Anne things, now, it would be different: one 
could make some use of them; but there's 
nothing to be done with these—nothing.” 

“ Well, I think that old chest of drawers is 
delightful. Just look at those brass rings, and 
those impossible claws,” returned Miss South- 
gate. • 

“ It is perfectly hideous,” shivered Miss 
Alderly. “It used to stand in grandpapa’s 
bedroom. I ordered that furnished as a guest- 
chamber, and the upholsterer sensibly banished 
this monster.” 

“ I should like to have it in my room,” said 
Miss Southgate. 

“ I've three minds to put it there, just to 
punish you, my dear. You thought, at first 
glance, you had unearthed some treasures; and 
now that I was silly enough to mount up here—> 
just look at the stains on my dress—you persist 
in your opinion, from sheer feminine obstinacy.” 

She laughed, and shook her skirts to get rid of 
the dust, abhorrent to her orderly soul; and 
Julia Southgate laughed too, thinking that it was 
lucky it happened to be a day when she was in 
favor, else Miss Alderly’s disgust, in all proba¬ 
bility, would have procured her a sharp reproof, 
instead of this good-natured ridicule. 

The two young ladies were standing in an attic 
of the beautiftil country-house of which Grace 
was the mistress; and wherein, owing to certain 
circumstances, Julia Southgate’s position was 
somewhat anomalous. Her duties were clear 
and defined enough: she was the governess of 
Grace’s nephew and niece; but then she was 
also their relative, on their mother’s side; and 
the father had promised his dying wife that her 
beloved cousin should have the bringing up of 
the children. 

The widower, who was Miss Alderly’s half- $ 
brother, had gone out to India, shortly after his > 
bereavement; and would be obliged to remain | 
for a couple of years. During this period, his ^ 
boy and girl were to live with their aunt. This > 
arrangement, natural as it seemed, had .not been \ 
the result of affection on the young lady’s part, \ 
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$ so much as a fear that she should lose the com- 
l panionship of Cousin Elsie Doane, who acted as 
her chaperon, and managed the household; but 
whose heart was so wrapped up in the two small 
people, that, very probably, she would follow 
them, if they went elsewhere. 

So, for nine months, Julia Southgate had lived 
under Miss Alderly’s roof; and as time went on, 
the sqjourn proved far from pleasant in many 
ways. It was so difficult, indeed, that nothing 
but her love for the children, and her pledge to 
their mother, induced her to remain; for Miss 
Alderly alternated between spasms of affection 
and sulky ill-nature. But she had learned that 
there were limits beyond which it was not safe to 
|go with “her dear Julia,” as she called the 
| young lady, when the affectionate impulse 
! chanced to have the upper hand. Still, she 
\ managed to be as tormenting as only a mean- 
i spirited, narrow-minded person can be. One 
< week, Julia was to behave and be treated as an 
s important member of the family; the next, to be 
J relegated to the school-room, and taught to 
| remember her subordinate position. But Miss 

I Southgate had grown to regard both demonstra¬ 
tions with equal indifference; and was as deaf to 
Grace’s plaintive complaints of her coldness when 
in a tender mood, as she was to the slights and 
petty tyranny suggested by a different state of 
feeling. 

This was the first time Miss Alderly had 
visited her Berkshire home since she left it 
immediately after her grandfather’s death. The 
house had remained shut up till May of this 
\ year, when Miss Alderly, considering that to 
* prolong any sentimental reluctance to return 
would be a weakness, had it put in order and 
partially refurnished. Miss Southgate and the 
children had been established there since the 
beginning of June; but Grace and her cousin 
paid a round of visits before coming, and only 
arrived in the second week of July. 

It was near the middle of August, now; and 
Julia Southgate had found plenty of opportunities 
and reasons for regretting the early weeks of her 
sojourn, with their blessed freedom and quiet, 
though on the whole Grace had shown herself 
unusually amiable. When she came, she brought 
with her a bevy of young ladies, who courted 
and flattered her, making it evident that they 
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regarded Miss Southgate merely in the light of a 
governess, and one sadly spoiled, too; and this 
disregard of the handsome clever girl kept 
dormant the bitterness and jealousy which 
were so often roused in Grace’s mind by her 
friends’ admiration of Julia, and their annoying 
habit of showing that they considered anybody 
to be envied who had the good fortune to possess 
her society. Since the departure of her visitors, 
Grace’s good-humor had continued, because she 
was obliged to depend a good deal on Julia’s 
companionship ; and she knew that if she wanted 
this, she must guard her tongue and her actions. 

So the affectionate spirit had remained upper¬ 
most ; and even whpn an occasional cloud arose, 
it was caused by Grace’s fears that Miss South- 
gate did not respond demonstratively enough to 
her affection; for like a great many thoroughly 
selfish people, Grace was morbidly sensitive; 
and often seemed to find as much bitter pleasure 
in having her own feelings hurt as she took, in 
certain moods, in hurting the feelings of others, : 

This afternoon she had been seized by a rest- j 
less fit. She could neither read nor settle down 
to her usually favorite occupation of lace-making; | 
and as cousin Elizabeth had gone to spend the ; 
day with a friend, she took possession of Julia ; 
as soon as the children had finished their lessons : 
and had gone for a “ good play ” in the orchard 
with some little visitors. 

Finding Miss Southgate anxious to write 
letters unconsciously rendered Grace the more 
eager for her society. She finally remembered 
Julia’8 telling her of some old furniture which hod 
been found in the attic, and decided this was a fa- ; 
vorable opportunity to make a pilgrimage thither, 
which hod resulted in disappointment, so far as : 
the gratification of her taste was concerned. 

“ I might have recollected there was nothing : 
worth looking at,” she said. “ This other old 
trumpery used to stand in grandma’s rooms. 
After she died, grandpa hod the things put up 
here, because the sight of them made him melan¬ 
choly. It would anybody, I should think. That 
was her work-table. Isn’t it ugly ? I declare, 
one would like to sell the old horrors, just to get 
rid of them; only I don’t suppose any person 
would buy them. Old rubbish that was in the 
house when grandma came as a bride.” 

“ I like the cabinet, and your grandfather’s 
bureau,” said Julia, not feeling it necessary to 
be frank, and tell Miss Alderly that she wondered 
childish associations had not endeared the things 
to her. 

“ Yes. The cabinet is ratlier quaint. I think 
I will have it put in the library,” returned j 
Grace. 1 


“ How many stories it could tell,” said Miss 
Southgate, thoughtfully. “ There is always 
something pathetic to me in a bit of old furni¬ 
ture, that somebody has kept from youth to 
age.” 

“Oh, yes, and I shall like to have something 
about that was dear grandma’s,” said Grace, 
with a little gush of sentiment, so at variance 
with the lately-expressed suggestion of selling 
the rubbish that Miss Southgate with difficulty 
repressed a smile. 

They talked for a little about the cabinet, and 
Miss Alderly decided to have it removed down¬ 
stairs, growing quite enthusiastic and poetical as 
she related certain incidents of her childhood to 
which the recollection of “ dear grandmamma” 
had given rise. Finally, Miss Southgate opened 
the chest of drawers. The upper part let down 
and made a writing-table, showing a row of 
drawers behind. She pulled these out, one after 
one, and suddenly exclaimed: 

“Why, here are a quantity of papers—they 
must have been your grandfather’s.” 

“ Yes ; but they can be nothing of any import¬ 
ance,” returned Miss Alderly. “ Grandpa was 
the most orderly and particular man in the 
world.” 

“Then you come honestly by your gifts in 
that line, 1 ’ said Julia. “ I always admire it in 
you. All the more, perhaps, because I am some¬ 
what careless myself. But you are the most 
orderly person I ever knew.” 

Grace smiled at the compliment, which was 
thoroughly deserved, and replied, complacently: 

“ Oh, order is the chief of all virtues, there can 
be no doubt of that.” 

Miss Southgate thought it could be carried to 
an extreme; but she did not say so, though 
Grace often displayed her predominant virtue in 
little ways very annoying to those about. For 
instance, if anybody laid a book down for a 
moment, she would invariably pick it up and 
consign it to some remote shelf in the bookcase. 
To move a vase or ornament two inches out of 
the place where she had elected that it was to 
stand became a crime. 

“ Come, Julia dear, suppose we go downstairs. 
It is nearly four o’clock, and I should like a cup 
of tea. After that we can go out in the garden,” 
said Grace. • 

“Hadn’t you better examine these?” asked 
Miss Southgate. “You know, Mr. Crawford 
asked you to make sure that none of your grand¬ 
father’s papers had been overlooked. There 
is just a chance there might be something here 
which he could turn to good use in your law¬ 
suit.” 
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44 Everything of importance was in the town- 
house,” said Grace. 44 Mark looked at them all. 
These are old accounts, and the like. It would 
be nonsense to bother Mark with them.” 

44 Oh, in his character of lawyer, no work of 
that sort would bother him,” Miss Southgate 
answered. 

44 Dear me, how persistent you are,” said 
Grace. 

44 But you might as well give them to Mr. 
Crawford, when he comes,” said Julia. “The 
last time I heard him speak of the case, I thought 
he seemed a little uneasy on certain points. 
Now these might be, here, just what he wants to 
insure success.” 

The suit referred to was one going on between 
Miss Alderly and a cousin; and if she ymn it, 
her already ample fortune would be a good deal 
increased. But much as she loved money, what 
she cared most about was defeating Henry Doane, 
in what she termed his iniquitous attempt to 
defraud her of her rights. 

44 Mark is not at all uneasy. I am sure to suc¬ 
ceed,” she said, without attempting to conceal her 
irritation. 44 Perfectly sure. I can’t imagine 
how you could misunderstand Mark’s words in 
that way. These papers are of no consequence 
whatever. You really must permit me to know 
better than yourself, my dear Julia. Why, only 
a little while before his illness, grandpapa told 
me where he had put all his letters and docu¬ 
ments that could ever be needed—not that he 
dreamed, poor dear, of Henry Doane’s attempting 
such downright villany as he has.” 

44 But your grandfather might have forgotten,” 
said Julia, wondering that Grace could carry 
obstinacy to such a pitch, when it would have 
been so easy to examine the papers. 44 Let me 
carry them downstairs for you. Mr. Crawford 
can see them when he comes.” 

As Julia took up the papers, a portion of them 
slipped from her hand and fell to the floor. Bhe 
had caught her dress on the knob of a drawer, 
and her head was turned away. With a pettish 
exclamation, Grace stooped to recover the scat- 
tered sheets. As she did so, her eyes glanced 
absently over the topmost page, and a sudden 
change of expression swept across her face. 
She bundled the papers together in haste, and 
said, crossly: 

44 1 will take them, since you insist, though 
they are of no earthly use.” 

She took up the pages, so brusquely that 
one might almost say she snatched them; gath¬ 
ered the whole in the skirt of her dress; and led 
the way downstairs. 

44 Shall I tell Victor you want some tea?” Julia 


asked, as they reached the door of Miss Alderly’s 
study. 

“Yes, please,” returned Grace, halting over 
the last word as if it was an effort to pronounce it. 
44 1 think I shall drive up to the Broughtons,” 
she added, quite sharply. 44 It is so poky stop¬ 
ping at home all day without a soul to speak to.” 

This little ebullition caused Miss Southgate 
secretly to smile again; for it hod not been two 
hours *since Grace had declared that to have 
44 dear Julia’s society all to herself was de¬ 
lightful.” 

44 Ah, well, after to-morrow you will not have 
time to be lonely; for Mr. Crawford comes on 
Saturday, does he not ?” returned Miss Southgate. 

44 Yes,” said Grace. Then irritation at Julia’s 
total disregard of her spitcfiilness induced her to 
add: 44 1 suppose he will be glad the Everett 
girls are gone; but I wish now I had kept them 
till Saturday morning.” 

44 Oh, you will have a whole day of anticipa¬ 
tion, and that is always pleasant,” said Julia, 
laughing, and her obtuse refusal to be either 
hurt or offended made Grace so angry that she 
entered her study and shut the door, without 
vouchsafing any answer. 

“She is the most selfish woman that ever 
lived,” thought Grace, as she opened a table- 
drawer to put away the papers. 44 So persistent 
and overbearing, too. The idea of her hunting 
out these old things. I know they are not of the 
slightest consequence. I’ll burn the whole lot.” 
But she did not look comfortable as she indulged 
in this reflection; for the truth was, in the paper 
she had glanced at, her eye had caught Henry 
Doane’s name, and some mention of the land in 
litigation at present. 44 I’m not going to bother 
to read them,” she continued. 44 Grandpapa 
meant me to have his whole fortune; but Mark 
is so absurd, that if he could find anything to 
hinge a scruple on, he’d insist on my giving up 
the case.” 

She locked the drawer with a sort of vengefiil 
energy, as if she hod caught an enemy in a trap. 
Then she proceeded to wash her hands and brush 
her gown, seeking relief from a vague trouble 
and fear in thoughts of the pleasant days in 
store, when her betrothed husband would be her 
guest. 

But Miss Alderly was not destined to endure 
the additional thirty-six hours of solitude; for the 
gentleman in question was at that moment 
entering the gates of her domain. Not finding 
any carriage at the station, Mark Crawford had 
walked to Redcross, along the sycamore-shaded 
road. He passed up the avenue, and as the front 
of the picturesque mansion appeared in sight, 
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amid its girdle of trees, paused to look about. 
He and Grace were distant connections, and he 
had often visited the place when a boy, having 
been a great favorite with old Mr. Doane. 

Mark Crawford was nine-and-twenty; a rich 
man; and as a lawyer, already prominent and 
successful. He had chosen his profession from 
sheer love of it, and had worked as hard as if his 
daily bread depended upon his exertions, though 
perhaps it was fortunate such had not been the 
case; for he had so many crotchets—I employ 
the word his friends used when discussing him 
—that they might have rendered his means of 
subsistence somewhat precarious. He positively 
would not accept a case, for example, unless oer- 
tain that the person seeking counsel had right on 
his side. Having told you this, you can easily 
get a tolerable idea of his character, with all its 
impulsive, enthusiastic virtues, or Don Quixot- 
isms, just as you choose to call them. 

He had been engaged to Grace Alderly for a 
year. The first three months of the latter half of 
this year had brought sharp anxious fears, that 
he had made a mistake. The succeeding three 
had brought a still sharper pain; for now be 
knew that he had done so. Cut ho tried hard to 
shut his eyes to the certainty, since even if he 
were to admit it, he should still consider his 
duty plain. Grace loved him, and no thought of 
breaking his engagement crossed his mind. 

Grandfather Doane had only been dead fifteen s 
months. He had died very soon after he, and S 
Grace, and Cousin Elizabeth, came back from a j 
three years’ trip in Europe. Grace had grown \ 
so pretty, and gained such fresh ease and charm \ 
of manner, that Crawford was pleased and < 
attracted. Grandfather fancied his satisfaction i 
meant more than it did, and so showed clearly l 
that the strongest desire of his affectionate heart 
was to see the young pair married ; and he let j 
Mark see that he believed Grace, on her side, 
was quite ready to gratify his wishes. 

Then the old man died—died suddenly; and 
after that, Grace was ill. She believed, and so; 
did her friends, that watching and grief had ; 
brought on her illness. But in reality it was a 
fever, caused by a neglected cold, and aggravated 
by a general tendency towards torpidity of the 
liver. And when she began to get better, she 
was so pretty in her mourning, so dependent on 
Mark in her loneliness, that almost before he 
knew it, they were engaged, though Grace’s rigid 
ideas of decorum prevented any idea of their 
marriage until “poor dear grandpapa” should 
have been dead eighteen months at least. Deco¬ 
rum was Grace’s favorite goddess, next to order, 
though when her temper mastered her prudence, 


she committed terrible sins against her deity. 
Indeed, if either Cousin Elizabeth or Julia South- 
gate had chosen to speak, they could have told of 
scenes and ebullitions of rage on Miss Alderly’s 
part which would have warned the young man 
he was still unacquainted with many peculiarities 
in his betrothed wife’s character. 

As Mark approached the broad verandah, a 
great raven came hopping slowly down the steps, 
and stopped a few feet off, regarding the visitor 
with indescribable wickedness and craft. 

“ So you are alive still, Crony,” said Crawford. 

“ Alive still,” repeated the raven, in a hoarse, 
croaking voice. He had a way of echoing por¬ 
tions of people’s remarks, that was quite start¬ 
ling. He had been brought to Grandpapa Doane, 
many#years 'before, from Germany; was a won¬ 
derful bird for intelligence; and as abandoned 
an old sinner as if a human being; a glutton, a 
thief, and everything else bod, though his 
amusing tricks were legion, and his command of 
language—especially bad language—a marvel. 

“ You look as wicked as ever, Crony,” said 
Mark. 

“ Wicked as ever,” repeated Crony. Then he 
burst into a hoarse laugh, and turned a summer- 
set, as if delighted by the contemplation of his 
own depravity. When he had recovered his 
equilibrium, which he did with singular agility, 
he rapped out an awful Teutonic oath, and trotted 
gravely off. 

Mark Crawford’s laugh rang up into the great 
entrance-hall, and reached Miss Southgate’s ears 
just os she gained the foot of the stairs. She 
moved forward, peeped through the green blinds, 
and baw the guest approaching. At that moment, 
little Elsie came running along from the back of 
the house. Now Julia was one of those fortunate 
people who can think quickly, and she recol¬ 
lected that neither she nor Elsie would be forgiven 
by Grace, if they were the first to receive Mark 
Crawford’s greetings. So she turned to the 
child. 

“ Run upstairs, and tell yonr aunt there is a 
visitor coming,” she whispered. 

The child scampered away, meeting. Grace at 
the top of the landing, os she emerged from 
her room. 

“ A visitor, a visitor!” shouted Elsie, as she 
got up to her aunt; but unfortunately she set 
her foot- on the train of Grace's gown, and the 
gathers gave way as the wearer tried to move on. 

“ I trust you ore satisfied with that lady-like 
exploit, my dear,” Grace said, in a voice of cold 
scornful reproof, worse to the sensitive child than 
a blow. 

“Oh, I’m bo sorry. I didn't mean to,” cried. 
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Elsie; and in her haste she missed her footing } 
and would have fallen, if Miss Southgate had. 
not at that instant luckily got near enough to 
catch her. 

Mark Crawford crossed the threshold in time 
to hear Grace's encouraging remark. He saw 
Julia Southgate slip, and clutch at the banisters 
for support. Grace shrieked, and stood helpless. 
Elsie howled like a dervish. Julia, in her effort 
to save the child, slid down two of the stairs; 
her ankle turned under her; and the sharp pain 
eaused a blind, deathly sickness, which left her 
just conscious that Mark Crawford had caught 
her in his arms, and was calling to Grace to bring 
some water. 


' CHAPTER II. 

For the next ten days. Miss Southgate was < 
confined to her room. At first, Grace was frill of j 
sympathy. But Mark and Cousin Elizabeth j 
showed too much interest in Julia for her own 
to endure long. Indeed, she soon began to feel 
secretly irritated, as if the accident had been 
Julia’s own fault, and brought about for the ex¬ 
press purpose of appearing interesting. 

By the time Miss Southgate was able to join 
the family circle again, a little party of invited 
guests hud arrived; and os they were personal 
friends of hers as well as Grace’s, her society was 
a great deal in demand; and her wit and accom¬ 
plishments put her more in the foreground than 
Miss Alderly found agreeable. She could not help 
liking Julia, but she was envious and jealous. 

She found a great many opportunities of tor¬ 
menting, and Julia at last hardly knew which 
%8he dreaded most: Grace’s pathetic complaints 
over her coldness and insensibility, or the cotert 
sneers and taunts of which she was the object. 

Mark Crawford was rather grave and silent in 
these days, and everybody remarked that he 
was not looking well ; but he had the excuse of 
having been overworked for some months past, 
and declared that all he needed was a little rest. 
He hod no desire to be left alone with Grace, so 
lie encouraged her idea of persuading her visitors 
to prolong their sojourn; and for several weeks 
the house Was quite gay, and all sorts of expe¬ 
ditions and pleasant amusements were devised to l 
fill up the bright sunny days. ! 

More and more plainly the fact impressed j 
itself upon Mark Crawford’s mind that he had 1 
made a terrible mistake, Which it was now too < 
late to set* right. He did not love Grace, and | 
her affection for him was so jealous, that it j 
offered slight hope of happiness. She was j 
capable of being annoyed, even if he showed j 
too much fondness for her niece and nephew. I 


But Mark, day by day, had sufficient annoying 
and disquieting discoveries forced upon him to 
afford food for much troubled reflection. Any 
person living in the house with Grace soon 
perceived that her amiability was a very thin 
veneering, which cracked on the slightest occa¬ 
sion. She thought vigorously enough, but in a 
miserably narrow round; and prided herself, as 
small-minded people usually do, on the unchange¬ 
ableness of her opinions. 

But next to her absurd jealousy, the thing 
which disturbed Crawford most was a manoeu¬ 
vring, managing spirit, and a habit of indulging 
in petty artifice to attain her ends. She was 
not exactly untruthful; she would have thought 
that wicked. But he used occasionally to wish 
she would tell a downright lie. There would be 
some possibility then, he thought, that she would 
for once perceive she had done wrong. That she 
was always in the right, Grace Alderly had quite 
convinced herself. 

He had made a mistake, he saw—a terrible, 
terrible one; and as the weeks went on, and 
Grace’s increasing jealousy of Julia became more 
openly displayed, he opened his eyes to a fact of 
which, except to r his betrothed’s own conduct, 
he might have remained in ignorance. This was 
that here was a woman whom he really could 
have loved. Mark was startled, horrified, when 
the idea first forced itself upon him; but his 
involuntary sin went no further, to his knowl¬ 
edge : he had no idea he really did love her. 

His destiny was settled. He must make the 
best of it, he said. He believed that, dreary as 
the future looked, it would grow more endurable 
os time elapsed, if only Grace would cure herself 
of certain errors—at least, try to do so. But, 
alas 1 he feared this never could be. 

“Tell me my faults,” was a request often on 
her lips; and though Mark had no desire to 
stand in the position of Mentor, he used some¬ 
times to comply ; then she immediately began to 
prove that whatever failings she hod, she was 
guiltless of those he named, and would wax 
captious or injured according to her mood. 

September had come. The visitors were gone. 
Mark was to remain a couple of weeks yet. 
Then his business would call him.baok to town. 
Groce could not lpment, this time, that he 
neglected her for his affairs, because he was 
going to work in her behalf. The often deferred 
and long drawn out suit between her and Henry 
DoOne would come to trial early that autumn, 
and Mark was her lawyer. The case involved 
property worth at least a hundred thousand 
dollars; but everybody who knew Crawford was 
perfectly well aware that the fact of his being 
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Grace’s promised husband had nothing to do 
with the matter. He would have refused un¬ 
hesitatingly to act, unless thoroughly convinced 
of the justice of her cause. 

Meantime, the discovery of the papers in the 
old chest of drawers had passed from Julia 
Southgate’s mind. A few days after her acci¬ 
dent she had mentioned the documents, when she 
and Grace were alone in her room ; but at her first 
words, Grace began to laugh and teaze about her 
fondness for finding romances. 

“So they were of no importance?” returned 
Julia. “ I am disappointed. I hoped Mr. Craw¬ 
ford would find something that might be of use.” 

“ Mark is not fond of diaries,” said Grace. 

Julia asked some further questions ; but though 
Miss Aldcrly did not exactly say she had shown 
the papers to Crawford, she gave Julia the im¬ 
pression that she hod done so, and that they had 
proved to contain nothing which had any bearing 
on the law-suit. 

'Grace herself dismissed the matter from her 
thoughts. She had never looked at the docu¬ 
ments, after her one glance at the sheet which 
had startled her. She told herself that there 
could be nothing of consequenae. Grandpapa 
had said, over and over again, that he meant to 
leave her Ms sole heir. Henry Doane had no 
grounds for bringing this iniquitous suit. The 
paper she had glanced at seemed to be an unfin¬ 
ished letter from her grandfather to Doa&e. 
Perhaps the old gentleman had at one time felt 
inclined to promise Henry a remembrance; but 
he had altered his mind. She did not wish to 
read the epistle. It would be nonsense to show 
it to Mark. After Julia’s mention of the papers, 
Grace entertained a passing thought that it would 
be better to burn them. But she shrank from this 
idea. It involved a suggestion that she was not 
thoroughly satisfied that the documents were 
valueless; and in order to be at peace with her 
own conscience, she must believe herself so. 

She felt confident that her hint, that Mark 
would laugh at her fondness for romance, would 
keep Julia from mentioning the discovery; for 
she knew that Miss Southgate was aware of her 
own weakness for romantic things, and hated to 
have it brought against her. 

So all these weeks passed, and nothing was 
Baid or thought about the papers. One after¬ 
noon, Mark established himself in the library to 
write some business letters; and as Julia had 
gone out with her charges, and Cousin Elizabeth 
was lying down, Grace, thrown upon her own 
resources, went up to her room, to wait till Mark 
had finished his correspondence. 

But Julia’s ramble with the children hod been 


cut short by their meeting two small neighbors at 
the gate, on their way to the house to pay a visit. 
So Miss Southgate returned with the little party 
to the garden; had the dolls and other toys 
carried into a shady arbor; and then she left the 
group to amuse themselves. 

She entered the library, supposing that Grace 
and Crawford had driven over to the village, and 
did not perceive Mark’s presence till she had 
traversed the whole length of the great room, 

; and reached a recess at the further end. 

“ Why, you startled me, Mr. Crawford,” she 
; said. “ I thought you had gone out.” 

“ No. I had some letters to answer,” he replied. 
;! “ I have been longer than I meant. I hope Grace 
I is not utterly out of patience. Where is she?” 

“I don’t know. I have just come in.” 

“If yofc were very good-natured you would 
find her, and ask her to be patient, just for a 
little. I have finished all but this letter. I must 
retain a copy, and your feminine writing-appa¬ 
ratus contains no proper ink or paper. But tell 
; Grace I’ll soon be done.” 

“ I’ll do better than that,” Julia said. “ Unless 
the letter is private, I will copy it for you.” 

“Oh, I couldn’t think of troubling you,” he 
answered. 

“ I insist on doing it,” Julia said ; “ that is, if 
it is a letter you can confide to an outsider.” 

“Oh, it is not private,” he rejoined. “ It is 
only to one of my clerks. Henry Doane wants 
to put off the suit again ; but I’ll not have it.” 

“He has managed to make delays enough, I 
should think,” said Julia. “ I suppose you feel 
certain of winning?” 

“ Confident, but not certain. Only I am sure, 
of Grace’s right,” said Crawford. “There is a 
hitch, however. I have never told her. There 
are some papers which I cannot find; but I hope 
to succeed without them.” 

“What a shame that my discovery led to 
nothing,” exclaimed Julia. “ I refer to the papers 
I found in the old bureau.” 

“ Papers ?” he repeated. “ I never heard.” 

Julia now perceived that Grace had not told 
him. She stopped. As she stood irresolute, 
and Mark began questioning, Grace entered the 
library. Grace had come in a bad humor, too. 
She had fallen into a doze in her chair, over a 
book; and when she wakened, discovered that 
the half-hour, at the expiration of which Mark 
had promised to call her, had nearly doubled. 

As she crossed the room, she heard the voices 
: of the pair. Mark had not been dilatory on 
'! account of his letters. He had allowed Juli* 

I Southgate to detain him—yes, had actually kept 
;! her, Grace, waiting, while he talked with that 
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bold girl, who had lately done everything in her 
power to engross his attention. 

Grace Alderly rushed into a cold fury. An¬ 
other instant, and she would have swooped down 
and treated them to a scene which would have 
proved to Mark that, until then, he had never 
really known her entire character. But as she 
stepped forward, she heard him say: 

44 What papers did you find? Groce has told 
me nothing about any.” 

44 Not worth speaking of, I suppose,” returned 
Julia. “ She told me they proved to bo only 
some old letters and journals of Mr. Doane’s.” 

“ Still, I might as well look at them,” he said. 
44 Very likely she is right, and they are. of no 
consequence. But there might be some trifle 
that would escape any but a legal eye, which I 
could turn to advantage.” 

Groce Alderly stole softly onfc of the library, 
and ran upstairs. Never in hjfr.'whole life hod 
■he been more angry. She tftd not admit to 
herself that she was afraid to let Mark see that 
unfinished letter which lay among the papers. 
She only thought that Julia had been imperti¬ 
nent, and hod deliberately meant, if possibUpto 
make difficulty between Mark and her. 

“ He shan’t have it,” she thought. “I kne^ 
it isn't of the slightest importance. But Mark 
is so ridiculous 1 I believe that wicked, unprin¬ 
cipled girl got a sight of the letter, that day. 
She knows how crotchety Mark is, and hoped4e 
worry me. She tries, in every way she can, to 
do it* But my eyes are open at last. To stand 
there,, looking at him, as she did! The flirt— 
the sinful, odious creature! She shan’t stop 
in my house. I’ll write Walter so. The chil¬ 
dren may go, first—and Cousin Elizabeth, too. 
I have borne enough, been insulted enough !” 

She would burn the papers, and be done with 
them : a lot of rubbish, of no account whatever; 
Julia Southgate should not give Mark a chance 
to teaze her through them. That was what the 
wretch wanted! Grace was too flill of this 
thought, too eager to thwart her enemy, as she 
termed Miss Southgate in her jealous wrath, to 
reflect upon the full significance of her deter¬ 
mination. It was only a letter—a letter grandpapa 
had written in some momentary return of his old 
affection for Henry Doane. Reflection and fresh 
discoveries in regard to the young man’s char¬ 
acter had prevented his sending the epistle. 

Luckily, there was a fire in the study next her 
dressing-room. As she hurried upstairs, she 
recollected having fastened the door. She passed 
on to the next, crossed her dressing-room, and 
entered the study, bolting the door of communi¬ 
cation between the two chambers. 


( She unlocked the escritoire in which she had 
put the papers ; took out the package, and laid 
it on the table. Her first impulse had been to 
burn the whole, and tell Mark she had done so; 
but that might vex or render him suspicious: lie 
should be free to examine the documents after 
she had made away with that one letter. 

She was just untying the bundle, when she 
heard Julia’s step in the hall. Julia was coming 
to tell her that Mark wot waiting. Well, he 
might wait. He should know, too, what she 
thought of his behavior: stopping to talk with 
! Julia Southgate, instead of hastening upstairs, as 
\ he promised to do, after finishing his letters. 

I The string had got into a hard knot. She 
! caught up a pair of scissors and cut it. At the 
same instant, the study-door opened, under a 
sudden push. Mia entered, saw Grace, and 
| called:, 

I “ Oh, there you are. I was coming through 
| U knock at your dressing-room. How this door 
| sticks. The lock must be out of order.” 

| Grace bod not sljffpd the bolt full into place, 
and it had yieldfd ifa^trllie pressure of Julia’s 
!'weight flung suddenly against it. Before Miss 
! Alderly could speak or move, Julia caught sight 
of the papers, and cried : 

44 Why, you had just remembered them. How 
odd 1 1 happened to mention them to Mr. Craw¬ 

ford, and—oh, here he is.” 

She looked back over her shoulder, as she 
spoke, and added, laughingly: 

“ Here is a case of what the transcendentalists 
would call a brain-wave. Grace bad recollected 
the papers and taken them out while we were 
talking of them.” 

“ Oh, these are the papers,” said Mark, en¬ 
tering. “ Let me see what they are, Grace. You 
had forgotten them ?” 

It was all the work of a moment. Grace had 
not spoken or stirred. Mark extended his hand 
to take the package. 

But the imminence of the danger restored 
Grace’s presence of mind. 

44 I put them here, and never remembered to 
look at them,” she said, quite regardless of her 
contrary statement to Julia. 44 We can do so, 
Mark, when we come bock from our drive. The 
horses are waiting. For that matter, so have I 
been, for a full half-hour and more.” 

Then the two looked at her. Her face was 
pale and her voice sharp. But her well-known 
temper prevented either Mark or Julia sus¬ 
pecting that her agitation had any other cause 
than anger. 

“1 beg your pardon,” said Crawford. 14 My 
letters kept me longer than I thought.” 
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11 1 don’t know how it oould hove been your i 
letters, when you were occupied in discussing my s 
affairs with Miss Southgate,” retorted Grace. > 
Julia turned and left the room without a word. \ 
As she closed the door, Mark said: ! 

“How could you be so rude, Grace? You \ 
didn’t think how it sounded, I am sure. Go J 
and toll Miss Southgate you did not mean it.” 

“ I shall tell her nothing of the kind. I did 
mean it,” cried Grace* partly impelled by anger, j 
partly by a quick thought that, if she could j 
enrage Mark, he would walk out of the study, j 
and leave her free to destroy the paper. “ 1 j 
have borne enough from Miss Southgate. To be \ 
kept waiting, while you amuse yourself with her S 
coquettish airs and graces, is more than I am i 
prepared to bear.” s 

“ IIow can you be so chft6l0&?” Mark began. > 
Then he stopped, remembering that it was use- j 
less to expostulate with Grace when sh4 was j 
fretful or cross. Argument or reproach would < 
only render her more obstinate. < 

“Well, so you found nothing of importance in \ 
the papers?” he asked, in Ordfcr to change the! 
subject. s 

“ I tell you I never looked at them,” returned \ 
Grace, pettishly. > 

“ Then let me now—” | 

“And so keep me waiting another half-hour? j 
They are just some old letters and journals. YOU \ 
can examine them later.” \ 

He laid his hand on the parcel. She stepped 
back, and dropped it into the open table-drawer. \ 
Some of the sheets fluttered to the floor. Before j 
she could interpose, Mark picked them up. She \ 
tried to take them, saying: ^ 


“ Now don’t begin to read, else we shall not 
get out at all.” 

But he put her hand gently aside, and Grace saw 
that he held the very letter she hod meant to burn. 
She attempted to snatch the sheet, laughing ner¬ 
vously. But it was too late. Mark’s eyes glaneed 
down the page, and he uttered a low exclamation. 

“What have yam got—what is it?” moaned 
Grace, again attempting to seize the paper. 

“ Wait a moment—this—” 

“I won’t wait,” she broke in, half beside 
herself with rage and fear. “ Give it to me. 
You have no right to look at grandpapa’s old 
letters, till I have seen what they are.” 

“I am very sorry, Grace,” he said, slowly. 
“ But it seems as if we have both been mistaken. 
I’m afraid there’s a terrible disappointment in 
store for you.” 

“A disappointment? I think you must be 
crazy,” she cried, now snatching the paper, and 
so lost to all sdff-control that before she knew 
what she was doing she had begun to tear it. 

“ You must not do that,” Mark said, pityingly. 
“ Let me have it, Grace—1 hate to tell you, but I 
am afraid you must Make up your mind that, 
morally, Henry Doane has tight on his side— 
pour .grandfather meant to leave him the farms.” 

44 It isn’t true. He shall merer have them,’* 
cried Grace. “ Never, never—there’s no proof—” 

“ There will be, for you and me, if this letter 
pteves to be what I think it,” he said, sternly. 

Graces frightened eyes faltered and sank be¬ 
neath his. She tottered into a chair; gave 
a despairing groan; tried to speak; aud then 
stopped, choked by a burst of hysterical weeping. 

[TO B* CONTENUXD.] 


TELL-TALE THRUSHES. 


BT MAUD MEREDITH. 


The soft full moon swung low in the sky, 

And the dew gleamed out in the grasses; 

The silvery leaves, on the aspen treos, 

Were ashake where the south wind posses: 

And my lover stopped in the clover walk. 

His eyes like the stars were gleaming. 

And l went ou with my idle talk, 

But idle only in seeming. 

He caught my quivering hands in bis, 

In a clasp that was firm and tender; 

Aud he bent till his face had touched my own. 

Lo! my heart made a foil surrender; 

For he murmured words that were soft and low— 
Oh, the summer night and its glory— 

And the winds went whispering to and fro, 

As I listened to the old sweet story. 


He held me close that I might not go, 

Aud he cried “ ere my heart be broken.” 
For how could ho know that I loved him so, 
When never a word was spoken T 
Oh, the dewy breath of that summer night, 
And the exquisite air around us; 

As the moon shone out from a silvery cloud, 
And the glimmering start that found us. 


I caught my breath, as I answered low; 

For he heard my heart's loud beating. 

Ah! who should tell what the answer was? 

But a night-bird fell to repeating. 

In the hedge close by, tfll my cheeks wore rtd. 

Ah 1 the wakeful ear of the thrushes. 

And he told every word that my lover said. 

To his mate iu the hawthorn bushes. 
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BY TH1 AUTHOR OF “THE 

“ Now!” Margaret drew her mother’s chair 
to the window overlooking the lawn, and said, 
“ Now, you have nothing to do but to rest, little 
mother, for the remainder of your life.” 

Mrs. Marcy smiled a little and looked around 
her wijji a sense of comfort, which she instantly 
checked with a shudder. Had she forgotten ? 
She had been a widow but fbr one short month. 
But while she had lain so ill during that month, 
Margaret, according to her nature, had worked 
off her own grief. She had bought this large 
cheerful house on the shores of the lake, fur¬ 
nished it in the warm bright colors which her 
mother loved, and to-day they had moved into it 
out of the great gloomy Marcy mansion in town. 

"I am afraid your father would think it very 
frivolous. He always preferred grave, dark fur¬ 
niture in the house in town,” said the mother. 

“ It was a jail,” cried Margaret. There was 
an awkward silence. Nan, a qniet little girl of 
fifteen, glanced up from her hook with a tguick 
look of rebuke. Margaret impetuously tlirtw 
herself down beside her mother. “Shrely, at 
your age, after all your life of drudgery and self* 
repression, mother, you may have a few years of 
comfort. Surely my father knows better now. 
He will have learned Something which he never 
learned here, where he is gone.” 

44 He needed to learn nothing, Margaret,” 
cried the widow, passionately. “Never was a 
woman better loved than I.” 

Margaret gazed hopelessly at her. She longed 
to say that her mother should have a better love 
now than that of the dark, silent, moody man 
who had chilled the life out of both wife and 
children. But even her energetic tongue felt 
just now that there was a time to keep silence. 
She stole away, and worked off her excitement in 
ordering a delicious supper: while Nan laid 
down her book, sat. down by her mother, and 
silently stroked her thin fingers. 

44 There is no reason,” Margaret argued to 
herself, as she dressed the salad and trimmed 
the table with flowers, “ no reason whatever 
why mother should not be happy. She is 
her own mistress, she hafl an ample fortune, and 
nobody to worry about but Nan and me. And 
George.” This supplementary word came with a 
shy blush. George Beacon was a rising lawyer 
in Cleveland: Margaret’s affianced lover. 


8ECOND LIFE,” BTC., ETC. 

“There he is,” she cried, as the gate clicked, 
flying to the mirror to roughen the flufly hair 
about her rosy face. 

“ Mamma is not perfectly happy, after all, 
George,” she complained, excitedly, as she met 
him. “ And the house looking so lotely. I left 
her with Nan, crying, just ho*.” 

“You must give her time, Margery,” he said, 
with a look of concern. Beacon had a strong 
sensible face; but there was a singular capacity 
for tenderness in it, which Margaret had never 
yet fathomed. 

Mrs. Marcy turnedl'to meet him with a smile. 
Nan ran to bring his chair. The frank, cheerful 
young fellow had brought a wholesome breath 
of outdoor interest into the lives of these three 
lonely women. 

As they sat at supper, a few minutes later, the 
gate clicked again, and the servant entered. 

' t4 A gentleman on business, madame.” 

“ Give it to me, Sarah,” interposed Margaret, 
putting out her hand. “A workman with a bill, 
no doubt, mamma. I will see him. I shall re¬ 
turn in a moment.” 

As Margaret crossed the hall she glanced at 
the card: 

William Fargo, 

Attorney at Law.’ 

A small man, dressed with excessive neat¬ 
ness, stood waiting, hat in hand. The neatness 
aggravated her. “ I am Miss Marcy,” she said, 
curtly. “Mrs. Marcy can see no strangers. 
She leaves matters of business to me.” 

“ Ye-s?” he said, hesitatingly, with a narrow 
evasive eye. “ She leaves business to you, miss, 
eh? Very nice, I’m sure. Very filial in you. 
But this is so important a matter, and so pecu¬ 
liarly concerns your mother—” 

Margaret seated hetstlf, and motioned him to 
a chair. “ I propose to stand between my mother 
and all annoyances. 1 should prefer to hear 
your errand before it is brought to her.” 

She was very pretty, and very fall of self- 
importance, from the pigeon-like losing of her 
head to the foot peeping out from dainty flounces. 
The man before her recognized all the prettiness 
and daintiness and vanity, but they seemed to 
disconcert him strangely. He looked at her with 
genuine annoyance, drew out his note-book, 
thrust it back, and blurted out: 
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“Miss Marcy, it is impossible to talk to you 
about this thing. It’s bad enough for the old 
lady. But for you—I simply can’t do it.” 

Margaret was completely shaken out of her pose. 

“ What is the matter?” she cried, standing up. 
“ Is it money to be paid? You look as if you 
had come to accuse me of a crime.” 

“ You ? No, not you. I beg of you, don’t talk 
so loud, Miss Marcy—there’s no use in bruiting 
this matter about before the time. No, you have 
committed no crime.” 

“ What do you mean? What does he mean, 
George?” flying to Mr. Deacon, who entered the 
room in search of her. “ He is hinting at crime. 
It is mamma. He wants money.” 

“ One moment, Margaret. I know this man,” 
replied George, quietly. “Good-evening, Mr. 
Fargo. May I ask your errand to Miss Marcy ? 
She is needlessly alarmed ty it.” 

“ Ah-h, well, I don’t know about that. Sorry 
to frighten the young lady. It was her mother 
I came to see. She would have it. But as for j 
the alarm being needless, I don’t know about 
that. It’8 a very serious matter, Mr. Deacon, to > 
the whole family.” \ 

“I am included in the family. You can stj|4.e j 
it to me without reserve,” said Deacon, quietly, j 

“Before—these young ladies?” glancing at 
Margaret and little Nan, who had followed him ; 
into the room. 

“ Whatever concerns my mother’s happiness: 
comes first to me,” said Margaret, in the dramatic ; 
tone habitual to her. 

The attorney shifted his feet uneasily. “ Very 
well; as you choose; here goes” he said. 

“ These young ladies are the daughters of Lewis ; 
G. Marcy, deceased? Yes? Their mother is j 
commonly known as Catharine J. Marcy, n£e | 
BHght, who married Lewis G. Marcy in July, | 
1863? Yes? So far, so good. You agree with 
me to that point? But when I tell you,” tap¬ 
ping off each word with his pencil-case on the j 
table, “ that Lewis G. Marcy married another \ 
woman, Virginia Hewlett by name, in 1849, and j 
that that woman with her children is still living; j 
has never been divorced from him: that she is 
his legal wife, and that her children are his 
legitimate children and heirs-at-law, you will 
probably not agree wit h me so readily ? Ah-h ?’ * 

“ I—I don’t understand,” gasped Margaret, 
who never ifl any emergency was an instant 
silent. “ Lewis Marcy was my father.” 

“ Very true, miss. Very true,” said the little 
man. “ Only, you see, these other children had 
the honor of calling him father before you. An 
advantage in time—nothing else, I assure you; 
otherwise, they are a very ordinary lot.” 


“George,” flamed Margaret, who now fully 
comprehended the position. “ Order this man 
out of my mother’s house. How dare he come 
here to accuse my father of such a crime?” 

George Deacon had been steadily watching the 
intruder since he opened his case. His percep¬ 
tions were electric in their keenness, and the 
accusation, incredible as it was, startled him with 
a sudden conviction of its possibility. Fargo 
held a reputable position at the bar, and was 
both too shrewd and too honest to tamper with a 
blackmailing operation. Doctor Marcy, too, 
though in all essentials a fond husbaiffl and 
father, had been a moody, reserved man, “ pre¬ 
cisely the one,” thought young Deacon, “ to have 
a skeleton hid in his closet. But not one like 
this.” He took Margaret by the hand, wishing 
heartily her pretty uneasy head was up on its 
pillow. “This is all an absurd mistake, of 
course, Margaret,” he said, cheerfully. “ Mr. 
Fargo and I can look into it together. If you 
will retire, it will expedite matters very much.” 

“ No, George, I will not go. I am quite com¬ 
petent to conduct the inquiry,” stiffening herself, 
while her chin trembled and her Angers twisted 
together helplessly. “ Why, it is my father’s char¬ 
acter that is at stake. You do not understand 
what he means. If there is a woman who claims to 
be papa’s true wife, what is my mother? What has 
she been all this lime ? What am I and Nau?” 

“Very true, very true, miss,” cried Fargo. 
“ But one point the young lady don’t make—the 
property. Mrs. Virginia Hewlett Marcy elaims 
the whole estate: one-third as her dower; the 
remainder goes to her son as sole surviving child 
of the deceased. Legitijnate child, I should 
say,” coughing behind his handkerchief. 

“Thei> mother is not only disgraced, but . a 
beggar?” 

“You put the case roughly, ma’am,” said 
Fargo, “ but your mother, we claim, is not en¬ 
titled to a penny of Lewis G. Marcy’s money, as 
he failed to provide for her by will. He died 
intestate. Perhaps,” he added, after a moment's 
pause, “as you are all women together, you can 
compromise the matter with Mrs. Hewlett Marcy. 
She may allow you something.” 

“ Oh, then you do come for a compromise. It’s 
a case of hush-money, after all,” cried Deacon. 

Fargo whirled on him sharply. “ Now, Mr. 
j Deacon, I am a man of business; so are you. I 
I have temporized with this lady because Bhe is a 
lady. But I wish you to understand that my 

I client has a clear indisputable case. If it had 
been a job of hush-money, I never would have 
touched it for her, and you ought to know I 
would not. If I could have ten minutes with 
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you alone, I could put a statement of the matter 
before you, with our testimony and evidence. It 
is all in shape.” 

Deacon hesitated. Margaret turned her lovely, 
tear-dabbled face from one to the other. “ Ex¬ 
plain what he says to me, George.” 

Little Anne came out of the corner, a little 
more still and dark than usual. 

“ No, Margaret,” taking her sister’s arm. 
“You and I will go out now. But, George,” 
turning to him, her childish voice broken, “ I 
want you to understand, no matter what proof 
he brings, that this woman’s story is a lie. I 
know my father; he could not do this thing to 
his wife and daughters.” 

“ 1 know that he did not, Anne,” said George, 
as firmly as the child. 

Fargo watched him os he led them out, and; 
then closed the door behind them. 

“ It is very well for you to profess faith in the ; 
old gentleman when they are by, Mr. Deacon,: 
but you and I know men. Now I shall show you j 
what manner of man this was.” 

He sat down by the lamp and opened his note- i; 
book. 

Outside, Margaret shivered and sobbed and 
wrung her hands, but said nothing. 

“ Don’t, Margery,” said Nan. “ Talk, ci*y—do ; 
something. It is not like you to be silent.” 

“ Like me? It is not me. Why, child, if this ; 
is true, mother has no name, no place anywhere. 
You and I are the children of shame. The 
clothes I wear are not mine; they belong to that 
other woman—my father’s wife. We shall not 
have a roof to cover our heads. And I—-oh, 
Non, I must give up George.” 

“Give up George? Not marry him?” 

“ I will never marry him to bring disgrace on 
him.” 

Nan’s countenance clouded. 

“ George would not care for disgrace,” she 
said^ “ But of course you can’t afford to marry 
for years to come, if this woman makes the court 
believe her falsehood.” With which cold com¬ 
fort Nan betook herself to her mother. 

She found her with her husband’s photograph 
in her hands, poring oyer jit, as was her wont 
before she slept. No doubt the poor lady had 
found the living man a sour agd grurapishc^i- 
panion through many a long evening; but she 
could put now into his painted lips all the happy 
foolish talk, all the tenderness phe had coveted 
these many years. She drew little Nan to her 
side, looking fondly at the dark, sad, misanthropic 
face in her hand. 

“ I wish you could have seen your papa as he 
was when I first knew him, Anne,” she said. 


“ So cheerful and witty. Never fond of a crowd, 
but the best of good company alone with his inti¬ 
mates. When he first came to Cleveland, too, 
his hair was black and his step light as any 
deer.” 

“ Where did papa live before he came to 
Cleveland?” 

“I—somewhere in Louisiana. His family 
were Southern. But he never told me much 
about his early life. There was a little talk once 
about his sister coming to visit us; but it passed, 
and he told me afterwards she was dead. I could 
not ask him any questions. About a year after 
we were married he lost all his cheerfulness; he 
was not like the same man, Nannie, after that.” 

“ What was the matter, momma? Business?” 
asked poor little Nan, with the feeling of one 
who digs among graves not knowing what horror 
the next spadeful may bring up. 

“ No, there was no difficulty about business. 
Your father always had a large income. We 
never spent the half of it. Neither was it laid 
by. Some meddlesome people, my Cousin Philip 
for instance, used to urge me to find out how 
your father used it. Philip hinted that your papa 
gambled his property away. I never spoke to 
Philip Defiling after that day,” said Mrs. Marcy, 
her face flushing angrily. 

“ Then—then it was not true?” 

“ Of course it was not true. Your papa had 
not a vice. But it teas strange,” she added, 
thoughtfully. “Thousands at once would dis¬ 
appear. I think it was charity. Some secret 
charity,” with an affectionate smile. “ But the 
money did not trouble me. If only he had ever 
thrown off his,Rouble.” 

Nan took the hand which was smoothing her 
hair in hers. Her mother, like Margaret, talked 
out her heart when in grief, and Nan was always 
the silent comforter. But to-night the child 
answered, eager and curious. 

“ Did you never know what the trouble was, 
mamma?” 

“ Never. I used to think I would ask. But I 
never could come dose enqugh to him. I fancied 
sometimes he hod committed some fault when he 
was a boy—I’m sure it could not have been very 
much of a fault—and that it preyed on his mind. 
Nothing couljd be more regular or quiet than his 
life. But he always seemed as if he had lost all 
heart and hope in it.” > 

“And you had no clue whatever?” persisted 
Nan. If there were but a hint of any fault—the 
gambling her mother dreaded—any key but the 
one, to open this secret. 

“ N-no. Your father used to receive letters in 
a woman’s hand, that he burned often without 
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reading. I think they were from his sister. She 
was not a pleasant person, I suspect. I will go to 
bed now, Anne. Why, how e<fld your hand is, my 
child. I have kept you kneeling here too long." 

Mr. Deacon gave the girls but a brief synopsis 
of the proofe which Fargo had in his possession. 
His client was somewhere in the city ; and she 
had employed two of the best counsel in the Ohio 
courts. Fargo’s business was to submit the case 
to Mrs. Marcy, and propose an amicable adjust¬ 
ment without a law-suit. 

44 That means that we are to give up every¬ 
thing to this impostor without a struggle,” cried 
Margaret, indignantly. 

44 Something of that sort,” said Deacon. 44 I 
told him, of course, that we would fight every 
inch of ground.” 

44 Right. Did not he see the folly of trying, 
George?” 

“No. The fact is, Margery, they have a 
strong case. We may as well face the truth. 
The woman has the certificate of her marriage to 
your father in 1849. She has proof of checks 
presented by her in every successive year, drawn 
by him and made payable to her in the name of j 
Virginia Hewlett Marcy, proving that she was 
supported by him during the whole of that 
time.” 

“Well, but, George, don’t you see how she 
condemns herself? If papa gave her money, she \ 
knew where he was; and if she knew that, she | 
would have forced him to acknowledge her as his 
wife.” 

44 Not if he paid her to keep quiet. There are 
Borne women who can be bought, dear, and this 
one, it seems, is not ashamed to own herself one 
of them. The son, too—” 

Mr. Deacon^ face reddened. 

44 There is a son. I had forgotten,” said Mar¬ 
garet. 44 What of him ?” 

‘‘This is his likeness,” drawing out a card 
photograph. 

44 It is papa,” cried Margaret, flushing pain- 
frilly. 

44 It is more like him than either of his daugh¬ 
ters. No matter. We will keep up heart, my 
darling. Whatever comes, you are mine.” 

44 Never, never. I will never go to you with 
disgrace and shame os my portion,” sobbed 
Margaret. 

George kissed her for his only answer; but he 
carried a heavy weight out of the house with ; 
him. He had scarcely a doubt remaining of < 
Doctor Marcy’s guilt. He was just struggling j 
into a small practice. How soon could he lift > 
the weight of three utterly helpless, penniless j 
women, used to every care and luxury ? i 


j Three weeks later, Mr. Deacon came as usual to 
i report progress to the two girls ; for as yet they 
| had succeeded in concealing the whole matter from 
\ their mother. Mr. Farnham, a skilful lawyer and 
< ( a friend, was their counsel with George. So far, 
the case had been kept out of the courts. 

44 We are throwing every obstacle in the way 
of Fargo and his men until we find some trace of 
your father’s early life. He was singularly reti¬ 
cent on all points of personal history.” 

44 1 have no doubt this woman has known him, 
and patched up her story from her knowledge,” 
said Margaret. 

44 But how are we to compel her to give us her 
secret?” laughed George. 44 That is her capital 
—her stock in trade.” 

Nan stepped hastily forward, her dark face 
lighting. 44 Where does she live?” she asked. 

44 1 do not know. She comes to town once a 
week, calls at Fargo’s with her son, and disap¬ 
pears mysteriously. A singular high-shouldered 
female, with a wart overhanging one eye. To¬ 
morrow morning she will be due at Fargo’s. He 
is to bring about an interview between her and 
me.” 

The next evening, George came as usual; but 
he was depressed and anxious. 44 1 cannot 
imagine,” he broke out, 44 what charm that woman 
ever possessed for a man so fastidious as your 
fhther.” 

44 Oh, George 1 You do not think—you do not 
believe her story?” 

44 No, of course I do not. But Margaret, Mr. 
Farnham does. He says he sees no loophole of 
escape for us. She proves not only the marriage 
and the support, but that he was seen with her 
in Cincinnati within two years, was recognized 
by acquaintances on the street as Doctor Marcy, 
and introduced her to them as his wife.” 

44 My father was in Cincinnati last spring,” 
said Margaret, feebly. 

Deacon made no answer. 44 Where Is little 
Nan ?” he said, presently, in the tone with which 
one turns to ordinary subjects while a corpse is 
in the room. 

44 She went this afternoon to spend a week in 
the country with a friend. The child is not 
well.” 

•No, but It whs not like her to leave you to 
bear this alone.'”' 1 

Mra. Virginia Hewlett Marcy boarded the 
Western train that afternoon, and just after she 
entered it, a thin, shabby little woman hurried 
in from the platform and sat down in the rear of 
the car. It was near night when Mrs Marcy 
left the train and took her way up the streets of 
a glaring railway-station village, where wooden 
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villas, painted a bright yellow, hovered over j 
stretches of mud, pokeberry bushes, and Janies- s 
town weeds. The little woman left the car also, s 
and with her patched black valise put up at the 
hotel for the night* The next morning, she tap- \ 
pod faintly at Mrs. Marcy’s door. That lady was j 
dressed to go out. She wore a coarse purple lawn / 
dress, abundantly shirred, puffed, and looped \ 
back. Garnet ear-rings dangled at each side of j 
her long horse-shaped jaws. A mere tuft of a hat, $ 
like a yellow wing, rested on a mass of jetty oily j 
curls. When she talked, her hands waved, her \ 
car-rings jingled, her curls nodded ; but her eyes i 
remained fixed on yours, immovable beady points. \ 

44 I see,” said the shabby creature at the door, ! 
44 that you have an upper room to let, and I 
thought—” | 

44 Oh, if it’s the upper room—I thought you l 
might have come to see me concerning crochet j 
work and appurtenances. I’ve been in that 
business. Or a subscription to Hillyard’s Spirit- j 
walism, the Religion of the Future. I carried \ 
that stock from door to door for a year. No? 
Perhaps you’d like a copy. I have a few yet. 
I’m only allowed four per cent. A book which 
regenerates the heart, elevates the soul, and re¬ 
stores the hope of immortality to the atheist. 
Room, is it? Room is ludicrously cheap. Five 
a week. Double closets, fine view, and privilege 
of bath-room, and intercourse with Christian fam¬ 
ily. Y ou have references, and the ready money ? 

I am especially in need of ready money. I have 
given up the agencies and trade on acoount of— 
of other pursuits which will pay better—oh, yes, 
they’ll pay better/’ going up the stairs with a 
shrill laugh, at which her hearer shuddered. 

44 How’s eight thousand a year for pay, heh? 
Yes, I’ve given up the agencies to other parties. 
You like it, heh? Ready money, too? Well, 
this is what I call business, and sharp on the 
trigger, too. Seamstress, heh? Well, you can 
take possession when you like.” 

The seamstress deposited her valise on the bed, 
and locked the door* “ ^ly father never ^narried 
that woman—never married that woman.” She 
trembled with the certainty, the joy of triumph, 
and then the child, for she was but a child, 
began to cry. What desperate thing nr* 8 this 
that she had done ? I$rs. >Ia#qj hod/sheltered 
the girl in an old-fashioned seclusion; she was : 
playing the spy, the eavesdropper, In the house 
of a vulgar adventurer. 

44 For you, mamma, for peu,” she sobbed, sit¬ 
ting on her cot. The courage of adventure rose 
again presently, and she went down the stairs, a 
jug in her hand, for water. Her hostess ap¬ 
peared. 


44 Come in, Miss— I forget the name—” 

44 Anne.” 

44 Miss Ann. This is my son, John Stuart 
Marcy,” filliping her finger towards a heavily- 
built man on the hair-cloth sofa. Nan turned 
and faced a coarse likeness of her father, a 
blurred photograph of his features with the life 
taken out. She was prepared for this meeting, 
and bowed calmly. 

44 Your son is in business?” she asked, trying 
to imitate Mrs. Virginia’s rasping tones. 

It needed but a touch to swing his mother off 
into a shrill oration. She had learned the trick 
of keeping her wind in words, while carrying on 
her trades from door to door. 

44 Not to say business, nor yet profession. He 
is not college-bred, neither is he endowed with a 
diploma. But for mental force, (as shown in 
church meetings, in his power in prayer,) there 
is not his conqueror in the State of Ohio. When 
means, Miss Ann, were a certainty, he was en¬ 
grossed in the shirt and also in the confectionery 
business. Now that means are not a certainty, 
he lies dormant. We all lie dormant. 4 Before 
dawn comes the darkest hour.’ ” 

44 Your longue would wag if it cut Ike rope of 
your own gallows,” said the man, brutally, as he 
rose and went out. 

The woman looked after him as though he had 
strtek her, and remained silent for full two 
minutes. Then she burst out again: 

44 He don’t mean it. Why, he knows the sac¬ 
rificial efforts I’m a-making for him. I’ve sup¬ 
ported that boy since he was born. • Mostly by 
talking. Virginia, 4 your talent for language is 
exceptionable. Use it.’ I’ve not hid it in a 
napkin.” 

44 But,” said Anne, her mouth growing parched, 
44 your husband? Did he not help you support 
your son ?” 

The woman turned a fierce suspicious glance 
on Nan’s face, then tossed her chin. 

44 My husband was a no-account helpmate, and 
that’s God’s truth ^bout him, You l re going 
upstairs, heh? Call in often. I like to hear you 
talk.” 

A week passed, but Nan's watch was fruitless. 
She saw by the. county papor that suit had been 
brought for thp recovery of the Marcy estate by 
Mrs. Virginia and her son. The community that 
had known her father was shaken to its founda¬ 
tions by the news. Every atom of proof was can¬ 
vassed at length. The weight of evidence was ac¬ 
knowledged to be on the side of the impostors. 

She went down that evening, and sot sewing 
with them. 41 I’ll try to bear it once more—for 
mamm a,” she said to herself, as if it were a 
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prayer. She did not feel as if she could ask ; 
God’8 blessing on her trick. The child’s strength ; 
was worn out by the nervous strain. 

“I must go to-morrow,” she said. But Mrs. 
Virginia paid no heed. She had the newspaper, 
and was jubilant. 

“ Hear this trial,” she said. “ It’s exceedingly ' 
interesting. I know the parties intimately,” be¬ 
ginning to read in a nasal tone that shook with ex¬ 
citement. “Hear this: * The chain of proof seems 
to be complete. The new claimant is probably a : 
woman whom Doctor Marcy married in his callow j 
youth, but with whom he was unable to live. In j: 
an evil hour he yielded to temptation, and married 
a lady suited to him socially and mentally.’ ; 
There’s a great deal of compassion spent on this ; 
delicate second wife. But there’s the proof,” tap¬ 
ping the newspaper with shaking fingers. “ I’d 
like to see what suspicion they can find against 
Virginia Hewlett farcy’s claim.” 

Nan, pricking her fingers at her sewing, saw j 
but one opening for suspicion. Why did this 
woman and her son remain sixty miles from 
Cleveland, under an assumed name? 

The room relapsed into silence. The woman, 
by the flaring oil lamp, read and re-read the ac¬ 
count with fierce interest, following the column 
with her finger; her son sat and dozed stupidly 
in his chair. Nan hod risen to go to her own 
room. The next day she would go home, and 
confess what she had done. She was defeated. 

The outer door was pushed open, and a man 
stood hesitating on the threshold. Her father— 
older, sodden with drink, and degraded. She 
ran towards him, drew back terrified, dazed. 

“Jinny,” he called, looking around. 

“ You here! My God! Do you want to ruin 
us?” cried Nan’s landlady, advancing. 


“ I came up from St. Louis to-night. You’d 
left me out of your plans I When you and John 
have got Lewis’s money, what are you going to do 
with mef You owe something to your husband 
and father, anyhow.” * 

Nan slipped out of the door. She did not 
tremble now. Her nerves were like steel as she 
hurried down the street. 

Mr. Deacon, bidding Mary good night, ten. 
minutes later, received a despatch: 

“ Come at once. Bring warrant to arrest my 
father’s brother, his wife and son. 

Anne Marcy.” 

He looked at it in idiotic bewilderment. “ I 
thought Nan was weaving dandelion rings in the 
country. But 1*11 go.” 

The story is soon told. Lucius Marcy had 
been a gambler and a drunkard, a dead weight 
which his brother had patiently borne for years. 
When Lewis was dead, and that source of reve- 
nue was cut off, Mrs. Virginia concocted the 
j plan, which she had so nearly carried out, of 
‘ passing herself as his legitimate widow. The 
similarity of names made the alteration of the 
certificate easy, and the startling likeness of the 
dead man to his brother completed the rest of 
the proof. In two days the trouble was swept 
from their sky, and only sunshine was left. 

Then, and not until then, was Mrs. Marcy told 
of the precipice on which she had stood. She 
| received the account with her usual gentle plar 
j cidity, patting Margaret’s head as she lay seb- 
| bing on her bosom. 

“Do be calm, my dear. Why, it is nothing. 
There was proof sufficient. I could have told 
you, at onoe, your papa never was attached to 
anyone hut me. He told me so frequently.” 


“SOMEBODY'S COMING.” 

BT CUBA B. H1ATH. 


“ Somebody’s coming, yon My—I see 

That accounts for the deepening flush 

Gatheriug fast on a blooming face. 

Ever ready to smile or blush. 

Somebody’s coming to-night? Ah, y«St 
That accounts for the lore-lit ipafk. 

Hiding deep in her flashing «ke% r 
Veiled with their lashee, long tyfo* 

“ Somebody’s coming " The restless feet 
Seem akin to the thistle down; 

Nimble flngere the tresse s wears. 

Decking the head with its braid# of brown. 

Spotless collar and dainty fcuflb 1 
Grace the neck and the snowy wrttf, 


Now she will fluten the scarlet knot, 

Twit with the hand die 44 Somebody 4 * kind, 

“ Qocqobody’p eonring." Her lips am mute, 

Aye, but a song leaps up in her heart, 
Wedded to music that Eden first heard. 
Where Is the loreT &at rings no part? 

Qo$d, 4*4. you aay ? Yea, the wind is cold. 

See how It tosses the snow-wreaths white ! 
But there are rose* that June doesn't wake, 
i And'ltt her h ri it ft Is summer to-night 

M Somebody’s ” late, gpd a tisy frown 
Gathers its forces to hido a tear— 

Hark! wasn't that a stop ln the hall ? 

Yes, indeed, and “ Somebody’s '* here. 
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BY BUOY H, HOOPER. 


CXUrcLUOKS rSQM 


CHAPTER IT. 

July 9th.—Let me write, here, the truth, 
while as yet I am calm enough to <16 so. 

If I delay it, if I do not find relief, I shall go 
mad—yes, mad—with this horrible secret. 

The opening of the door was an easy matter 
enough, involving merely an early walk to the 
village, and the purchase of a bunch of skeleton 
keys from the old blacksmith there. With 
these 1 returned to the house. But it was not 
tall afternoon that. I was able to elude the eter¬ 
nal vigilance of Mrs. Ray, and seek, my hus¬ 
band's apartments. The first key that I tried 
did not fit, nor did the second { but the third, \ 
after awhile, turned in the lock, the door swung j 
open, and I entered the mysterious room. j 

It was very small, a mere dressing-closet, in \ 
fact; and such, I afterwards learned/had been j 
its original destination. A large arched win- j 
dow occupied one end of it. The furniture con- J 
sisted of a single arm-chair, placed in the mid- j 
die of the carpeted floor, and a low table, j 
with a cover of exquisite- needlework, and ! 
atrewn with sundry articles, which I did not j 
then stop to examine. On the wall opposite to l 
the door by which 1 bad entered hung a large \ 
painting, a life-size, half-length portrait, which j 
at once attracted my attention and absorbed me. y 

The picture represented a young and beau- ! 
tiful woman, in a dress of black silk, glis¬ 
tening with jet. .A Spanish mantilla teil of j 
blaek lace, looped baok with a single deep-red j 
rose, shaded her gracefnl head. She stood, half s 
turning away, yet with her face towards the j 
spectator; and with: a life-like glance^ fall of fas- j 
cination and witchery, in her large, velvety j 
dark eyes. One slender hand, sparkling with 
diamonds, held together tft* folds of her veil on ! 
her breast; the otfaerl dropping at her side, \ 
clasped a half-open flm# Wank and gold. But j 
the strongest part abbots this portrait was the j 
wonderful likeness which ither*to myseift For? 
an instant I thought it was indeed my own por- \ 
trait, but a -second iglattoe dispelled that idea. \ 
Eo* the original of the pfitfnre must have been a 
much older woman than myself, when it was 
painted—five and twenty years eld, at the very 
least—while I was but just seventeen. 

Vol LXXXII.—20. 


In my bewilderment and astonishment, I 
turned to inspect' the articles on the table. They 
were but few in number, however: a broken ivory 
fall; a solitary white glove, slender, small, and 
sHHpely ; a withered rose, dry and brown as an 
autumn leaf; and a lace-bordered handkerchief 
of filmy texture,- bearing in one corner the let¬ 
ter P, surmounted by a coronet, and, with a 
breath of perfttme still lingering in its folds. 
Such were the trifles that strewed the dainty 
cover of satin-lined Valenciennes. I turned 
from these things impatiently. Jealousy, fierce, 
cruel, agonizing, was waxing strong within my 
heart. Who Was this woman, whose painted 
image smiled upon me from the wall with such 
ihobking likeness to myself? Was this the Inez 
df my husband's outcry ? 

As I stood, transfixed in contemplation, I 
heard a sudden ‘ step, and looking around, I be¬ 
held Mrs. Hay standing in the doorway, and 
gazing upon me with dismay. 

“ Enter,” I cried, “ enter, and tell me who • 
this woman*Vas—or is? What was she to my 
husband ? Why is her picture here? And how 
comes it that the picture looks like me 9 ” 

Mrs. Ray drew a long breath, and gazed oh me 
for a moment ¥n silence. 

“Child,” she said, at last, “St would have 
been' better had ybu never entered here, or at 
least ndt yeti Blit the mischief is done. If you 
are wise you will home away now—” 

“ No, no,” I cried, shaking off her gentle 
clasp. “ Tell me^-tell me all. Who was that 
womhn ? Where is she now ?” & 

“ She is dead.” ’ 

The answer quieted my excited nerves by its * 
calm brevity, as much 4s by what it told. 

“ Dead 1- Thcfn I need fear her no more. But 
gt> on. Whh was she?” 

“She Was h Spanish lady; a great beauty, and v 
a great coquette as well. For five long years she 
kept fny master in her chains. He was poor 
then, with ho hope o t succeeding to the Vemey 
baronetcy hr the estates; a dfeamy, poetic, in¬ 
tellectual young man ; and she played with him 
as a cat plnys with a mouse. I do pot think she 
ever had any idea 1 of marrying bim; but his blind 
; devotion pleased her, and she liked bis atten- 
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tions. At last she married another. Her hus¬ 
band was a great Spanish lord, the Duke de 
Palma. Her marriage nearly broke my master’s 
heart; the more so as, just three months after it 
took place, he fell heir to the Verney baronetcy 
and estates. But it was worse when she died, 
which she did about two years ago. I thought 
he would never recover from the blow. She had 
been writing to him in her winning, fascinating 
way, and when she cam? to London she sent for 
him to come and see her. He went, and the old 
witchery was as strong as ever. He went out 
in society with her, and was very devoted. But 
right in the midst of the season, she died very 
suddenly, of some affection of the heart it was 
said. It came near killing my master, and I 
think he never got over it, till he saw you.” 

Ah ! I knew now why he had married me. It 
was, I said to myself, to have a better likeness of 
the dead woman before his eyes than the artist’s 
pencil could create. For this I had been dressed 
and educated and trained; for this I had been 
taught to imitate her step, to wear her garments, 
to sing the song she had been used to sing. Not 
for myself tiad I been married, but because I 
looked like another. Instead of being first, I 
was second. 

The fierce Spanish blood burned hot within my 
veins at the thought, I brokq/rom Mrs. Ray’s 
restraining clasp, and darting past her, I hurried 
upstairs to my own apartments. There 1 took 
refuge in my bedroom. I locked the door, and 
then gave vent to all the mingled emotions that 
were struggling for mastery in my soul. Long 
and passionately did I weep, but there was more 
of indignation than of sorrow in my tears. At 
last, I dried my eyes. 

My decision was now soon made. I would no 
longer remain in the false position in which the 
infatuation of my husband for his dead love had 
placed me. I would go away. I would flee from 
. my new name and my new life, and become once 
more Dolores the wanderer, Dolores the martyr 
it might be, but Dolores the dancer—never. 
From that degradation, at least, I was free. I 
would go to Paris. But not to seek out my old 
friend, M. Mazille, who had, as he wrote me, 
quitted the life of a strolling musician, and had 
. got employment as under-violinist in one of the 
minor Parisian theatres. No! I would never 
let him know how I had been deceived. But I 
would go to Paris, because I had heard that one 
could hide one’s self in a great cHy better than 
anywhere else. 

This resolution taken, I was impatient to put 
it, into execution. But I ipas forced to wait till 
• nightfall, so as to leave the house unnoticed. So, 


| to pass away the time, I busied myself with my 
| few preparations for my departure. I had enough 
\ money for my journey, and to support me for 
j awhile afterwards. My dresses, my jewelry, all 
the paraphernalia belonging to Lady Verney, or 
rather to the image of the dead Duchess de Palma, 
11 meant to leave behind. One thing alone I took 
| possession of, with intent to take it with me; it 
\ was a fine miniature portrait of Sir Edmund. 
For, in spite of pride and indignation, and bitter, 
burning resentment, I felt that 1 still loved him— 
tenderly, passionately, but alas 1 hopelessly. 

When all was ready, I sat myself down to 
pen a few farewell lines to him who, whatever 
his wrongs toward me, was still, in the eyes of the 
law, my lord and master. 

41 Farewell, farewell,” so ran the lines, my pas¬ 
sionate pen almost rending the paper as I wrote. 
44 Seek, in the masterpiece of the painter’s art, a 
consolation for the loss of that more life-like 
image of your dead love which you have striven 
to possess at the expense of such cost and so much 
toil. Learn that the image has a heart, a brain, 
a will, and cannot consent to be tutored and 
trained into the likeness of the false-hearted co¬ 
quette whom you have loved so unwisely, and so 
< madly mourned. I go to resume my own indi- 
; viduelity, through my olden life—for a Lady 
i Verney could never stoop to be a public dancer— 
the richer in mind, it may be, but far sadder in 
heart than when you brought me hither.' For 
the wealth of knowledge you have bestowed upon 
; me, in this year’s training and instruction, I 
thank you; for the wrong that you have done me 
in making of me but the lay figure for your un¬ 
conquerable love fiir another woman, I may some 
: day pardon you, but I cannot now. Henceforth, 

; I trust, I implore, that you will leave me to work 
out my own destiny, in my own way. To-night, 
Lady Verney dies, and from her ashes there 
arises into new life Dolores, once the strolling 
player. But do not fear that I shall ever forget 
that I bear your name; its honor is as safe with 
me as if I still claimed it. I leave you free to 
mourn over the pest, and to weep for your buried 
; Inei. I go to shape for myself a new and lees 
unreal life, where I shall be a true, living woman, 
and not, as I have bask beneath this roof, only 
a shadow—a shadfer.bf Hto dead!” 

A distant dock strdbktmtdnight as I ended. I 
folded my shawl around me, and leaving the let¬ 
ter on the table, I stele softly and noiselessly 
downstairs. The household was wrapped in 
sleep. No voice was raised to call me back, no 
hand was stretched out to bar my departure. I 
unbarred the great hall door, and dosing it gently 
behind me, I passed out into the night. 
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CHAPTER V. 

December 12th.—I resume my journal, after a 
long interval. 

I have only a vague recollection of what fol¬ 
lowed my flight from Verney Park. I remember 
catching the train near there. But I have only a 
▼ague remembrance of it. My brain was on fire. 
My pulses throbbed to madness. My mouth was 
parched as if by lightning. A wild fear pos¬ 
sessed me that my flight would be discovered, 
and that I would be pursued. But I resolved, if 
overtaken, never to return. And yet I could 
form no plan of resistance. I think I was on the 
verge of insanity, during that period. 

It was evening, a dark rainy night, when I 
reached Dover. The boat for Calais was just 
about to start. I hurried on board, with the 
rest of the passengers by the express train, 
drawing my veil closer around my face, and 
trembling when any person brushed against me, 
lest it might be an officer sent to arrest me. I 
only breathed freely when I heard the paddles of 
the steamer revolving, and saw the sea churn¬ 
ing behind ns, as we stood out into the stormy 
Channel. ' When we reached Calais it was 
pitch dark. I struggled on shore, and hid myself 
in the first compartment I could find in the train 
for Paris. Not till we arrived in the great city, 
and I found a voiture , and was being rattled over 
the streets, did I breathe freely again. 

The gray dawn was just breaking, when I 
reached a lonely street in the Faubourg St. 
Antoine, where I hoped somewhere to find a 
refuge, hidden from all the world. I might have 
gone to the Latin Quarter, on the other side of the 
Seine, and to good, kind, dear old Monsieur 
Mazille; but I feared, as I have already said, 
that, he would betray me; and so I resolved to 
adventure fortune alone. I had, in my purse, about 
thirteen pounds still remaining. That would 
last a long while. 

Alas! how little I knew. I found an obscure 
lodging, and lest I should be traced, moved the 
next day to one even more obscure. I began, at 
once, to look for employment. But I will not 
dwell on this episode of my life. I will tell it, 
on the contrary, in as few words as possible. I 
soon discovered that amid the tens of thousands 
of skilled workmen who struggled with each other 
for a livelihood in the great modern Babylon, an 
unskilled one like myself had no chance what¬ 
ever. Day after day I wearied myself in walk¬ 
ing to and fro, seeking employment: night alter 
night I lay down exhausted and hopeless, having 
had no success. Finally, I came to my last Na¬ 
poleon. When that was gone, as I well knew, I 
must starve. Ah! I began to despair. 


I now restricted myself to one meal in every 
twenty-four hours, and made this meal of dry 
bread and water only. The days crept by. I be- 
came more and more hopeless, probably because I 
grew more and more weak. One morning, on 
waking, I thought, “ how useless to continue 
this struggle—why not lie here and die ?” Turn¬ 
ing on my pallet, I sank, after awhile, into a 
stunned and almost death-like sleep. It was 
nearly dusk when I awoke again. The pangs 
of hunger began, by this time, however, to as¬ 
sert themselves. The instinct of life, exhausted 
as I was, had not been quite extinguished. I 
had still a few sous left in my purse, enough to 
buy a loaf of bread. “ I will go out,” I said, 
“ and get my last meal. Then I will come back 
to die—yes, die, by slow, lingering starvation.” 

I thought, for an instant, of the Seine, as a lost re¬ 
sort ; but the temptation was as instantly rejected; 
to drown myself would be cowardly. Whatever 
came, I would not commit suicide. I could die 
by slow martyrdom, but not by my own act. 

At first, when I got up, I could scarcely stand. 
This made me realize how weak I was. With 
difficulty I dressed myself, and crept down¬ 
stairs, for my room was up six flights, away in 
the attic. The porter looked curiously at me as 
I went out, attracted, no doubt, by my pallid 
face and tottering steps. I had walked but a lit¬ 
tle while, when I was forced to sit down to get 
breath. Rising, after a short interval, I strug¬ 
gled on. The baker’s shop, for which I was 
bound, was still some distance off; and I thought 
I never would get there. Suddenly, I remem¬ 
bered that I had to mount the stairs, the six 
weary flights, on my teturn. I said to myself: 
“ Oh ! it will be impbssible.” This last reflec¬ 
tion proved the final blow that shattered my lit¬ 
tle remaining strength. I felt my brain reeling; I 
caught at an iron railing for support; everything 
whirled around me; I said to myself, this is 
death; And with this thought, not an unwelcome 
one, alas! I sank to the pavement. 

When consciousness returned to me, *it was, at 
first, only in the vaguest way. I was sensible 
of lying in bed, in a strange room, and one both 
spacious and elegant. I heard whispered voices 
about me. But when I tried to think where I 
was, and how I came there, my weak brain gave 
way again. Three or four times, in perhaps as 
many days, this semi-consciousness came back, 
to be followed by the same dizziness, the same 
utter blank. At last I began, in a dim way, to 
recall the post. 

I was trying, one night, to piece together 
odd’ bits of memory, when I heard a whisper, as 
if some person was speaking, far, far away—miles 
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distant, indeed. If the reader has ever suffered 
from the delirium of fever, he or she knows 
what I mean. 

The voice said; 

44 How is she now? Will she live?” 

“Hush!” was the response; I suppose from 
the nurse. “The doctor says the slightest agi¬ 
tation would cause a relapse. You should not 
have entered. 1 will come out into the hall and 
speak to you. Go, go.” 

Then I sank again into forgetfulness. For, 
even as I listened, the room began to whirl, and 
the effort to hear if any answer was returned, 
ended in total loss of consciousness. 


CHAPTER VI. 

It may have been one day after this, or two, J 
or even more, when I heard a conversation again \ 
at my bed-side. I had been getting steadily \ 
better, was able to take considerable nourish- \ 
ment, and talked of trying to sit up for a few min¬ 
utes the next day. 1 had often asked the nurse 
where I was, and how I came there, but she had 
answered that I was too weak to talk. Neither 
then, on that first day, nor afterwards, though 
I continually recurred to the subject, would 
she give me any satisfaction. The hour was 
now deep into the night. I had been asleep, and 
I suppose was still considered so by the nurse, 
who sat and slumbered in a chair near the head 
of the bed. A solitary candle burned in the room. 

There were two voices, both those of men, 
speaking at first; and afterwards the nurse 
joined in. One of the voices was strange to me; 
it was, as I afterwasds discovered, that of the 
doct or; the other seqoipd to Ate familiar, though 
I could not locate it exactly. 

“Thank God for what you tell me, doctor,” 
said this voice, at last, with much emotion. 

“ Thank God that she will live.” 

“ Yes,” replied the doctor, taking a pinch of 
enuff, for as he stood at the foot of the bed I saw 
him distinctly. 4 * But it was a close shave. 
Nothing like scientific treatment—nothing like 
scientific treatment: the brain would have been 
wrecked forever, otherwise.” 

“Then you think her’s a very excitable tem¬ 
perament,” replied the other, the voice coining 
from behind the eurtain at the head of the bed, 
and the speaker being invisible to me. 44 1 am 
not to blame for what happened ?” 

“ Not in the least. Cease to distress yourself 
on that score. Yes! excitable, very excitable,” 
another pinch of snuff, as he calmly regarded me. 

“ Yet not so as to amount, in normal health, 
to disease: on the contrary, only such as to 
lender her more brilliant, charming, engaging. 


Your dull women are terrible,” with a shake of 
the head. 44 It was nothing in what you did, or 
left undone; it was no permanent disease of 
cerebral tissue ; it was simply protracted soli¬ 
tude, and the introversion of mind caused thereby, 
fired into exaggerated emotion by the discovery 
of the strange facts you tell me.” And the old 
physician looked sagely around. 

“ You relieve me greatly,” was the answer, in 
a voice that shook with feeling. 44 What I did, 
was, as I thought, for the best; but she mis¬ 
apprehended things; and hence this—this—” 

44 Catastrophe,” suggested the little doctor. 
44 Not tragedy, only catastrophe.” 

I had been lying with my eyes closed all this 
time, except, oneeor twice, when I stole a stealthy 
glance at the doctor. I was simulating sleep. 

44 Hence this catastrophe—thank you for the 
word,” went on the speaker at the head of the 
bed, in a tone of the most polished courtesy. 
“ From the very first I loved her, whose life, as 
you say, you have just saved. Her extraordi¬ 
nary likeness to another was what at first capti¬ 
vated me. But she ought not, it seems to me, to 
have been hurt at this—” 

44 She would not have been,” interposed the 
self-satisfied little man, 44 if she had not been 
morbid, temporarily morbid.” And I heard him 
softly tap his snuff-box again. 44 No woman 
should be offended at such a thing, any more 
than at being loved at first sight for her beauty.” 

44 Certainly. I never thought she would con¬ 
sider it an insult. Who can tell why we love? 
What attracts one has no influence over another. 
I had been attracted, years before, by a face 
strangely like this ; but my idol had proved hol¬ 
low ; she deceived me; she was false to the core, 

I ' as I found out too late. This face, while like 
the first, appeared more truthful. It was the 
other face, with a more spiritual expression—” 
44 Just so,” interrupted • the irrepressible doc- 
c tor, apd I heard the snuff-box tapped again, 44 a 
| more spiritual expression.” 

44 1 was tired of women of society. I said to 
myself, here is one of virginal freshness. I will 
secure her by marrying her, if she will consent. 
Then I will educate her. She shall be kept away 

I from the hollow world. I will have her taught 
the very ways of my early idol; she shall at 
times even dress like her. A romantic dream, 
you will say—” 

44 Not a bit. Very natural. The thought, 
permit me to Temark, of a true idealist.” 

| “ That was my purpose—nothing more,” said 

| the other, quietly. 44 In justice to myself, I 
| strove, more by instinct, however, than from any 
! other cause, to keep this former history from her; 
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and it was only by accident she discovered it. I Jtor; then again at his transparent flattery; but 
remained away from Verney Park, in pursuance ; I soon forgot all this, and indeed everything 
of my plan, visiting her only once—” ; else, as the conversation went on. I listened, 

“ Ah! there, permit me to say, you made a f absorbed, to the defence my husband made of 
mistake. Women like to be persistantly wooed. 1 himself. His words put an entirely new aspect 
You were too Quixotic. Young, handsome, rich, f on his conduct and on my true relations to him. 
titled—J/on Dim , what a blunder I” And the \ Ah, how I loved him! It was impossible not to 
doctor threw up his hands in despair. j believe him sincere, when he said that he had 

“Well, those were my motives. They were < loved me from the very first. My heart beat 
well intended, even if they were mistaken. It ) wildly. I began to see my behavior in a new 
seems that she totally misapprehended them, j light. Instead of my being his victim, he was, in 
She thought I did not love her, and never would < a sense, mine. He had sacrificed much for me; I 
love her; that it was a dead woman I loved ; and j had sacrificed nothing for him. 

that I was making a mock of her. Her pride, ! All my pride, all my resentment, was gone. I 

and she has the pride of the bluest of the blue j half rose from my pillow, 

blood of haughty Spain—” j ** Sir Edmund/’ I said, feebly. “Sir Ed—” 

“Undoubtedly. She must be of ancient race, \ I never finished the word, for, at the sound 
my lord, though as yet we don’t know it—” of my voice, the figure at the head of the bed 
“ Her pride revolted at this, and so she re- $ started forward. I reached out my arms, and 
solved to fly. Fortunately, a telegram caught me \ in another moment, I was clasped to my hus- 
in Scotland, and I came at once here, thinking < band’s heart. 

that she would seek refuge in Paris. Verney “Can you forgive me?” I whispered, faintly, 
Park lay in my way, and I stopped there, but with a great sob. 

only long enough to learn what I have told you. “ Forgive you ?” His voice was choked, as 
There 1 found the letter which she had addressed he spoke. Mastering his emotion, he cried, 
to me—a letter ftill of jealousy and anger. That kissing me again and again: “ I have nothing 

letter laid bare the secrets Of her heart, and to forgive. I have only, and all the time, to 
explained, as nothing else could have done, her thank God you are alive, and that I have found 
flight. Poor, hasty, misjudging child! Yet you.” 

noble, passionately grand also; a true woman ; That is all I remember. They told me, afler- 
and as just as noble. Ah! my good doctor, when wards, that I fainted, and that, at first, they 
she is really strong again, when I am allowed to feared I would never come to. Joy, you see, is 
plead my cause in person, something within me sometimes almost as fatal as sorrow, 
tells me I shall prevail; and then, then, there is When I regained my senses, there was no one 
nothing I will not do to all these good people to in the room but the nurse, who, seeing me at- 
show my gratitude. I have looked forward for tempt to speak, put her finger to her lips. Weak 
months to the time when her education would be • as I was, however, dizzy as my poor brain re¬ 
finished, and when we could be happy. When I J mained, I managed to whisper, “ Is it true? Or 
received that telegram, when I feared for awhile is it—all—a dream?” 

that her brain might have given way, or some j “ It is true, my lady. It is no dream. Sir 
tragedy might happen to her in her flight, I felt as \ Edmund will come, early to-morrow, if you are 
if life and hope lay shattered and wrecked around j well enough to see him. He worships the very 
me. Then, when I came to Paris, and found no j ground you tread on. That you may be well 
trace of her, I almost went mad. I had been j enough, you must drink this, without a word, 
sure that she would go to her old preceptor. No j and try to go to sleep.” She presented a 
one can ever know the agony I suffered, week j draught, as she spoke, which I quaffed, with a 
after week, while we sought for her in vain. At j sigh of blissftil content, and then sank back, 
last, as you know, Monsieur Mazille, by the j and, worn out as I was, fell asleep, almost be¬ 
drest accident, found her dying in the streets, j fore touching my pillow. 

and brought her here. Yon have saved more | When I awoke, in the morning, the fresh, cool 
Ifian one life in saving hers, doctor.” j breeze was fluttering the lace curtains. On a 

- s table, near at hand, was a vase, with a bouquet of 

CHAPTER VII. > rare flowers. Oh, how sweet everything seemed. 

I could endure no more. I had long been j The nurse was instantly at my bed-side, 
ftdly aroused and awake. My brain was never! “You are quite yourself, to-day, my lady,” 
clearer than now. I had smiled to myself at \ she said. “Your eye is bright; the wan look is 
at the eccentricities of the old French doc- \ gone from your face—and actually, yes, actu- 
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ally,” for I blushed with happiness at this praise, 5 Antoine, or the lodgings the police had suggested 
“ there is color in your cheeks. See what beau- 5 might be yours, in hopes to pick up some ne- 
tiful flowers. Sir Edmund sent them,” and she j glected clue, I came on a crowd, near the well- 
brought the vase to my bed-side, for me to enjoy j known corner, with its little turreted house, close 
their fragrance more fully. “ When you have had by where the Duke of Burgundy was assassinated, 
some breakfast, and have got up, and are nicely \ more than four hundred years ago. ‘A girl has 
dressed in that pretty wrapper there, we will j fainted,’ said one, ‘ and she looks starved, too.’ \ 
have him in. Shan’t we, my lady ?” j My heart gave a great bound, for my instinct^ 

I have little more to tell. The interview with > told me it was you; and sure enough, it was our 
my husband, with its mutual explanations, is too j long-lost darling, and literally, literally, as we 
sacred to describe. found, nearly starved to death.” And the dear 

Two days later, when I was comparatively j old man broke down in great sobs, 
strong once more, my old preceptor, Monsieur j November 10th. Nearly a year has passed since 
Mnzille, came to see me. j my last entry in this diary. I sit at my window, 

“ 1 would not come before, my dear,” he said, j and look out over the green slopes of Verney 
“ because I knew you were still weak. But thank l Park, to where, in the moonlight, the deer steal 
God all is well now. Mon Dxtul what a chase you j out from under the great oaks, look about them 
gave us, though. For weeks we did nothing but> timidly for a moment, and disappear in the 
look for you. We had all the most expert detec- j shadows. Soft and low, on the still night air, I 

tives of Paris at work, but they could find no clue hear, from an open casement in a side turret, 

to your whereabouts. All they could discover \ the notes of a violin, and I recognize the touch 
was, that a girl resembling you had arrived at j of my old master, Monsieur Mazille, who, ever 
Paris the night but one after you left Verney since my reconciliation with my husband, has 
Park; but the name sent to the police was not j lived with us here in England. The air he plays 

yours,” (I had given a false name, and passports, is so dreamy, the landscape is so vague, that I 

at that time, were required no longer,) “ and the half think the whole is a shadow, and that I and 
day after, you had chained your residence, and, my life are shadows too. 

in spite of their regulations, had managed to I But no! for at this instant a hand is laid ten- 
break the clue. I don’t think much, myself, of j derly on my shoulder, a living voice chides me 
their vaunted police,” said the old professor, for sitting uncovered at the window in the night 
snapping his fingers contemptuously. “ Sir Ed- air, an arm glides around my waist, and a kiss 
mund came on, too, and joined in the search, falls, soft as a rose-leaf, on my brow. It is Sir 
His headquarters were here, in the Hotel Bristol, j Edmund. It is my husband, 
and he spent money like water; but it was of no j I look up at him, and our eyes first, and then 
use. We began, at last, to despair, and to think our lips,meet; and my soul murmurs within me, 
you had gone somewhere else, when, one day, \ “ Yes, thank God, it is real. I am Out of thb 
visiting your first lodgings in the Faubourg St. \ Shadow.” 


SINCE I SAW THEE. 


BY AURORA VANS. 


FLOwnyerARRED and perfume-laden 
Tears have fled on shining wings, 
Since those days so fair, so radiant, 

In the freshness of the spring, 

When thy sweet smile won my fancy, 
And thy soft voice thrilled my heart, 
And we vowed that nought but heaven 
E'er should tear our souls apart. 

Ah! thy smile was like the blooming 
Of the flowers, fadeless, fair, 

That adorn the heavenly city 
With their beauty, rich and rare; 
And the memory of its brightness 
Soothes my weariness and pain 
In my dreaming, and the beauty 
Of the spring returns again. 


Though stern fate for aye hath broken 
Cruelly all tender ties, 

Tet forever from its ashes, 

Phenix-like, doth hope arise. 

If we do our duty promptly. 

Ever through life’s shine and gloom, 
God will give us back the bright dajB 
Fraught with loveliness and bloom. 


If, perchance, thou first may wander 
O’er the tide of death’s dark sea. 
Where the shining portals open, 

Will you pause and wait for me: 

. That together we may enter 
In the mansions of the blest, 

** Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest ?” 
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BT PAULINE X1TOALY# 


Jack Bivins had left Oxford; spent a season ] 
in London ; had flirted in Paris: yet no woman | 
had ever yet touched his heart. Nevertheless, j 
he was engaged to be married. His father, old ] 
Lord Devine, and their next neighbor, Sir James | 
Houghton, had put their heads together, and j 
decided that Houghton Abbey and Devine Court 
lay too close together for the estates to be parted, 
and as Jack liked Miss Houghton, and thoroughly 
respected her, and had no special objection to 
the union of the estates, the engagement was 
settled. 

The wedding, however, was not to take place 
until Miss Houghton was twenty; so having a 
year and more of bachelor freedom before him, 
Jack went to the United States; hunted awhile 
in Colorado; and Anally drifted down to Mexico. 
Not the Mexico of to-day, however, with its army 
of engineers, its railroad and American inven¬ 
tions ; but Mexico eight years ago, at that time 
as romantic a country as traveler could find. 

The last rays of the sun were dying in the 
west, as Jack found himself, late in January, on 
the Pasco de la Reforma, in the old city of 
Cortex. The wind came fresh from the moun¬ 
tains ; little twittering birds were seeking their 
nests in the old aqueduct; and carriages, filled 
with dark-eyed donnas, were beginning to roll 
over the uneven pavements. The cathedral 
clock sounded seven loud, deep strokes, startling 
a flock of birds that were twittering on the tower, 
their little dark bodies defined against the pale 
yellow of the sky, flying upwards like sparks 
from a forge. Groups of queer-garbed, heavy¬ 
eyed people passed on their way to the Plaza, 
where soon the stone seats would be filled with 
picturesque groups, slowly discussing the last 
bull-fight, in soft Mexican gutturals. 

Devine sauntered through the Pasco, past the 
queer, dignified old houses, each seeming older 
and more uncomfortable than its neighbor. The 
languid slumberous air seemed to act on his 
brain like some soft, soothing spell; each group, 
with its changing lights and shadows, each 
stately house, seeming to bear promise of some 
romantic history. The twilight was falling rap¬ 
idly. Overhead two or three stars shone with a 
soft gleam in the sky, that was of a deep dusky- 
blue overhead, but showed pale silvery-yellow 
between the arches of the aqueduct. 


Suddenly, a man passing, stopped and looked 
earnestly at him. 

“Why, Devine,” he cried, and then Jack rec¬ 
ognized a young American with whom he had 
shot buffaloes in Colorado the year before. 

Questions and answers were rapidly exchanged, 
and after a stroll and friendly cigar together, 
they parted, Devine having first accepted Hel- 
mar's invitation to go down into the country with 
him, to one of those old haciendas, that are more 
like mediaeval feudal strongholds than nineteenth 
century houses. 

Early the next morning, therefore, they started. 
The light was just beginning to break over the 
the hills; and the trappings of their horses, 
heavy atid cumbersome, clanked and flapped with 
every step.- All day long they rode, save at 
noon, when a halt of a few hours was made 
under a group of dark-trunked Fremos trees. 
The rays of the sun seemed to come straight from 
above on the hot dusty road. The cactus flowers 
blazed like coals of fire, the dull, misty leaves 
making an effective setting for their burning 
beauty. The diligence passed them, heavy and 
lumbering, full of passengers bound for a Fiesta 
in the city: the women gay in bright red and 
blue dresses, the men with spurs, huge som¬ 
breros, and dark heavy faces. 

It was not until the moon was creeping up 
into the cloudless sky, that they saw the lights 
of the hacienda shining in the valley below. 
Entering the inner court or patio , Jack found 
himself presented to his host, Seflor Don Jos6 de 
Ramos, and was soon made to feel that the house 
and all it contained was at his disposal. When 
he went to bed, he had to pass along the corredor 
or gallery, the moonlight bringing in strong 
relief the pillarfe and vine shadows en the white 
floor; and he said to himself, “ How novel, how 
unreal: one scarcely knows where reality ends 
and dreams commence.” 

Early next morning, he was awakened by the 
sound of a woman’s voice singing a low plaintive 
melody, in the court below. Hastily dressing, 
he stole out into the gallery, and peeping through 
the screen of vines, saw a picture that ho never 
afterwards forgot. 

Leaning against an old stone fountain, her 
head slightly upturned, stood a girl. And such 
a girt 1 She was not thore than sixteen, but it 
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was sixteen years spent under a southern sky. older woman, and Don Jos4 was too much occupied 
She was tall and slender, yet with a figure full with Helmar and their business schemes to pay 
and graceful; her face was a pale creamy tint, much attention to his dark-eyed niece and the 
perfectly oval in form; she had large, black- handsome young Englishman, 
lashed gray eyes, and the full, curved red lips Brought up in the strictest seclusion, lovers a 
that painters give to Cleopatra.; and she stood thing unknown, yet affectionate, eager, trusting, 
there with that indolent grace of repose that you and passionate, love was a lesson easy for Dolores 
find only in Mexican or Creole women. Nearly to learn. She invested Devine with the gifts and 
half a hundred doves from the granary tower graces of a prince. He was the hero of all the 
were circling around her: and the girl’s.- tall, tales of her youth. On his part, Jack felt that 

for the first time in his life, he was in love. On 
the gallery, in the hot sensuous morning, when 
the hammock swung lazily to and fro; in the 
saddle, during the long sunny afternoons, when, 
in dark habit and broad-leaf hat, she showed him 
fresh beauties of forest and stream; discovering 
the girl drop the copper vessel that she held in ! to him her “swan’s nest among the reeds,” 9 r 
herhands, and disappear. “ Who could she be ?” leaning on the basin of the fountain, watching 
Devine turned with a sigh. It was just in time } the moonbeams play upon the water, the light 


slender, white-robed figure; the tender green of 
the grass at her feet; the background of dark 
stone; the deep blue of the sky overhead; and 
the flashing wings of the doves, all made a picture 
beautiful beyond description. 

A call, from within the broad open door, made 


to meet his friend Helmar, who was leisurely | 
strolling down the corridor, on his way to break- \ 
fast. | 

The dark-eyed girl did not appear here, and \ 
Jack began to think she was a stranger, but at l 
dinner she came shyly in, and was presented as l 
Sefiora Dolores Morela, the niece of the host, and, j 
since his wife’s death, the head of the house. 

She disappeared directly after the meal; but 
Jack, seeing Helmar and Don Jos4 eager to begin < 
their business discussion, strolled ©yt to view the \ 
beauties of the night, and with the faint hope of \ 
meeting Dolores. The moon was not yet risen, and j 
in the darkness he could only trace the outlines > 
of the outlying buildings of the hacienda; but J 
following the path that led from the general en- 1 
trance, he soon came to the wall that bounded \ 
the outer court, and here suddenly stumbled \ 
against a white figure that was leaning against 
one of the stone posts. 

Apologizing, he made some careless inquiries 
about the different features, of the landscape, and 
after a visible effort to conquer her shyness, 
Dolores offered to show him some of the beauties 
of the place. It was too dark to see her face, but 
the tall svelte figure, moving with perfect grace, 
and the soft low voice, had an indescribable 
charm for him, and aroused all his artistic en¬ 
thusiasm. He learned that her father had been 
a general during the Mexican war, and dying, 
had left her in her uncle’s care. Of her simple, 
uneventful life, she spoke frankly* betraying a 
combination of ignorance and innocence delight¬ 
ful to the blasi man of the world. 

Why need more be told? Before the week was 
ended, they had met four times in the gardens, 
a state of things only possible in this household, 
where Dolores was without the surveillance of an 


bringing out each cuiye of her perfect face, each 
soft gleam of the dark eyes. At all these times, 
in all these situations, she seemed to Jack the 
most beautiful creature he had ever seen, and he 
said more than k* had ever meant to say to any 
woman. 

One evening, he found her dancing the Bolero 
on the lawn, with her little nieces, in the twilight, 
the last rays of sunlight lingering lovingly on 
her upturned face and uplifted arms, each motion 
a study for a painter. He watched the dance to 
its close before he spoke, for bad news had been 
brought to him that afternoon. A telegram, sent 
to the city, summoned him back to England. His 
father was ill; return was imperative. He must 
wake, he felt, from the dream he had been dream¬ 
ing, and go back to reality. Yet he shrank from 
it, none the less. 

He came up to her, as she sank on the grass, 
flashed and panting from her rapid exercise; a 
faint color in her usually pale cheeks; soft lan¬ 
guor in her dark eyes. Never had she seemed 
so sweet, so desirable, as now, when he must 
leave her; when he must go, with love in his 
heart, yet love that his tongue must not speak. 

It did not take long to tell her of his tele¬ 
gram, and consequent change of plan. 

“We start in the morning,” he said. “ News 
from England summons me home. I must say 
farewell,” and, with an assumption of cheerful¬ 
ness, he added, “ Will you miss me, Dolores ?” 

“ Yes,” she said, simply, “ I shall miss you 
very much.” 

She turned, as she spoke, to walk back to the 
house. The faint flush had died from her cheeks, 
and the pale, pure face was almost ghastly in its 
pallor. 

“ My father is very ill,” he said, walking by 
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her side, “find he is an old man; bo I must 
go. We will start early in the morning—will 
you wish me God speed?” 

She turned and put her soft hand in his. 

“ God speed,” she faltered, and then the dark 
eyes, too innocent to hide their secret, looked 
into his, and all thoughts of right or wrong were 
“ whistled down the wind,” and he stooped and 
kissed her. 

“ I love you, Dolores, I love yon,” he cried. 

The wind sighed among the branches; some ^ 
clouds were drifting across the sky ; a storm was \ 
rising. She shivered slightly, and drew hereelf 
•way. Lights were twinkling in the house; these 
reminded him how soon he must start. 

“ Listen, Dolores,” he said. “ To-morrow, I 
mu at start for England. 1 love yon, dear, more j 
than I ever thought to love; but—I am engaged \ 
to be married. Hush ! don’t speak. I vfill go j 
back; I will see her; I will tell her I have \ 
found a girl who has made me forget prudence | 
sad hdnor, and whom I loved in spite of myself; j 
and then, dear, I will return for you,—for—for I 
love you, Dolores.” \ 

“ No, you will not oome back for me, Mr. \ 
Devine,” said the girl, freeing herself with one i 
strong effort, and rising to her ftill height, i 
44 You never will come for me.” 8he took a step \ 
forward, and the slim figure seemed to grow even j 
taller. “ Do you think,” she said, the low voice j 
vibrating with passion, ** do you think I om j 
the kind of woman to rob another of her lover ? 
"Would you be happy if you broke your word \ 
•nd took me that way ? Do you think I want a \ 
love that comes against the better judgment^-a i 
short-lived passion that will burn itself out in 
six months? I am young, Mr. Devine,” the girl \ 
went on, “ but I know what honor is, and I >’ 
never would break my word.” 8he held out her * 


hand os she spoke. “ Good-by, good-by,” she 
said, her breath coming quick and fast. 

He seised the hand, he poured out words of 
incoherent pleading, he declared again and again 
that he did not love his promised wife. But 
Dolores was firm. Only once, when, stung by 
her coldness, he said, “Yon act well, if you 
do not love me,” the white lips quivered, and 
the dark eyes turned to his upbraidingly; and 
Jack knew, after that, how mnch she loved him; 
but knew also the firmness of her character, 
which, stronger than his own, would sacrifice 
even love to its sense of right. 

They parted at the foot of the great staircase, 
and the next morning, Jack left long before day¬ 
light. The torohes of the servants cast queer, 
dickering lights and shadows in the old court¬ 
yard ; and Jack looked up, half hoping to see 
some signal, a wave of the band perhaps, from 
the corridor. Bnt though he saw nothing, 
Dolores was there watching, her face pale with 
tears; for she had not slept all night. 

At the City of Mexico, Jack found letters for 
him. When he reached England, it was to learn 
that his father was dead, and that he was now 
Lord Devine. Once, Jack wrote to Mexico, but 
he received no answer. So by the time the year 
of mourning was out, Catherine Houghton became 
Lady Devine. 

Men call them a happy couple. Well, per¬ 
haps they are—if contentment is happiness. But 
there is one spot in Jack’s heart that his wife 
nas never found , just as there is a sketch In his 
desk which she has never seen. 

The latter is the picture of a girl, holding a 
copper dish in her hands, with white doves’ 
wings shining against the deep blue of a southern 
sky. A girl with soft dark eyes, and a pale, pure 
face—the girl he loved in Mexico. 


THE LOST GIFT. 


BT MARIK 8. LADD. 


8o gay and light, hereyee ao height, 
They called her merry Kate; 

You carod uot what the hour of night. 
If ehe stood at the gate. 

If you wjgre racked on fortune's wheel. 
She soothed with finest skill. 

Yet never were you made to feel 
Subject to her sweet will. 

Yet she who cast these pleasing spells, 
Goes all the weary day, 

From early dawn to evening bolts. 
With scarce a word to say. 


On last Forefathers* day, a ship, 

While coming up the sound, 

Bound homeward from an outward trip. 
Was wrecked, and all were drowned. 

A rumor Alee, if it be true, 

The captain’s second mate, 

W*ho perished with that fated crew, 
Would soon have wedded Kate. 


However that, her smile is strange, 
And oft she droops her head, 
And if you note the weary change, 
She says tiie gift has fled. 
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STEPHENS. 


[Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1881 by Min Ann Stephen!, in the Offloe of the Librarian of 

Congress, at Washington, D. 0.] 

continued reox paox 227. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

A few hours after Huestice Young left Wash- 
aning’s lodgings, the old chief passed through 
his granddaughter’s room. When she heard his 
footsteps, the girl turned her face to the window 
and looked out, that she might conceal the flush 
of great joy that had made its heaven in her 
face ; but the attitude, and one glance at her pro¬ 
file, were enough to urge forward a purpose 
which was literally driving him on to the com¬ 
pletion of a destiny from which every thought 
of his brain and impulse of his heart rose up in 
earnest revolt. 

This old man had made a promise in his earlier 
manhood, which he was now about to complete, ; 
at the cost of everything that had been made : 
dear to him in life. Out of his savage creed, he ; 
had brought the one great element of truth, pure 
and simple, as it is seldom found in civilized 
life, or among his people, now that half-civiliza¬ 
tion has taught them how to deceive. 

Pale with emotion, and trembling in all his :j 
aged limbs, as fear could never have shaken 
him, the old man passed through the room in ; 
silence, and, descending to the street, walked to 
the door of General Noel’s mansion. When he 
stood before the colored person who held com- I 
mand in the hall, that functionary seemed to hes- I 
itate, and was about to announce that his master 
was out, or engaged; but Woshaning quietly j 
passed him, as if unconscious of all impediment, J 
and made his way into the library, where the i 
general was busy among his papers. / 

The Senator arose, os his strange guest en- J: 
tered, a little surprised; but more than cour- j 
teous in his reception of the old chief. ; 

“I am glad you have come.” he said, resign-; 
ing his own easy-chair, and helping himself to j 
another. “ I have been wishing to see you again ; 
—for our first interview has brought back so 
many thoughts of that one period in my life, 
that I am anxious to know more.” 

“ It is that you may know more that I have 
come,” said Woshaning, seating himself, and 
turning his eyes full upon the general; “ the ; 
time has come when there must be no secrets 
between us.” \ 

( 298 ) 


Noel was surprised, both by the words and the 
deep feeling that shook the old man’s voice. H, 
had known something of the Indian character m 
his early life, but never had witnessed in any 
savage, emotion so impossible of repression. 

'* It is a painful subject, both for you and me. 
I have been dwelling on it, during the past few 
weeks, with more sorrow than you will perhaps 
believe. Those few months taken out of my 
life have always seemed a period set apart from 
my real existence—I was a very unhappy man; 
misunderstood, even persecuted, by my own peo¬ 
ple—a desperate man, thwarted in my affections, 
disgusted with public life, ready to bury myself 
forever in the deepest wilderness. It was fortu¬ 
nate for me that, in this mood, I fell into the 
best phases of your life beyond the borders—that 
I could slake the ambition thwarted by my own 
people, on the war-path, and share the free wisdom 
of your council-fires. In the deep wilderness I 
found one friend, strong enongh and willing to 
live with me through the brief season of mad¬ 
ness that had driven me to the woods, and aid 
me with his wiser counsel, when the whirlwind 
of excitement had spent itself, and a longing for 
useful action came slowly back.” 

Here, General Noel, who had yielded to the 
kindly impulses of his nature, till, a mist came 
into his eyes, and his voice had some of the elo¬ 
quence that had made him a power in the Senate, 
leaned forward and grasped Washaning’s hand 
between both his, full of gratitude, that some¬ 
times does live, in spite of obligations, even with 
our public mem 

But the old chief’s hand lay cold as ioe in his 
grasp. 

“ You made me a chief of the most powerful 
tribe of your people—next to yourself in conse¬ 
quence.” 

The old man bent his head. 

“When I became insanely in love with your 
savage life, ready to outride aad outfight the 
bravest of your braves on the plain or the war¬ 
path, you kept me by your side, checked the mad 
fever in my veins, # made me remember what was 
good in the people I had left, held me back from 
the perdition I was ready to plunge into. I wy 
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to you here, Washaning, what I have often wished 
that you might know—if I am anything to my 
country now, if I have ever had the serene hap¬ 
piness of a home, of love, of children, and of power 
among the people of my own race, it was your j 
kindness, your wisdom, that gave them to me; 
for to all these things I went into the world again i; 
a changed and a better man for having known 
you.” 

Washaning wrung his hand slowly but firmly 
from the general’s grasp. 

“There was one thing more that I gave you,” 
he said, in a voice so low and hoarse, that a man; 
six feet away could not have heard him. 

Noel lifted both hands deprecat ingly. 

44 1 know ! I know!” 

41 1 gave you my heart, my soul, the very blood 
in my veins.” 

44 There is no need that you should say this; I 
feel it more keenly than you can.” 

44 More keenly than I can ?” 

Washaning broke off here, and a faint bitter 
smile stole across his lips. 

44 No; I should not have said that; she was all 
the world to you—and to me. Oh, believe it, for all 
that time your daughter was dear to me :is my own 
life. I loved her! I loved her! In all the mad- > 
ness of my fever, she was closer to my heart than 
any woman ever has been or ever can be. Had : 
she lived, not even the woman who had seemed 
to fling away my love, and thus had driven me 
into the wilderness, could have separated us, for 
she was my wife, my own most beloved wife— : 
the brightest and most enthralling creature that } 
ever lured a man out of his misery. 

Washaning’s eyes filled with tears, those slow 
tears that never fall but touch the beholder with : 
inexpressible mournfUlness. He reached out his 
hand, grateful for the deep feeling with which ■ 
Noel had regarded even the memory of his 
Indian wife. 

44 She was my only child, and she loved you.*» j 

44 But in that 1 was blameless. You may have 
thought that I took advantage of your kindness 
to win her, but I had no such design at any time. 
Her love was given to me as rain falls upon the 
leaves of a parched tree. Under its influence, 1 
felt the passions that another woman’s seeming 
scorn had trampled down, starting into life again 
with the reaction of more intense vitality. I tell 
you, Washaning, that no man of your race, or 
mine, ever loved a woman better than I loved 
your daughter, when you gave her to me—not 
as other chiefs received their wives, but accord- [ 
iug to the laws of my own nation. You insisted s 
upon that, but I would not have taken her in any j 
other way/' i 


44 No; it could not have been otherwise with 
a child of mine. Some few things I had learned 
among your people. The laws of marriage, that 
sanctify the love of one man and one woman, were 
a part of them. In every sense of the word, my 
daughter was your wife. It could not have been 
otherwise.” 

44 Nor did I ever wish it. When the wild de¬ 
sire for savage life lost its picturesqueness, and 
the force of old associations grew stronger nnd 
stronger upon me, this one love kept me among 
you; and it might have been so always, had I not 
heard that enemies I had left behind were black¬ 
ening my fame, and even explaining my retreat 
from the world by assaults on the reputation of 
a lady, blameless in everything of which they ac¬ 
cused her. I had formed no resolution to leave 
your people, least of all to abandon my wife. At 
times, I had indeed thought that she might be 
won, even with your consent, to come with me 
into my own world, where she would have found 
no unwoithy position, and share with me such 
fortune as exertion might earn; and when I left 
the tribe and came eastward so suddenly, it was 
with the full intention of preparing a home for 
her among my own people. For this purpose I 
remained away longer than the time in which I 
had promised to return. By persistent energy 
I had reinstated myself, and silenced the slun- 
derers of an innocent woman. In one week I 
should have been on my way across the Missis¬ 
sippi, when your letter reached me. One line in 
it was enough—my wife was dead.” 

As Noel said this, his arms fell upon the table, 
his head sank 'upon them, and, for a time, the 
papers littered there shook to the trembling of 
his frame, as if a sudden gust from the open win¬ 
dow were stirring them. As this strange passion 
of grief swept over the man, Washaning sat re¬ 
garding him with wistful interest; then there 
came into his eyes a look of compassion that 
softened the entire face, as he leaned gently for¬ 
ward and touched Noel on the head, os he might 
have reassured a son of his own. 

Noel felt the touch, and lifted his face. 

44 Tell me about her—tell me everything; 1 
hod not the courage to ask before. Did she speak 
of me often?” 

44 At first, very often—how could she help it? 
Were you not the very breath of her life ?’*’ 

44 At first—only at first?” 

44 After she saw the letter that came to you, in 
which you were called upon to go back, in order 
that slanders regarding some lady you hod loved 
might be refuted, and she knew that, in re¬ 
sponse to it, you had gone back, she never spoke 
of you.” 
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44 She saw that letter?” $ barons pleasure in mocking him ; but Washaning 

44 You had left it carelessly in her lodge.” \ sat in his chair, more calm than he had been 

44 Great heavens ! and she believed it was only < during the whole conversation. That which he 
that which took me into the world again?” £ would rather have died than say had been 

44 What else could she think?” 5 uttered ; the secret that must separate himself 

44 But I wrote—I explained.” > from Washanee was in the keeping of another. 

44 She never got the letter. No word from you > He had nothing to guard now, and the last hope 
came back to the nation, until she had been taken > of his life had merged in that one sentence, 
from it. Day after day she watched and waited, i 44 It was this I came to say to you,” he said. 
If a traveler came to the tribe, she was restless < with gentle firmness. 44 Reflect a moment, nnd 
and burning with fever till it was certain that he } you will find that if there is torture for anyone, 
brought no tidings from you. Then she would \ it is for me—who in saying this give up my only 
sink into despondency till another came, all the \ child to you and your people a second time and 
while growing thinner and whiter, till she wan- i forever.” 

dered about her lodge like some ghost, seeking j The old man's voice faltered with these last 
the way to its far-off hunting-grounds. We strove \ words. He seemed that moment to comprehend 
to cheer her, to bring her back to life; we told j entirely the awful chasm they had cut through 
her that in the spring-time you would be sure to \ his life. His face grew more and more ashen, 
come, and take her out among the prairies, where j His eyes, usually so bright and piercing, were 
she could visit other tribes, and learn for herself > half closed; he leaned back in his chair, for the 
how grand and large the world was; but it was j moment a poor, helpless old man, bereft of every- 
like promising rain to the thirsty earth when no l thing. Yet there was a gleam of pity in his face 
cloud is in the sky. She did not believe us, and, \ for that other man, who stood with one clenched 
Without faith, what is love but a pain ?” I hand pressed down upon the table like iron, asking 

44 Great heaven! and what is pain compared ] questions with his eyes that his lips were pow- 
to this?” cried Noel, starting from his chair, ^ crless to utter. Slowly, Washaning could see 
seizing the linen on his bosom with a grip of i that with him the truth was forcing itself into 
*gony, and pressing his hand hard against his j belief. A strange wild brightness came into 
chest. 44 That all this should be, and I not know ] those questioning eyes. The firmly-closed mouth 
it. Go on! go on ! I can bear it now.” \ parted a little; he stood up more firmly, and 

The excited man threw himself back in the \ folded both arms over his bosom. 

"hhair lie had left, and let his hands fall loose and \ 44 If this is not savage cruelty, it is more than 

powerless over the carved lions’ heads that stood j Christian kindness,” he said. 44 Have pity on 
out, open-jawed, from the cushioned arms ; drops j me, Washaning. My old fHend, have pity on 
of moisture stood on his upper lip and forehead. \ me. This child of mine—is she living?” 

For once, all the strength of his manhood was j 44 She is living.” 

gone. He could but listen, and gird himself to > “And I have seen her?” 

Buffer and be still. Washaning did not speak ; ! 44 Yes, you have seen her.” 

he saw the anguish his words had given, and l 44 That wild beautiftil creature—unlike her 

would gladly have softened it; but worse was yet 5 mother, but with all the subtle influence of her 
to come, and the old man hesitated. < beauty. That it was which touched me so. I 

44 Well?” said Noel, weary with pain, 44 well ?” j remember when she came and seemed ready to 
44 In this way,” said the old man, scarcely $ kneel at my feet, I longed to take her in my 
above his breath; 44 she faded out of life, sad, 5 arms and hold her there. Something in the 
quiet, and never complaining, for she had all of \ voice, in the softer glance of her eyes—how can I 
her mother's sweet gentleness, until her child J tell in what the influence lay? Then, it seemed to 
was born.” ! shame the dignity of my age. Now, it only brings 

44 Her child ? Her child ? Old man, what are \ back the sweetest memories of my youth. Wash- 
you speaking of? How dare you attempt to put j aning, my old friend, I think you have made 
this new agony on me? Oh, it is worthy of a \ me, in one short hour, the happiest and most 
savage—of a savage that, in the secret of his in- \ miserable man alive; but all this bewilders me 
telligence, has learned more cruel tortupe for the ^ I cannot realize that this girl is mine—that she 
soul than pine torches and tomahawks ever gave j comes like some angel ont of my youth to bless 
to the body. I will not submit to have my heart { me. I did not think that anything could so lift 
hacked to pieces in this way.” \ me out of the common groove of life, and throw 

Again, Noel was on his feet, fierce with rage. \ me back into the romance of those old days. But 
He fully believed that the old chief found a bar- > you do not speak. I forgot how much this reve* 
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lation must liave cost you; tell me that it is not 
so very hard as it seems; and remember she is 
yours, yet yours as well os mine. Wo will con¬ 
sult together, and try to make her happy between 
us. You have known her longest, and shall point 
out the way.” 

Washauing did not answer. The heart lay 
heavy as lead in his bosom. This man’s new¬ 
born joy seemed a mockery of his own bereave¬ 
ment. 

Still, General Noel walked up and down the 
room, uttering snatches of the thoughts that 
went swaying to and fro in his mind at random; 
for as yet there had been no time given him for 
reflection, and he was only possessed with a 
romantic idea of the truth. After awhile, the 
keen intellect of the man would suggest many 
doubts and obstacles that must be veiy diffi¬ 
cult to reconcile with his way of life or the am¬ 
bitious projects that grow and thrive in the paths 
of great leaders, to which the most sacred affec¬ 
tions are sometimes made subservient. But the 
time for this had not yet arrived, and for awhile 
this proud and most aspiring man gave himself 
up to the happiness of a great surprise that had 
no calculation in it. 

“ Now,” he said, seating himself again, and 
wondering a little at Washaning’s continued de¬ 
pression, “ I can bear to listen to all you can tell 
me of my wife. In dying, did she send me no 
message of love—-nothing by which I may know 
that she was thinking of me kindly, at lost?” 

“ Yes, she sent many a message of affection, 
and some wishes regarding her child; but seem¬ 
ingly with little hope that they would ever reach 
you.” 

“Tell me what she said of the child. The 
rest I cannot bear, just now, especially if it 
is sorrowful; you can give it to me by-and- 
by, when we are more calm. But the child—this 
strange, beautiful girl—tell me all that she said, 
all that you know about her. Were you carry¬ 
ing out her wishes in keeping me ignorant of her 
daughter’s birth?” 

“ Yes ; it was her wish that Washanee should 
remain with the Cherokees, and hold her place 
as the daughter of a chief among them. With 
her dying hands she laid the infant in my bosom, 
and gave her to me entirely. Still, because of 
the white blood in her veins, and the traditions 
brought by her mother from the east, the wish 
that her child should know something of civil¬ 
ized life was strong within her, and I promised 
that when Washanee should approach woman’s 
estate, and might wish to know something of her 
grandmother’s people, I would bring her here 
among them, and having educated her befit- 


tingly, allow her free ehoiee of the race she 
might prefer to live with.” 

“This promise you have now performed, and 
the girl is in a position to make her own selec¬ 
tion. That may bring some conflict of wishes 
between you and me. Of course, I shall wish 
my daughter to remain with me, while you, I 
fear, would prefer to have her a sort of wild 
princess of the prairies. I can hardly question 
that her choice will be in favor of the mother’s 
race.” 

“It is already made,” answered Washaning, 
in a low voice, so full of pain that it disturbed the 
man who listened to it; “ but for that I should 
not have been here, and you might never have 
known* of the daughter I have just given up. 
Had Washanee been true to our people, and con¬ 
tent to accept the life followed by her grand¬ 
mother, she would have held the place of a queen 
over all the Cherokee tribes, with an endowment 
of wealth that labor and thrift will yet win 
from our lands, and under the harvests that 
agriculture will give us when our people learn 
that labor can be made more honorable than 
fighting. I know that vast resources of wealth 
are lying, which even the wise men of your great 
nation are but just beginning to comprehend. 
When the power of science can be brought to 
bear upon the resources of the wilderness, a 
chief of the Cherokees will hold no despicable 
dominion.” 

“And all this my girl is willing to surrender 
that she may live here, with her father,” said 
Noel, with so much exultation in his voice that 
the Indian shrunk from it as if the point of a 
knife had entered his bosom. It was hard to 
hear the young creature who had been a part of 
his own life thus claimed by another, almost 
while the breath of sacrifice was f on his lips. 

“ As yet, Washanee does not know that she 
has a father living,” he answered. 

Noel’s countenance fell. 

“Then, under what influence has she made 
her choice ? I cannot understand.” 

Washaning hesitated; a fine sense of honor, 
and that finer delicacy which hesitates to touch 
the secrets of a woman’s heart, kept him silent 
regarding Huestice Young. 

“Something there must be that eould induce 
a girl to give up so much that Bhe thinks herself 
bora to, besides an intense love of society as 
she finds it here,” continued Noel, rendered sus¬ 
picious by the old man’s hesitation. 

“ Washanee will be called upon to make no 
sacrifice, except that of her nationality—and— 
the old man who has loved her so.” 

It was difficult for the chief to maintain the 
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stoicism of his race as he said this, and General 
Noel, having once given way to a burst of nat¬ 
ural feeling, was quite unwilling to resume the 
excitement which hod shaken him so completely \ 
out of his usual dignified poise. 

44 This wealth underneath your lands,” he said, 
hurriedly: “I can imagine its nature; these 
mineral deposits are making some stir among our 
speculators. I fanoy you are not the only man 
who holds the secret of their existence. Very 
likely this new treaty the Government is busy 
about has its foundation in something of the 
kind. Caleb Stewart was here this morning, 
anxious to get my influence. I begin to under¬ 
stand. But all this, if it can be saved from the 
harpies, will only affect my daughter’s interest if 
she returns to the Cherokee nation and marries 
one of its chiefs.” 

There was a faint tone of displeasure in the : 
question, that brought a flash either of resent¬ 
ment or scorn into the old man's glance. 

14 Washanee will not depend upon the property 
of her nation for a dower that should satisfy j 
the greed or ambition even of a white man,” he ; 
said. 14 The secrets which science can help us 
to discover have been revealed to me many 
years ago. All that time, I have known how to 
force gold and other precious things from the 
' hiding-places of nature, and to secure them for > 
her, in spite of the power of treaties or the « 
rapacity of traders. This treasure was found in j 
the great wilderness far westward of the Chero- \ 
kee lands or any other reservation. It is mine, 
and Washanee is the only living creature thatj. 
has my blood in her veins. She will not count 
among you white people os a beggar.” 

General Noel oolored almost angrily. He knew 
that the selfishness of his thoughts had been 
read, and a vague feeling of antagonism began to 
throw a chill over the romantio excitement, that 
was already fast subsiding in this successful man 
of the world. 

Washaning felt this, and rose to depart. The 
strain upon his nerves had been terrible, and, as 
he went downstairs, the potentate in the hall 
remarked to himself that the chief had seemed to 
get a stoop in his shoulders since he went up. 

CHAPTER XXV. 

A page, who had been loitering near the door 
of the Senate chamber, came up to Huestice 
Young’s desk, and presented a card, on which was 
a lady’s namo, and two or three words, urging 
reasons for an interview. This was Young’s first 
session, and he had not yet learned the polite 
way of being rude to any woman. So he took 
the card, and went out, rolling it carelessly be¬ 


tween his thumb and fingers; for he obeyed the 
summons with great hesitation, and just a sort 
of grudge against the sender, because of the scorn 
she had once brought upon him from Constance 
Noel. 

Mrs. Camp was waiting for him in the library. 
She had drawn a chair to one of the tables, and 
with a grandly illustrated book before her, was 
so occupied by one of the pictures, that Young 
supposed himself unnoticed, till he stood close 
beside her. Then she gave a little start, uttered 
an exclamation of tender delight, and reached 
forth her hand, with the timid grace of a child. 

“You are so kind to have come; I hardly ex¬ 
pected it, for you must have found me awfally 
troublesome of late; but really, things do hap¬ 
pen so, that, now and then, one has need of all 
of one’s friends.” 

Young made some suitable reply. Though he 
had no regard for this graceful little butterfly, it 
was difficult to repress her flatteries, or really 
dislike a creature who embodied intangible ca¬ 
resses in all her seemingly careless words. 

44 People are looking at us, and will think all 
sorts of things; besides, they have such artful 
ways of gliding up to listen. Suppose we take 
a little turn in the park. Greenaugh’s Washing¬ 
ton is always a good excuse—the white monster 
—though some people pretend to like him, now 
that he is out of doors.” 

As she spoke, Mrs. Camp took up her parasol, 
and, without seeking farther approval of her 
plan, led the way out of the library, and across 
the rotunda into the park, then crowded with 
fine old forest trees, and carpeted with turf, 
green as emeralds, on which the statue of Wash¬ 
ington sat enthroned like a colossal god. 

A garden-seat was near the statue, in which 
Mrs. Camp placed herself, partially concealed 
from the Capitol by the branches of an elm tree, 
that swayed between her and the marble build¬ 
ing, like floating banners. She understood the 
capabilities of the position well, having tested 
every place in the park, at one time or another, 
with great circumspection; for, butterfly as she 
was, Mrs. Camp had a sharp eye for business, 
and when there was no convenient shade, could 
manoeuvre her parasol with such dexterity, that 
few people ever saw her face, unless such in¬ 
spection was perfectly agreeable to her. 

Just now she opened her pink parasol, and 
held it up, like a flower, in the cool shadow of 
the elm, advanced a dainty foot out upon the 
turf, and huddled the folds of her dress together, 
that the young man might find a place by her 
side. 

44 Isn’t it delightfully pleasant?’ ’ she said, turn- 
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ing the ivory handle of her parasol in her hand j 
till pink sh&dowB fluttered like rose-leaves all l 
around her. “ I hope you find it so; for I 
am awfully anxious that you should be good- 
natured, and do everything I want. Will you, \ 
now ?” | 

“ I am afraid that must depend on the merit < 
of the thing you may happen to want,” said ; 
Young, flattered, in spite of himself. 

“ Don’t—don’t—nobody says such things to 
me. So long as a dear friend asks for a thing— 
and the friend a lady—what is the use of talk¬ 
ing about merit ? That lies in doing just as she 
wishes, and you are going to do that—I know 
you are I” 

Here Mrs. Camp laid her hand, cased in prim¬ 
rose gloves, caressingly on the young man’s arm, 
who allowed it to rest there, much to the lady’s 
disgust. 

“ You have not yet told me what you want,” 
he said, smiling down upon her, a little loftily ; 
for though he had no idea of permitting her 
infantine pretence to control his judgment, this 
sort of thing was rather agreeable to him than 
otherwise—a state of mind he excused to himself 
by a belief that he was studying character. 

“ Well, if I must tell you—dear me, how I 
hate it—nothing but a wish to help these poor 
savages would have induced me to ask favors of 
anyone—most of all, of you— ” 

“ Why not of me, if I have the right to grant 
them?” 

“ Oh, I can’t begin to tell—only it would be 
easier to speak to anyone else in the wide world, 
but I always have been, and always shall be, a 
martyr to friendships, and these Cherokee Indians 
really are in such need of help from the Gov-: 
ernment, their lands are so barren, you know, 
and game is getting awfully scarce. Their best 
friends cannot make out how they will live if 
this treaty does not go through.” 

“ Ah I it is the Cherokee treaty you are anx¬ 
ious about. I had no idea that you could be 
interested in that,” said Young, really surprised. 

“Interested—oh, no! how could I be inter¬ 
ested ? It is only the poor Indians I am think¬ 
ing of; there is so much civilization among them 
already—if they only had a large tract of land 
given them further west, and money down, with 
annuities and such things, it would be a good 
thing for the Government as well; for people 
could be found to buy the land they give up, and 
everybody would be satisfied.” 

“ You seem to have given the subject a great 
deal of consideration.” 

“ Oh, yes; when I set my heart on a thing, it 
makes me quite energetic, and I have just tor¬ 


mented it with these poor Cherokees. Indeed, 
if something is 'not done for them, I shall be 
tempted to go out os a missionary—” 

“ You—a missionary!” exclaimed Young, 
laughing. 

“A missionary of education. I’m not good 
enough for anything more than that; but what 
little I can do is no more than my duty. That is 
my excuse for appealing to you.” 

“ But the treaty is not yet before the Senate.” 

“ No ; but it will be—that is, if you are kind, 
and help it along, just the least bit in the world. 
The treaty is all arranged. I happen to know 
that; for there is a charming young Indian in 
the delegation, who tells me everything—so pic¬ 
turesque ! They call him Gray Hawk—a sort of 
bronze Jupiter, and the second chief of the 
whole nation. He is ready to sign the treaty, 
and so are all the rest, except one old man, a 
chief above them all, who is obstinate as a mule, 
and threatens to thwart the whole thing. A 
spare old man, who stands upright as a dart, and 
has any amount of fire in his eyes. I saw you 
speaking to him at Mrs. Forbes’ reception, and 
people say you visit his lodgings, and could 
influence him to anything. If you only would 
persuade him to sign the treaty, and then help 
get it through the Senate !” 

Young arose from his seat, and stood looking 
down upon the pretty temptress, smiling, but in¬ 
wardly offended. He knew that resentment 
would be quite thrown away on a creature like 
that, and only said: 

“ I understand what yon wish sufficiently 
now.” 

She looked up, and her blue eyes were frill of 
sharp questioning. Then, after a moment’s hes¬ 
itation, she said, slowly, and with downcast 
eyes: 

“The lands will be taken up by a company, 
more than eager to help the Indians. The Gov¬ 
ernment will lose nothing, and I am told there 
are choice bits, worthless for cultivation, .and ab¬ 
solutely of no value to the poor savages, out of 
which those who help the thing forward can 
make fortunes.” 

“ Ah !” said Young, “ I understand.” 

“ And you will help us ?” questioned the lady, 
breathless with anxiety. 

“ I will not permit myself to answer you now. 
There is an important measure before the Senate. 
Pray excuse me.” 

the young statesman’s voice trembled. He 
had not learned to receive such propositions as 
these from female lips without loathing; but nei¬ 
ther could he force himself to rebuke the merce¬ 
nary temptress as she deserved; so he went 
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away, wondering if this creature could belong to 
the same sex as Constance Noel, and the noble- 
hearted young savage to whom he had that day 
engaged himself. 

After he was gone, Mrs. Camp sat some time 
under the elm tree, anxiously doubtful of her 
success with the young Senator, but so self-sus¬ 
tained in her vanity, that, after a few minutes’ 
reflection, she felt quite sure that her object had 
been attained. 

44 Of course, he had to look indignant, or in¬ 
tensely unconscious. They all do—but when I see 
him next, he will tell me that he has done my be¬ 
hest, all out of regard for me. If there is wrong 
in it, I must take the blame, being irresistible, 
even when his conscience is concerned. So I 
readily take the thing on my own shoulders— 
another sin more or less makes so little differ¬ 
ence, I do not mind it.” 

As Mrs. Camp sat there under the pink and 
green shadows, a man came stealing around the 
statue of Washington, as if he had been some 
time behind the ponderous pedestal, and seated 
himself beside her. 

“ I thought that you would be somewhere 
about,” she said, drawing the foot so long on 
exhibition under her skirts ; for she was rather 
tired of the pose, and knew that it was too fa¬ 
miliar for effect on the man who had placed him¬ 
self beside her. 

41 Well,” said Stewart, searching her face with 
his bold black eyes. 44 Well?” 

“ What do you think?” she answered, closing 
her parasol, and smoothing the silk with her 
gloved hand. “ Do I look like a woman that cquld 
fail?” 

44 You look like an angel.” 

14 There, there !” 

“ Well, like a charming woman—-just what you 
are. So you have brought the young orator to 
terms ? Tell me all about it.” 

44 Not here,” answered the lady, glancing to¬ 
ward the Capitol. 

44 Why not?” questioned Stewart, hurt in his 
vanity, though his preference for the woman 
had almost reached a stage of dislike. 44 Why 
not? You have been sitting with that Senator 
fellow half an hour, in full view of the C&pitol, 
and all the swarms that hive in it.” 

“ Not quite; the elm branches screen one a 
little; besides, that is different. To be seen 
chatting cosily with a leading Senator bespeaks 
intimacy, and a certain amount of influence ; but 
you—well, never mind. Call on me an hour 
hence.” 

Here Mrs. Camp opened her parasol and saun¬ 
tered away from her half-baffled coadjutor. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

Thebe is nothing that can arouse the temper 

I of a proud man more completely than the insult 
to his honor offered in a base proposal. When 
Young left Mrs. Camp, hot blood had mounted to 
\ his face, and he trod the earth as if he longed to 
\ stamp upon it. 

| “ This to me—to me I” broke aloud from his 

| lips. 44 But that she is a woman, and a weak one, 

< I could have given back insult for insult. Thank 
| Heaven that I had the grace to refrain; bui if 
I it had been a man—if it had only been a man 1” 

S Even in his seat, the remembrance of this 
> sweetly-worded proposal unfitted him for the 
> business of the Senate, and he sat there preoccu- 
pied, with a flush of shame about the eyes, and 
; his firm mouth set in growing anger, that any¬ 
one should have dared to so palter with his in¬ 
tegrity. 

When he reached home, after the session, this 
feeling was strong upon him. The week had 
been full of excitement for him. Doubt, self- 
condemnation, and a sense of honor struggling 
against the inner consciousness of a love that 
must be sacrificed, had sometimes almost shaken 
the strength of his manhood. With a firm will 
he had silenced this chaos of feeling, taken his 
resolution, and given himself up to the calm of a 
fixed destiny. But now this groveling insult, 
offered from the smiling lips of a woman, had 
thrown his whole nature into revolt, and when 
a knock came to the door of his room, he an¬ 
swered it impatiently, and looked toward the en¬ 
trance as if he expected the intrusion of some 
new enemy. 

But all this changed when he saw Washaning 
standing on the threshold, no longer erect, no 
longer keen-eyed, but with that dull, heavy look 
of sadness in his face and whole appearance, 
that seemed to have aged him greatly in a single 
day. 

Young was touched by this change in the old 
man, and came forward to receive him with a 
look of cordial welcome. 

44 Come in,” he said, 44 come in. You look 
tired ; the stairs are hard to climb, and the day 
warm; but here is an easy-chair to rest in, and 
a breeze comes through the window, cool and 
fresh from the Potomac.” 

Young wheeled, an easy-chair toward the win¬ 
dow, as he spoke; but Washaning rejected it with 
a movement of the hand, while he took one of 
those commonplace canerbottomed chairs, that 
only admit of one position, stiff and uncomfort¬ 
able as themselves. 

44 1 have come,” he said, lifting one thin, 

; bronzed hand to his forehead, as if his brain 
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ached under its load of thought, “ to answer your 
proposal for my granddaughter, and to tell you' 
why it is impossible for me to act upon it as 
you wish.” 

Young turned suddenly. The heart in his 
bosom gave one quick leap; but he tried to com¬ 
pose himself, and succeeded somewhat. 

“ I did not expect this. When I spoke with 
you there seemed to be no real obstacle in the 
way,” he said. “Has anything new arisen? 
Does the young lady herself object ?” 

“ No, no ! With her own lips, and of her own 
free will, Washanee has accepted you, and she 
is not one to hesitate and reconsider; but the 
girl is given up to circumstances of which she is 
herself ignorant. My authority over her ceased 
this morning.” 

“ Your authority ceased ?” 

“Yes; for then I gave the child up to.her 
father.” 

“ Her father ? I thought you were her only 
relative.” 

“ I was—I was—but she is gone from me for¬ 
ever ; from her father’s own hands you must re¬ 
ceive her, if at all.” 

“ But who is her father?” faltered Young. 

“The man known here as General Noel." 

“ General Noel — Washanee General Noel’s 
daughter—impossible!" • 

Young had lost all i elf-possession now ; sur¬ 
prise swept the color from his face and held him 
motionless. 

“ You seem to be in Earnest. But how can I 
accept this?” he said, at last: “Great Heavens! 
the thing is impossible.” 

“ Still, it is true." 

“ But Constance—Miss Noel is his daughter— 
his only daughter; he has told me so with his 
own lips more than onoe. She believes it—the 
world accepts her as such.” 

“ He believed this—the young lady still be¬ 
lieves it; but no less is Washanee, my grand¬ 
daughter, his child.” 

“But how—but how?” 

“ Because he was married to my only daughter 
three years before the young lady known as Miss 
Noel was born.” 

“ Married ? Where and when ?” 

“Twenty-one years ago, in the lodge where 
her mother died.” 

Young drew a deep breath. Even yet he could 
not accept the truth. It seemed impossible. 

"And General Noel admits this?” he said, at 
last 

4 ‘ He does.” 

" But General Noel married a lady of his own 
State. It was an attachment formed in his 
Vol. LXXXII.— 21. 


youth; some romance gave it peculiar interest. 
I do not remember the particulars, but there was 
something out of the common way that people 
talked about. I cannot doubt what you tell me; 
but how is all this reconciled ?” 

“ I have told you all that comes within my 
own knowledge ; the rest he alone can explain.” 

Young took the chair Washaning had refused, 
and tried to collect his thoughts. The old man’s 
story was so plain and truthful, that he could no 
longer doubt it; but he was greatly disturbed. 
New complications seemed to entangle him in a 
network of romance, perhaps of dishonor, which 
might touch alike the two women who had been 
so strangely enwoven into his destiny. 

“ Tell me,” he said, turning to the old chief, 
“ how long was General Noel with the Cherokees ?” 

“ Less than a year. We made him a chief. I 
gave him my daughter, but in a few months he 
left us, and she died.” 

“ Ah I” 

“ And he never came back.” 

“ In all these years has abandoned his daughter 
to your care, keeping her very existence a secret!” 

Young spoke with some bitterness of condem- 
; nation. To him this seemed like cowardice. 

“ Ho did not know of her existenA*,” sold 
Washaning. “Why should we tell him of his 
child, when the mother’s heart was broken?” 

Young regarded the old chief with deep com¬ 
miseration ; and when he saw the gloom that is 
; more sorrowful than tears in the old man’s eyes, 

; turned away and looked out of the window, per- 
; haps to hide the tears in his own. 

When he turned again, Washaning had risen 
from his chair and was ready to depart. The 
young man held out his hand. 

“ This has been a painful crisis for you,” he 
said. “ I only wish there had been no need of it. 
Much rather would I have received my wife from 
your hands. Tell me, does she yet know that 
General Noel is her father?” 

“ She knows nothing—wrapped up in the in- 
tense happiness of a first, and with such as she, 
only love, my girl has no thought of the anguish 

I ’ it will cost—of the hopes it has killed—nor must 
she ever know how surely it will bring one life 
to the end. We Indians have learned flrom our 
fathers how to conceal and how to endure. This 
is what gives us courage to Shout, war-songs from 
the smoke of a death-fire. It will give me cour- 
J age now; for I am going to tell her that she is 
henceforth to be parted from her old grandfather 
and his people forever.” 

“ That will be a painfhl duty ; be assured that 
I feel for you,” said Young; “ all the more be* 
cause it will grieve her.” 
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44 Yes; she will suffer. The arrow that cleaves 
my heart will wound hers.” 

The old man went out into the corridor that 
ran along that wing of the hotel; and Young 
stood at the door, watching his slow heavy 
progress, troubled by his evident suffering, and 
greatly excited by the news that might so nearly 
affect his own future. As he was about to close 
the door, a group of Indians came through a 
passage leading to the great staircase; and 
hurrying forward in considerable disorder, met 
Washaning half-way down the passage. There 
seemed to be some delay—a confused sound of 
entreaty or expostulation—in which Caleb Stew¬ 
art joined in low-toned argument; then the whole 
body of delegates turned into a recess that led to 
the apartments of Commissioner Keen. 

44 The hounds! They have run the old man 
4own, when he is least able to contend with 
them,” Young exclaimed, in a burst of honest* 
indignation; 41 but they must come before us. 
Then we will find some way of shaking up this 
miserable fox hole.” 

With these thoughts passing through his 
already agitated bosom, Young shut the door 
and locked himself in. 

Caleb, $tewart and his adroit confederate, 
seated so calmly in the great easy-chair in his 
own room, had indeed fallen upon the old chief 
in the moment of his deepest distress, when 
nothing seemed worth caring for but the girl he 
was about to resign forever. 

As the delegates swarmed into his room—all 
ardent young men, full of fiery impulse, and 
incapable of cool deliberation—Keene wheeled 
his chair around, as if taken by surprise, and 
received them seated, while they all stood around 
him, with more than usual animation in their 
bronze faces. Washaning, however, stood apart; 
and with his arm resting against a corner of the 
mantel-piece, watched the proceedings. 

Stewart leaned down, and whispered a few 
words to Kee^e. 

“She has seen the young Senator you were 
afraid of, and the old fellow has been with him 
more than an hour. That will make things all 
right, and we can go ahead.” Then, as if con* 
tinuing a very different sentence, he added 
aloud: 44 All the points that our friends here 
contested have been considered, and most of them 
conceded. Nothing is wanted now but the sig¬ 
natures, and our friends are all here ready to 
sign.” 

Keene gave a quick glance around the circle of 
dusky faces; then stooping his head as if reading 
the document placed before him, murmured: 
“Whiskey?” 


He was answered in a voice quite as cautious. 

• “ No, punch—mild as milk and strong as 
wild fire. They are beginning to fight shy of 
the other.” 

“Ah! hum. Yes, it makes all the points 
clear enough: just a word changed here and 
there, but only for the benefit of our friends, 
and I should consider the document particularly 
well drawn,” concluded Keene, giving his obser¬ 
vations louder and more distinctly as he went on 
reading the paper he had himself drawn up with 
especial care, and could certainly praise or 
blame better than any other man. 44 Now who 
will sign first?” 

The young chieft looked around at Washaning, 
who stood leaning against the mantel-piece, with 
strange light in his eyes, and his mouth firmly 
set, but did not move. 

44 Give me the pen. I will sign first,” cried 
Gray Hawk, taking up a pen and dashing it v 
down in high disdain. 44 Give me an eagle’s 
quill. These things are only for Indians who 
make crosses. lean write. Give me an eagle’s 
quill.” 

One of the middle-aged Indians, who had 
come in full savage costume, plucked the single 
eagle’s plume from his hair and handed it to the 
haughty youth, who passed it to Keene, with the 
pride of an emperor. 

44 Sharpen it with your knife,” he said. 
“Cherokee braves shoot arrows, but do not 
make them.” 

Keene dexterously cleft the quill, sharpened 
its point on his thumb nail, and handed it with 
a sycophantic smile to the young man, who 
dashed his name across the treaty, and flung 
down his pen, with a look of defiance at the old 
chief. Directly the others crowded one by one 
to the table, and in some rude fashion signed 
their name to a treaty that was intended to 
despoil them of half their possessions. Then all 
eyes were turned on Washaning, those of Keene 
and Stewart more anxiously than the rest. 

44 You also will sign ? See, I have reserved a 
place for your name at the top, where, of course, 
it belongs,” said Keene, deigning to rise from 
his chair, and offer the eagle’s quill to the old 
man, who looked Keene steadily in the face, but 
said nothing. 

Stewart watched the two anxiously, and his 
face lost a portion of its color. 

44 Surely, you will sign like the rest?” he said, 
with silky persuasion in both voice and manner. 

“No, I will not,” answered the chief; and 
turning from the mantel-piece, he walked slowly 
from the room. 

[to bb continued.] 
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PIN-MONEY. 


BT FLORENCE H. SEWARD. 


“ Pin-Money, indeed,’* cried Hermon Sen- 
terton. “ My wife’s too sensible to think of a 
separate purse.” 

“ The time will come, my dear fellow,” an¬ 
swered Warren Umbolt, “ when even your wife 
will become like unto others of her sex. This 
having to ask, perhaps beg, for every cent a 
woman expends, is galling in the extreme.” 

Hermon Senterton smiled complacently, as he 
replied: 

“ I believe Mrs. Senterton has as yet had no 
reason to complain of penuriousness on my 
part.” 

“ Very easy to believe,” answered his friend, 
nothing daunted, “judging from her wardrobe, 
which is the admiration and envy of every 
woman in the city. Yet, notwithstanding all 
that, if ever your wife should ask you for pin- 
money, don’t glare at her as if you thought her 
crazy, but do the handsome thing by her; ’tis 
her due. But I must really be going. Good¬ 
night.” And Warren Umbolt sauntered down 
the steps ; for this conversation had taken place 
at the front-door of his friend, after an evening 
spent at the Sentertons'. 

Young Senterton laughed softly to himself. As 
if he did not know To be sure, he and Nellie 
had been married but a few months ; but if a wo¬ 
man was disposed to be extravagant—pin-money 
meant extravagance, according to his idea of things 
—surely the cloven foot would have made itself 
manifest before this. No ! Other men might talk 
as they pleased. They did not understand the 
management of such matters, that was all. lie 
sighed pityingly for his misguided friend. * * Poor 
fellow, I had no idea he was henpecked.” 

Meantime, there had been a listener to this 
colloquy. It was no other than Senterton’s 
young and pretty wife, who, after parting with 
her husband’s guest, had gone upstairs to her 
room, where, sitting by the open window, for 
the night was warm, she had been an uninten¬ 
tional auditor of her husband's remarks. A 
curious smile came over her face, and she nodded 
sagaciously to herself, saying: “ Oh, very well,” 
but that was all. 

But the next morning, after breakfast, she 
said, as if casually: 

“ Hermon, can you let me have three cents, 
please ?” 


“Three cents?” he echoed, staring in amaze¬ 
ment. Nellie was equipped for a shopping expe¬ 
dition, and he was expecting a request for as 
many tens of dollars, at the very least. * 

“Yes, dear,” she answered, with a look of 
innocence. “ I want to mail a letter. Oh, yes, 
and my car-fare. I had almost forgotten that. 
It will be ten cents more, and—I believe that is 
all.” She said this slowly, as if trying despe¬ 
rately to recall something she had forgotten. 
“Well, perhaps you hod better give me a 
quarter of a dollar. I can bring back the change 
to you, you know, when I return.” 

Hermon Senterton, like one in a sleep, me¬ 
chanically counted out several pieces of money, 
large and small, and handed them to his wife, 
who, selecting the smallest, said demurely, as 
she tied it in the corner of her handkerchief, “ I 
think there will be five or ten cents that I will 
not need ; but I will be oarefhl not tolese what¬ 
ever it is.” 

He watched the pretty white fingers knotting 
the delicate lace about the diminutive coin, in 
stupefied amazement; but managed to articulate: 

“ Why, Nellie, where is your purse?” 

“My purse, dear?” and the little head went 
back, with a gesture of insulted dignity. “ I 
hope I am too sensible to think of such a thing 
as a separate purse.” 

She hurried from the room as she spoke, and 
in the hall crushed her handkerchief frantically 
into her mouth. Then, when out of doors and 
hearing,' merry peals of laughter broke again and 
again from her lips. 

That evening, after dinner, there was a charm¬ 
ing “love, honor, and obey” look resting upon 
Nellie Senterton’s face, as she placed a ten-cent 
piece and two coppers in her husband’s hand. 

He took the money without comment; for a 
ray of light had flashed on him during the day. 
“ Little witch ! Does she think I am to be out¬ 
done in that way?” he said to himself. 

Nellie, charmingly frank and sweetly inno¬ 
cent, meantime, went on with her “ experiment,” 
as she called it to herself. She played her part 
so well, that her husband, although provoked at 
times almost beyond endurance, gave up his 
original suspicion that she might have overheard 
him. “No,” he said, “she is as simple and 
frank as a child.” 
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Day after day, however, the play went on. At 
length, even her husband began to tire of it. 
One morning, Nellie was going out, and wanted 
a few cents. 4 ‘ Only a few cents, dear,” she said. 
“ I will be sure to hand you the change.” 

He looked at her in real pity. There was 
something so humiliating in her beseeching atti¬ 
tude and plaintive voice, that he sprang to his 
feet, exclaiming fiercely: 44 Mrs. Senterton—my 
dear Nellie, when is this going to end ?” 

Nellie had been preparing for something of the 
kind for nearly a week, and yet she was now so 
startled that the quiver upon her lips was not in 
the least affected. 

“What thing, Hermon?” she asked, tremu¬ 
lously. 

44 This endless cry for money.” 

44 Why, Hermon I Have I been so very, so very 
extravagant ?” 

Her husband was not in the habit of using 
expletives, but he broke out now, hotly: 

44 Deuce take it,” he cried. 44 1 really believe 
you have beeu to me at least a hundred times 
within the last ten days; and I do not think 
your entire expenditure during that time has 
exceeded fifty cents.” 

44 But, .Hermon, do you think any true wife 
will ever object to going to her husband for 
money, or giving him her reasons for wanting 
it?” ; 

Her voice was sweetly deprecating, the eyes ; 
she raised to his very earnest, and Hermon i 
Senterton, poor idiot, walked straight into the j 
trap laid for him. 1 

44 This thing of having to ask me for five cents j 
now, ten cents this afternoon, and fifteen cents ] 


| to-morrow, is ridiculous, as I’ve said before. 
Can’t I just as well give you fifty, seventy-five, 
or a hundred dollars, to spend as you see fit?” 

He drew out his pocket-book, as he spoke. 
But she motioned it away with a gasp and gesture 
of well-affected horror. 44 My dear husband,” 
she cried. 44 Pin-money, indeed. I—” 

44 Hang it all, is that what you ladies call pin- 
money ?” 

44 Yes, Hermon, just exactly,” answered Mrs. 
Nellie, coolly; 44 and I am too sensible a woman 
to think of a separate purse. I—” 

44 Nellie I” and he crushed a roll of bills down 
into the saucy mouth. 44 There—take it—and 
let’s hear no more about it.” 

She caught his hand, and held it tight between 
her own. 

44 But, Hermon,” she said, and her eyes were 
dancing now, 44 you did glare at me, as if you 
thought me crazy—” 

44 You witch ! I ought to tie these bills into a 
rope, and hang you—” 

44 Do it, sir,” she cried, laughing tauntingly, as 
he approached her, and then she was very quiet 
for a moment; for he was holding her tight, and 
stooping over her with his face very close to hers. 

4 ‘ Only, Hermon,” she said, presently, very 
softly, drawing away from him that she might 
look up into his face with her laughing eyes. 

44 Well, little girl?” and he bent his head 
lower, to catch every word. 

She was a woman, and to save her life could 
not have helped a last parting shot. 

44 Nothing, dear. But if I were you, I would 
never tell Warren Umbolt I gave my wife Pin- 
Money.” 


ANY TWO. 

BY PERCY LARKIN. 


Because unto each other true, 

They met as all the world may do. 

He raised his hat, she bowed her head. 
Without a word by either said. , 

A moment paused—then swept apaH, 
With placid face and burstthg ltetoft. 

* 7 , I i’ 

He heard her heavy shining draw 
Rustle in lingering gracefulness. 

It touched the outline of his feet, 

As hands of cautious strangers meet ’ 
It slipped away from sight and sound 
As love, in early manhood found, 

From heart and life, all shining, slips 
A pallor crept about his lips; 

A shadow swept adown his eyes, 


Dim ns the South of summer Skies. 

44 All that in love's sweet prophecy 
I once foretold for her should be— 

44 Of beauty, stateliness, and grace— 

Has passed this day before my faoe; 
Athwart the void in which I lie 
Has flashed the spirit of her eye. 

One look, alas! one look on me 
Creates anew my misery.'* 

Ah, me! ah, me I and what of this? 
They are not few who, meeting, miss; 
Or, sadder still, their life's great bliss 
Sell, Judas-like, with parting kiss. 

N y imports / n' imports l since fate decrees 
Some lives be lost— ah ! why not these 7 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 

BT BUILT H. MAT. 



No. 1—tg ft walking-costume, of checked 
woolen serge. The skirt consists of three kilted 
flounces, mounted on a foundation skirt of alpaca, 
in color corresponding with the check. This 


No. l. 



No. 2. 


foundation has a narrow facing on the outside of j front, and is simply hemmed on the edge. The 
the check. The upper flounce ends where the < back is arranged in large and irregular puffs, 
point of the bodice begins. The tunic opens in < which are fastened permanently to the under- 
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skirt. The upper flounce is discontinued at the 
sides. The bodice, which is a simple cuirass 
waist, is cut in a point in front, and two double 
box-plaits form the tail of the basque. Standing 



No. A 


collar,'and tight coat-sleeves with cuff, cut on the 
bias, completes this stylish and useful costume*. 
Small ball buttons are almost exclusively used 
upon walking and home dresses. Ten yards of 
double-fold goods will be required, if the goods 
measures forty-eight inches in width; narrower 
material of forty-two inches will require twelve 
yards. Two dozen buttons. Six yards of alpaca 
for the foundation skirt. 

No. 2—Is a new model for a suit of fine French 
cashmere, in any solid dark color or black. 
This skirt is likewise mounted on a foundation 


liuing of either crinoline or muslin, which is 
faced on the outside as deep as the first plaiting. 
To make the skirt, cut first the lower flounce 
five inches deep, allowing three times fullness; 
hem the edge, and kilt-plait four inches deep; 
then make five rows of gauging—this flounce goes 
around the entire skirt. The next two are of the 
same depth, and made in the same way ; but are 
only placed across the front breadth, extending 
a trifle over the sides. The upper flounce has 
seven rows of gauging. Each flounce, as it is 
put on to the foundation, should be faced at its 
head with the cashmere, so that the next kilting 
may be over the facing, and not showing the 
muslin foundation. To make the whole front of 
cashmere adds so much to the weight of the skirt, 



that most dressmakers arrange this kind of 
trimming as described. The drapery at the back 
consists of one width of the cashmere, cut 
straight and long enough to allow for draping 
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graceftilly. It ia gathered at the bottom, and 
sewn on the under side, and then turned over 
and arranged in puffs, being fastened at interrals 
to the under foundation to keep them in place. 
The bodice is a long coatrbasque, edged with a 
knife-plaited ruffle, corresponding to those upon 
the skirt. The shoulder cape is adjustable and 
worn at pleasure. It is likewise edged with a 
plaited ruffle. The same finishes the neck of thfe 
bodice. The cape is tied with a bow and ends of 
narrow satin or watered ribbon. Tight ooat- 
sleeves with close cuffs, simply trimmed by but¬ 
tons. Ten yards of cashmere, and two dosen ball 
buttons will be required. Very dark-garnet and 
invisible green will be fashionable colors for this 
season. 

No. 8—Is only suitable for a young girl, and 
may be worn either for a house or walking- 



No. 5. 


toilette. The material is camel’s-hair or light 
lady’s-cloth. Our model is seal-brown cloth. 
The skirt is kilted the entire length, and mounted 
to a deep yoke, made to fit tight around the hips. 


The basque-bodice fits close and meets the top of 
the kilt. It is tftmmed by folding the wide silk 
scarf in three deep plaits; the ends are knotted 
; in front. Some girls prefer to have the scarf tied 



No. A 


at the back; that is a matter of taste entirely. 
In our model, the upper half ef the sleeve is 
puffed just above the elbow. This is quite new, 
but only beoomiog to a very slight figure. We 
should advise the. simple tight post-sleeve. A 
smaller scarf of the same Silk (which may be 
plain, plaided, or in stripes, of either plain or 
mixed colors) is knotted around the neck, and 
the ends tucked into the front of the bodice. 
For this suit six to seven yards of doth will be 
required. 

No. 4—Is a home-toilette, of soft surah silk or 
satin, or the plqitiggs of the sk^rt and the bodice 
may be of silk or satin, and the tablier and 
drapery of some soft clinging woolen material of 
the same color. Two knife-plaited ruffles trim 
the underskirt. The tablier is very much 
wrinkled aeross the froht, while the drapery at 
the back is arranged in irregular puffs. The 
front of the bodice is pointed, and the back forms 
three long loops, which are lined with a con¬ 
trasting color. The cuffs, edge of the bodice, and 
the collar, are lined to match. Ten yards of surah 
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silk and four yards of double-width woolen and front under a wide waistband, to which is 
material will be required for #iis costume. In attached a plaited skirt. Deep turn-over collar, 
light color and material this would be a very Collar, cuffs, and waistband trimmed with Eng- 
pretty model for an evening-dress. lish embroidery. 

No. 6—Is a paletot, for a little girl of six to No. 7—Is a new model for a capote, of 6cru 
eight years. It is made of a fine pin-checked surah silk, for a young girl of ten to twelve 
cloth, double-breasted, and the back forms two years. Procure a little cap-frame, of the requi- 


hollow box-plaits. Under the rolling collar, the site shape, or as near this as can be had ; cover 
shoulder cape is buttoned, which is adjustable the crown by plaiting the silk as seen in illus- 
and worn at pleasure as the season advances, tr&tion, then line the face on the inside with the 



All the edges of the garment are bound with a 
silk braid. Large bone buttons are used for the 
front, cuffs, pockets, and two are placed on the 
back plaits. This same model, for a child of 
four years, may be used, made of self-colored 
basket flannel, and the cape trimmed with Rus¬ 
sian lace or English embroidery. 

No. 6.—For a boy of three years, we give a 
blouse-frock, made of serge flannel or poplin. It 
is simply plaited in three large box-plaits back 


LADIES* PATTERNS. 

Any style in this number will be sent by mail on receipt 
of full price for corresponding article in price list below. 
Patterns will be put together and plainly marked. Patterns 
designed to order. 

Princess Dross: Plain.50 

“ “ with drapery and trimming, .... 1.00 

Polonaise,.50 

Combination Walking Suita,.1.00 

Trimmed Skirts..50 

Watteau Wrapper,. 50 

Plain or Gored Wrappers,..35 

Basques,..35 

Coats,.-i5 

“ with vesta or skirts cot off,..50 

Overskirts,..35 

Talmas and Dolmans, .35 

Waterproofs and Circulars,..35 

1 Ulsters,..35 

\ CHILDREN’S PATTERNS. 


Dresses: Plain, . . . 
Combination Suits, . . 

.25 Basques and Coats, . . 

.25 

.36 Coats k Vests or Cut Skirts 


Skills and Overskirts, •. 

.25 Wrappers,. 

.25 

Polonaise: Plain, . . . 

.25 Waterproofs, Circulars 


“ Fancy, . . 

.35 and Ulsters, .... 

J25 

B^YS* 

PATTERN8 


Jackets,. 

.25 Wrappers,. 

J25 

Punts,. 

.20 Gents’ Shirts, .... 

.50 

Vests, . 

.20 “ Wrappers, . . . 

.30 

Ulsters,. 

.30 



In sending orders for Patterns, please send the number 
and month of Magazine, also No. of page or figure or auj- 
thing definite, and also whether for lady or child. Address, 
Mrs. M. A. Jones, 28 South Eighth Sn-eet, Philadelphia. 


silk, put on slightly full at the edge; then cover 
the outside of the face with two fine knife- 
plaitings of the surah. A large bow, made of 
loops of satin ribbon, is placed upon the right 
side. Strings may be added if desired. These 
little poke capotes are very pretty and becoming 
to young faces. Made of white muslin, they ore 
charming for summer wear. 


HANDKERCHIEF SHIELD, Etc. 

BY XB8. JANE WEAVER. 

In the front of the number, we give a design cravat-end or iiecktie, in modern point lace. To 
for a “ Handkerchief Shield.” These shields are : those who understand how to work in point lace 
embroidered, and carried out with net &ppliqu£, no description is required. To others, the 
Brussels net being the best for the purpose. < description would take more room than, this 
The designs are worked with fine embroidery month, we could give, as most of it would hare 
thread. ; to be elementary. 

On the same page, we give a design for a ; 
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BOY’S SUIT: WITH SUPPLEMENT 


BT EMILY H. MAY. 



We give, here, illustrations (back and front) of 
the latest style for a Boy’s Suit. Folded in with 
the number is a Supplement, with full-size pat¬ 
terns by which to cut it out. The suit is for a 
boy from eight to twelve years, according to his 
8ize; and consists of the coat, waistcoat, and 
pants. The most stylish material would be a pin- 
checked cloth or cassimere; but any warm 
woolen material would do, according to the taste 
of the mother. 

The Coat consists of four pieces, as will be 
seen by referring to the Supplement, viz; 

I. —Half of Front of Coat. 

II. —Half of Back of Coat. 

V. —Half of Collar. 

VI.— Half of Sleeve. 


The Waistcoat consists of two pieces, (see 
also Supplement.) 

III. — Half of Front of Vest. 

IV. —Half of Back of Vest. 

The Pants consist also of two pieces, (see 
again Supplement.) 

VII.— Front Half of Leo. 

VIII.— Back Half of Leo. 

In addition there is (see Supplement) the 
waistbands for each of these, viz: 

IX.—W AISTBANDS. 

The flap for the pocket of the coat is marked 
and put in the proper place. The edges of the 
coat, the waistcoat, the collar, the pockets, etc., 
are all trimmed with fine worsted or silk braid. 

( 813 ) 
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A FOOT OTTOMAN. 


B 7 HRS. JANE WEAVER. 



Materials: Two round pieces of stout canvas ,) around the edge, and stuff this so sewed very 
each' lialf-a-yard in diameter. Two circles of old- < ( hard indeed; then sew another space together, 
gold-colored satin a trifle larger. Sufficient hair ( and stuff as before, and so on until the whole is 
or wool for stuffing. Enough thick silk and | stuffed into a hard mass; then sew the remain- 
wool cord to wind over the sections of the \ ing part; then pass the cord through and through 
cushion and around it, as seen in the engraving; \ the centre aperture, and draw it tightly into the 
ten brass rings of one size, large enough to slip j shape shown in the engraving. After the cord is 
the cord through. The places of the ten divi- j fastened in the centre, and also sewed around 
sions should be marked off upon the satin ; and < the edge, sew on a ring to each division, pass 
if it is desired to embroider these divisions, it is \ another cord loosely through each ring, and let 
now to be done. In the centre of each of the \ the cord be well fastened, the two ends together, 
four pieces, a circular hole should be cut, and the < but not on to the ottoman. This cord serves 
pieces joined together and overcast strongly with \ instead of aught else to pull the ottoman about, 
thread, os the cord passes through this aperture, s Any stool or ottoman can have a cord so arranged 
Then sew the pieces together, each part singly, { for the convenience of handling. 


COLORED PATTERN: 

EMBROIDERED COYER FOR A WHISK BROOM. 


BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


One-quarter of a yard of crash, one skein of; as you work round and round. After the em- 
yellow-colorcd filoselle, one skein of green crewel, > broidery is completed, press it with a hot iron 
one skein of light-brown, and one yard of yellow » over a damp towel, then out of paper cut the 
satin ribbon No. 7. < shape of the whisk you have to cover, and cut 

Cut the one-quarter of a yard of crash in half, J the embroidered half and the under side after 
and after having transferred the pattern begin 3 this pattern. Stitch them together and bind the 
the work by doing the stems and leaves first in ^ lower edge. Now slip it over the handle, and 
Kensington-stitch. In our model, we give only \ tie the ribbon in a pretty bow on the outside, as 
one shade of green for the leaves and stems, but 1 seen. Great care must be taken to make the 
two are more effective. Then for the oranges, j work neat and shapely, also in fitting the cover 
which are purely conventional: Begin in the j to the broom, as everything in this kind of work 
centre with three strands of the filoselle, (that is, ] depends entirely upon the manner in which it is 
divide it three times,) and work in the same \ done. 

stitch, making the stitches lie as closely together j We give the pattern in full size for the work 
as possible. Be careful to keep the shape perfect $ and for the whisk. 
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THE PSYCHE APRON. 

BT MBS. JANB WEAVES. 



The Psyche apron is made of nny plain washing ; double and edged with a stout crocheted edging, 
material, and trimmed with a hemmed ruffle of A most useful apron for sewing or light house- 
fine white nainsook. The front breadth is gored work, 
a little at the top and also the sides. The bib is 


CLASSICAL DESIGNS FOR OUTLINE EMBROIDERY. 

BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 

In the front of the number, we give, by s in a strong well-tempered needle, are used for 


request, as an extra pattern, printed in color, > 
two designs of classical figures, to be worked in \ 
outline embroidery on tapestry canvas. In a \ 
former number we gave two similar figures. < 
Tapestry painting in its combination with the now \ 
so popular outline embroidery is of fasy execu- < 
tion, of excellent effect, and can be Applied to l 
many purposes of decorative needlework. Clas- l 
sical designs look especially well. The materials \ 
required are tapestry canvas and a few liquid \ 
colors specially prepared for tapestry painting, j 
and suitable brushes to lay on the chosen color j 
of the ground. Black or colored silks, threaded < 


the outline work. 

First the outlines of the figure or figures are 
traced on the tapestry canvas with pencil, and 
then the colored ground painted in. Great care 
must be taken not to over-paint the outlines. 
After allowing the color to dry thoroughly, the 
subject is finished in silk outline work, which we 
need not describe, and suitable border stitched 
around the oval or whatever the shape may be. 
Of course the color of the ground is optional, and 
ought to be in keeping with the surroundings on 
which the finished work is placed. 
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CHATELAINE BAG AND BELT 


BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



Skirts are still worn close-fitting in front and 
at the sides, notwithstanding the introduction of 
tournures at the back. Pockets in skirts are 
still impossible; for if they contain anything be¬ 
yond the finest cambric handkerchief, they bulge 
out, and make themselves ungracefully apparent, j 
The result is, that chatelaine bags are adopted by l 
those who require to carry card-case and purse, l 
besides the necessary handkerchief. Our design 1 


is made of black satin. It closes at the top by 
means of an elastic, which closes unaided. The 
bag is neatly lined with cream satin or surah 
silk, and is embroidered with silks in graceful 
floral design. The bag is suspended from the 
back of the steel buckle that fastens the fringed 
satin girdle. It is a useful as well as tasteful 
accessory to any costume. 


SMALL TABLE-CLOTH. 


BY HRS. JANE WEAVER. 


In the front of the number, we give a design 
for a siqall table-cloth, to be done in cross-stitch. 
The ground may be Java canvas or crash; and 
the pattern is carried out in cross-stitch with 
crewels. The edge is raveled out and a fringe 
( 816 ) 


formed. On the same page, we give two very 
pretty designs for names for marking: Maria 
and Marguerite. From the latter, Margaret, if 
preferred, can easily be done: it is only neces¬ 
sary to substitute the letters aret for uerite. 
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EMBROIDERED SATIN WORK-BAG. 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 


This handy case, which is easily made, is of 
gray satin, lined with red surah or satin. The 
small spray of leaves and berries at one corner 
is worked with red silk, the color of the lining. 
A stiffening of buckram is introduced between 
the outside and the lining, when it is put together 
after the embroidery is done, and a ftill piece of the 
lining satin is put into each end. The edges are 
finished with a silk cord to cover the stitches. 
Cord and tassels finish the bag, and form the 
handle. The turn-over piece on the outside is 
separate, and tacked on with a button. This is 
optional; the bag is quite as pretty without this 
simulated pocket on the outside. 






wmmsBwmsBgamv 


Black Brussels net is the best fbr this purpose, are secured to the foundation with a back-stitch. 
Jet or iridescent beads are mdst used. Purse The designs are first traced on stiff paper, over 
silk is best for sewing on the beads. The beads which the net is tacked. 
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EDITOR’S 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. ! 

The Art of Pleasing, Etc.—A recent writer has re- S 
marked that" A woman's power m the world is measured j 
by her power to please.” As the writer is a woman herself, 5 
more importance should be attached to this opinion, we sup- i 
pose, than if she were a man. She fortifies her statement, \ 
too, with numerous details, the result, she says, of a long } 
observation of life. s 

For example, she asserts that modesty is the ground on ? 
which all a woman's charms appear to the best advantage. | 
“ In manners, dress, conversation, remember,” die says, l 
u that modesty must never be forgotten.” In other words, l 
no girl of the “ last ” school can ever be permanently ad- 1 
mired, much less loved. Modesty is the first principle in J 
the art of pleasing, and therefore M fast ” man cere, which \ 
are not modest, are a mistake, to say the least. The same £ 
writer thinks that a woman should always dress up to her age | 
or a little beyond it; that, to use her own phrase, "your j 
person ” should 44 be the youngest thing about you, not * 
the oldest.” Certainly the attempt to appear youthful ! 
when youth has passed, defeats Its own purpose; for it ap- j 
peals to the ludicrous, and attracts attention to the very age \ 
that is sought to be concealed. ) 

That men seldom admire hi women what women ad- \ 
mire in themselves, is a fact to which our author calls ‘ 
particular attention. “Womeu’s beauties,” she says, “ aro { 
rarely men's beauties.” She thinks a good deal of mi scon- > 
ception has arisen from the great number of novels written j 
by females, in which the heroines are made after a woman's ; 
type, and aro imitated by young girls, who thus, instead of j 
pleasing men, "bore” them, to use her own words. She \ 
adds a good many maxims to her general advice. “ A wo- j 
man,” she says, “ should always speak low.” Her experience j 
is, that gayety, tempered by seriousness, is the happiest man- 1 
uer in society. Men do not like austerity; they want grace \ 
and sparkle; yet they wish to believe a woman is good, j 
even religions. Our author holds that a plain woman can j 
never make herself pretty, aud ought not to attempt it; but j 
should rather try to be fascinating, which even the plainest j 
woman can be, if she takes pains, A golden rule we give j 
in her own words: “ Let a woman ask herself what will j 
please a man of sense, before she asks what will please a l 
man of fashion.” s 

Our author dwells especially on the advantages of dress, j 
*’ Every year a woman lives,” she says, 44 the more pains she \ 
should take with her dress.” Men are not often “ np ” in \ 
the details of woman's dress. They only know the effect But ' 
this has greater influence over them than women generally f 
think. Faultless dressing impresses men with the idea of \ 
elegance and refinement; they will, without knowing why, ' 
admire a plain but well-dressed woman more than a dowdy, £ 
even if a beauty. But the dress should always be suitable £ 
to the occasion, to the age of the wearer, aud to the generally j 
prevailing fashion. For oddity in dress always causes re- j 
mark, and often ridicule, both of which are fatal to the art j 
of pleasing. s 

Whether the fair writer is correct or not, her opinions < 
are worthy of consideration. Now, will some one enlighten < 
ns as to what a man should do to please women ? \ 

“ A Woodland Bath ” is after a picture by an emincut l 
German artist, of the famous Dusseldorf school. How cool \ 
and virginal it is 1 J 
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The Decorating or Fans is an art very little understood. 
Among the many choice fans, at the recent great sale in 
London, to which we recently alluded, very few were deco¬ 
rated rightly: for they were generally painted with a pic¬ 
ture that filled the whole ground: and the result was, that, 
after a little use, the paint cracked off in the folds. This 
was as true of the new fans as of the old. Now the main 
lines of a Can, radiating from a single point, and in¬ 
creasing gently in width to the top, would seem particu¬ 
larly suitable to exercise the skill of a competent decorator. 
A French fan, at the London sale, was painted with little 
panels representing tbs seasons, the artist Seeming to have 
grasped the situation, so to speak. At the same sale there 
was a fan, painted by Angelica Kauffman, in which the or¬ 
naments were so arranged as to suit the folds, with the ex¬ 
ception of a small miniature in the centre, representing a 
‘‘ Poet receiving the Commendations of Beauty.” The rest 
of the designs consisted of imitations of Wedge wood gems, 
and had a very pleasing effect. Why do not some of our 
amateur lady-artists, who spend so much time decorating 
plates, turn their attention to the decoration of fans? A 
fan properly decorated could be used without fear of in¬ 
jury, and would be seen aud admired by ten people, where a 
plate is seen by oue. 

Not a Milliner’s Advertising Book. —Our fair corre¬ 
spondent, “ Bella,” Is quite correct in saying that 44 Peter¬ 
son ” is “ the only lady’s book published that is not a mere 
advertising adjunct to some dressmaker, milliner, or dry- 
goods store.” Nearly every fashion magazine, now, that is 
issued, is issued merely to sell the goods of its publisher. 
But 44 Peterson ” is, first of all, a literary magazine, de¬ 
pending for success on the excellence of its stories. After 
this ft is a magazine of art, seeking to give the beet 
steel-engravingB of first-class pictures. After this it is a 
fashion-book. But it is a fashion-book of an exceptional 
kind. It has no goods of its own to sell, and therefore it 
is not interested in recommending anything, except what is 
really the fashion. Its patterns are all carefully selected, 
from the very latest Paris ones, and may be depended on, 
therefore. 44 Peterson ” is not interested in puffing any par¬ 
ticular style, or engaged in any attempt to work off second- 
rate stuff. There it no other fashion magazine that can toy the 
tame. 

A Pretty Mantel Lambrequin, for a room in which the 
prevailing tone is gray, may be made of bine velveteen. 
This may be brightened with pink flowers, put on with 
silk embroidery, or with a delicate scroll worked in yellow 
silk, or in the favorite chenille embroidery, which is very 
showy. Velveteen of good quality docs not cost as much as 
plush or velvet, and for a use like tills is perfectly satis¬ 
factory. Cardinal velveteen is also handsome, and in good 
taste in a room like the one mentioned. 

All The Stories in this magazine, remember, are written 
expressly for It, and not 44 pirated ” from third-rate English 
periodicals, as Is the case with other lady’s books. 44 Peter¬ 
son " has introduced to the public more American writers, 
that have since become famous; than any other magazine of 
its kind. Our tales and novelets are continually being 
44 pirated ” in English monthlies, reversing, In this respect, 
the usual order of affairs. 
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Our Great Premium For 1883.—By a fortunate circum- j 
stance we are enabled to offer, for 1883, as a premium for > 
getting up clubs, the moot valuable engraving ever issued, i 
either by us or by anybody else. This is a line and stipple ^ 
print, (27 inches by 20,) after Muncaksy’s great painting, 

“ Christ Before Pilate.” It is, perhaps, the most wonderful pict¬ 
ure of the century. It is one, also, to appeal to every heart It 
is so real that the spectator seems to be actually present. The 
prominent object is the patient, forgiving, divine face of j 
Christ. Then there is Pilate, with his puzzled, hesitating \ 
air; the angry hate, the scowling brows of the High ? 
Priests and Scribes; the wild, almost insane rage in some j 
of the crowd, especially in that of the man crying “ Crucify > 
him, crucify him;” and more than all, the unspeakable i 
pathos in the countenance of the pitying young mother, ^ 
who, with her babe in her arms, stands looking on in one < 
corner. Never before was that ever memorable scene so j 
vividly conceived, much less so successfully and powerfully j 
depicted. The picture, on its exhibition in Paris, was j 
purchased at once by the French Government, for the < 
enormous price of one hundred thousand francs. No j 
family in the land should be without (he print. Never before j 
was such an opportunity offered to get d first-class engraving, j 
both in subject and execution, at a price that Is really only j 
nominal. » j 

Skirts Are Now Worn short enough in front to show j 
the embroidered stockings as well as the shoes. Boots are j 
seldom worn in the evening, and satin is the favorite material j 
for shoes, many of which have painted designs on the front, | 
and occasionally along the sides as well. A pretty foot j 
looks better with a flat decoration of this kind than with j 
rosettes or any other trimming that interrupts the delicate j 
outline. Embroidery or painting does not interfere with j 
the due exhibition of the pretty curves of the instep, above j 
and below. The flat-footed, on the contrary, may well do j 
all they can in the shape of bows of ribbons, groups of 
flowers, and elaborate raised monograms, to divert the 1 
attention of gazers from the hopeless dead level of the j 
lines of their feet. j 

A Test Or Refinement.— A lady writes: “Whenever I j 
see your magazine in a house, I know it at once to be a 1 
family of refinement; and I notice that jnst as people get j 
more and more cultivated, they subscribe for 'Peterson’: ; 
they begin with the flashy catch-penny affairs, that promise 1 
everything and perform nothing, and wind up with yours, j 
which is always the best in everything.” j 

Bodices, At Present, are usually of a thicker material \ 
than the skirts; the latter being made of tulle, nun’s-veiling, 
or lace, while the former are composed of velvet, brocade, \ 
brochfi, or surah. Silver, goM, or jeweled belts are worn, j 
If the belt is of ribbon, the clasp is frequently jeweled. j 

The War In Egypt lends additional interest to the j 
original sketch, with its illustrations, in this number, on ; 
“Cairo and the Khedive’s Harem.” The article is written l 
with great spirit, and gives a vivid picture of Oriental life, j 
especially of that of the women. j 

Our Novelets for next year will be exceptionally fine. j 
One of them will be called “ The Professional Beanty,” and j 
is from the pen of Frank Lee Benedict, who, in this graphic j 
and life-like picture of fashionable society, has surpassed j 
even himself. j 

Trashy Magazines, made up of poor stories stolen from j 
third-rate English periodicals, are started every year; live a j 
few months, and then die, cheating subscribers. Beware of j 
them. . 


The Most Popular.— The Boston (Mass.) Globe says: 
“Peterson's Magazine is undoubtedly the most popular 
lady's magazine in this country. Fashions, fancy work, 
and short stories are its specialties; and they are always the 
beet in their field.” 

Every-Day Experience is more and more in favor of a 
magazine like "Peterson,” that combines all that a lady 
can desire in the way of literature, art, and fashion. 

The Steel Colored Fashion-Plates, In this magazine, 
are the only ones now published by any magazine. All 
others have abandoned them as too expensive. 

We Give An Extra Colored Pattern, as will be seen, 
this month. No other magazine, remember, gives these 
colored patterns at all. 

Be Early In The Field in canvassing for clubs for 1883. 
If you delay, somebody else may get ahead of you. 

It Is Aiwa ye in time toeubecribe for “Peterson.” Back 
numbers to January or July can always be supplied. 


NOTICES OF NEW BOOKS. 

The Deemond Hundred. A Novel. 1 vol., 12mo. Boston: 
J. R. Osgood & Co. —This is one of the “Bound Robin 
Series,” all of which are published anonymously. Never¬ 
theless, we think we detect in it the fine handling of one of 
our most popular contributors, who is as much at home at 
sea or iu the tropics as in her own New England. Whether 
we are correct or not, the author of “ The Desmond Hun¬ 
dred ” is one of the few cotemporary American writers who 
understand that a novel should not be an essay, but a 
story; that it should be full of incident, and that these 
incidents should evolve themselves naturally. In these 
respects, this fiction is an example that other novelists 
might follow with advantage. It is even better than “A 
Nameless Nobleman,” by the same author, which appeared 
earlier in the series, and which was quite remarkable in its 
way. 

A Reverend Idol, lvol., 12tuo. Boston: J. R. Osgood & 
Co. —There is considerable literary merit in this novel. The 
description of the wreck is graphic and powerful, and the 
chief incident on which the plot turns is quite original. 
Bat the principal character is so like a celebrated divine, in 
person and in other respects also, that readers who do not 
know him might fancy he was like the hero in everything. 
Now no author has a right to violate in this way the 
sanctities of private life, and to incur the risk of misrepre¬ 
sentation, if not of caricature. 

Bright Days In The Old Plantation Life. By Mary Ross 
Ranks. 1 sol., 12mo. Boston: Lee dt Shepard. — These 
sketches, the anther says, were originally written for the 
amusement of her grandchildren. She does not err, wo 
think, in believing that they will interest a larger circle; 
for they are very graphic, full of local color, and sparkle 
everywhere with fun. 

The Annals Of A Baby. By Barak Bridges Stebbins. 1 vol., 
12mo. PhiUdelphia: T. B. Peterson <t Brothers. — This 
charming little story appeared anonymously, some four 
years ago; but has had so great a popularity that it is now 
republished, in a second and improved edition, under the 
author’s name. 

At The Eleventh Hour. By Annie Edwards. 1 vol., 12 mo. 
New York: G. P. Putnam's Sons.— By the author of that racy 
novel, “Ought We To Visit Her,” but not near so good; in 
feet, only second-rate. The character of the selfish, match¬ 
making mother, however, is rather well done. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

A New Volume Began with the July number, affording 
an excellent opportunity to subscribe, especially to those 
who do not wish back numbers. We Uill continue to offer a 
choice of three coetiy premium* for getting up club*, of which the 
principal is the beautiful steel-engraving entitled “ Hush! 
Don't Wake Them," size 20 inches by 16. 

Or, in place of it, we will give, for a premium, either a 
Photograph Album, or our Quarto Illustrated Album, 
which was so popular last year. The Photograph Album is 
bound in leatherette, or imitation leather: the Quarto Album 


from dAmpneas or exposure (where whiskey punch, hot toddy, 
or “ buttered rum ” is wont to be given), and the former in 
debility of system, conditions above mentioned, and in con¬ 
valescence from sickness, and particularly in recovering from 
malaria, and to prevent a return by giving strength and vigor 
to the stomach, to digestion, and to the system generally. 

Homoeopaths regard the hydrastis with great favor, 
Hughes declaring it has “ won its spurs ” in constipation, 
ulcers, and cancers. According to Doctor Hale, too, it is a 
wonderful medicine—almost a panacea. A very weak wash, 
as a dressing, cures irritable, weak, and indolent ulcers alike; 


is bound in morocco cloth, gilt. f 

For many dubs, an extra copy of the tnagatine will be | 
sent For Others, and larger ones, an extra copy of the < 
engraving, or either of the Albums. The inducements to | 
get up clubs were never before so great s 

It i* not too late to get up clubs for 1882. We can always \ 
supply back numbers to January, inclusive, when desired. < 
Be particular, when remitting, to toy whether you with to begin ; 
with the January number, or that for July. 

Horstord’s Acid Phosphate as a Brain Food.—D r. S. 
F. Newcomer, M.D., Greenfield, 0., says! M In cases of gen- ; 
eral debility, and torpor of mind and body, it does exceed¬ 
ingly well.” 

MOTHERS’ DEPARTMENT. 

[Medical Botant—Op the Garden, Field, and Forest.] 

BT ABRAM LIYEZET, A. M., M. D. 

No. X.— Golden Seal—Hydrastis Canadensis. 

(Called also Yellow-Root, Puccoon-Root, Turmeric-hoot.) 

A ranunculaceous plant; corolla, none; sepals, three, 
colored, petal-like, caducous; pistils, numerous, in a dense 
roundish head; carpels, one or two-seeded, becoming succu¬ 
lent and red (somewhat resembling a raspberry), forming a 
kind of compound berry. Stem, six to twelve inches high, 
simple, usually two-leaved, one radical, one at summit; the 
former on a long foot-stalk, the latter sessile. These leaves 
are cordate-orbicular, three to flve-lobed, (palmate,) and 
doubly serrate. Flower, solitary, terminal, white or reddish- 
white. Root, thick, fleshy, yellow, with many long fibres. It 
can be found in rich woodlands, though not very common in 
the vicinity of Philadelphia. Once seen it wilt never be for¬ 
gotten, as it is a very .unique plant. I havo described it care¬ 
fully, so that mothers in the country can readily recognize \ 
it and uso it, for it will be found to be a very useful plant. J 
It is one of our most valuable indigenous medicinal herba- ) 
ceous plants, notwithstanding the old-school or allopathic 
physicians seldom or never use it. 

The new-echool practitioners, or ** eclectics,” esteem it 
highly as a tonic possessing alterative or constitutional ; 
powers, and give it in most forms of dyspepsia or indigestion, 
pain after eating, Jaundice, And other functional derange- ; 
moots of the liver; in aphthous sores of the mouth and 
throat, and all diseases of the mucous membrane, both 
internally and locally as a wash. For the latter purpose, a 
teaspoonful of the fine powdered root, diffused through half 
a pint of cold water, will suffice. 

It improves appetite, facilitates digestion—and farther, it 
relieves gmstro-intestinal irritation. As a stomachic and 
tonic, it is the writer’s favorite; and the powdered root gives 
as good results as the more costly preparations of the Chemist. 
It is one of the chief ingredients in "Comfort’s Spiced 
Bitters,” one of those good old Thompsonian preparations, 
like its congener " Composition,” that will perhaps never be 
wholly displaced In domestic practice or the family house¬ 
hold. Mothers would be wise in keeping a package of each 
in their cupboards, the latte r to use in cases of sudden colds ; 


efflorescences of the skin, cracked, with serum oozing there¬ 
from ; inflamed eyes, thick mucous discharges from the ear, 
sore throat, with ulcerations and diphtheria, as a gargle; 
chafing of infants, excoriations of the neck, groins; inflamed 
shins, piles, ozaena, nasal catarrh, flatulent colic with rumb¬ 
ling; and as an uterine tonic, or general female medicine 
for weakness, etc., it has no superior. Surely it would be 
wise to have such a wonderful medicine in the household. 
Doctor Dodd, V. S., late of Boston, says it is a most admirable 
medicine to build up bones that have been broken down, 
constitutionally, by the lanoet, salts, antimony, etc. The 
same holds good with sick people who have been unneces¬ 
sarily reduced by too active medical treatment. 


PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 

B^Everythiug relating to this department must be sent 
to GEORGE CHINN, Marblehead, Mass. All communi¬ 
cations are to be headed: “ For Peterson’s.” All are invited 
to send answers, alno to contribute original puzzles, which 
should be accompanied by the answers. 



No. 173.—A Described Cube. 




• • • • 

7 *••••*• 8 

1 to 2, to smother. 2 to 4, height. 3 to 4, forsaking. 1 to 
3, upheld. 6 to 6, Country. 1 to 6, yield. 2 to 6, power. 
5 to 7, fleeting. 6 to 8, the day past 7 to 8, perfidy. 4 to 
8, closely. 3 to 7, to leave. 

Worcester, Mam. Alice Gret. 

No. 174.— Decapitations. 

1. Behead keen, and leave a musical instrument 

2. Behead a fish, and leave to listen. 

8. Behead a pleasure-ground, and leave a large boat 
4. Behead a feeding-trough, and leave wrath. 

Danville, III ., Char E. Olmhkad. 

• _ 

Answers Bint Month. 

Answers to Pczzlm in the September Number. 

No. 170. 
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No. 171. 
BABE 
AWAY 
RACE 
B Y K 8 


GARDENING. 

IIyacixtiw, for growing in pots or glMMf, should be 
planted in Octobor; for bods, in November. 

Culture m Glassee .—As all roots shun the light with as ; 
much instinctive care as stems and leaves court it, the sort 
of glasses best suited for growing hyacinths in water are j 
those of the darkest colors, such as blue and green. It mat- ! 
ters little whother rain, river, or spring water be employed, 
provided thnt it be clean, and the softer the better. Fill the > 
glosses sufficiently full for the bulbs nearly, but not quite, to ; 
touch the water, and put them at once in a dark cool place. 
As soon as the roots are seen to be growing down freely, ; 
place the glasses in a well-lighted and warm situation, such I 
as the window of a sitting-room having a southern aspect; ; 
for'without sunlight the flowers will not bloom well. Let 
them bo kept in as equable a temperature as possible, as ! 
rapid and extreme alterations will inevitably injure them. 
Provide supports in good time, and if the leaves become : 
dusty, clean them with a sponge dipped in water, but do this ; 
very carefully, so as not to injure them. The glasses should > 
be examined every tou days, aud fresh water, off which the f 
chill has been taken, be added. A lump of charcoal in each | 
gloss will generally prevent the water from becoming fetid. \ 

Culture m Pol*.— For growing hyacinths in pots, the soil \ 
should be rich and light, and in moderately moist condition. i 
The best plan is to grow each root in a pot by itself; iu pots \ 
five or six inches in diameter, and let them be well drained. £ 
Fill the pot quite full of soil, and then press the bulb down \ 
into it, neither too loosely nor too firmly, nearly covering it < 
with the soil. When the potting is complete, the pots must \ 
be placed in a dry, cool situation, and the tops covered with \ 
some light material, as equal proportions of sawdust and s 
ashes, to the depth of four or five inches. They should ^ 
remain in this state until fairly started, when they must be i 
placed in subdued daylight, that a healthy green hue may \ 
be slowly acquired. The floor of a cool greenhouse, if such \ 
a thing is procurable, is a very good place for them at first. \ 


As soon as the green color is decidedly established, place the 
pots as near the window as possible, and supply them with 
water, taking great care to protect thorn Horn Dost Pure 
soft water is better for hyacinths than any liquid manure. 
If you want the bulbs to bloom at Christmas, you must pot 
them in September. When the flowering is over, cut off the 
flower stems, and keep the plants in a frame, regularly sup¬ 
plying them with water until the leaves die down; then lay 
them on their sides in a dry, sunny place, with their heads 
to the north, for about ten days, after which time they may 
be shaken out, cleaned up, and stored away. It is not a bad 
plan to plant the hyacinth bulbs, when they have finished 
flowering, out in the open border, when they will oome up 
next spring and do well. . 

Tulips stand Unsurpassed as spring flowers, and no garden 
should be without them. 
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With .regard to their cultivation, the directions already $ 
gir«n for hyacinths will answer every purpose for insuring < 
success with thsss equally beautiful plants. When grown \ 
in pots, plant three in a five or six-inch pot. When grown \ 
out of doors, plant the bulbs six inches apart and three \ 
inches deep. < 
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OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

JtSFEvery Receipt in Aie Cook-Book kaa been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

rxsu. 

Fish and Poiaio Pie. —Use any cheap fish, such as cod or 
haddock. Cut two pounds of fish in pioces about an inch 
thick aud two inches long; lay them in a doep dish, with a 
pint of cold gravy of any kind, or cold water; season with 
a tablcspoonful each of chopped parsley and onion, and a 
teaspoonful of salt, pepper, and thyme, mixed together in 
equal quantities, and sprinkled among the fish; put it into 
the oven for fifteen or twenty minutes to partly cook. Put 
ono quart of potatoes Into boiling water and boil until soft 
enough to mash ; mash them, season them with salt and 
pepper, and put them over the fish as a crust; return the 
pie again to the oven to brown the crust, and then servo 
with bread and butter. 

Baked Halibut. —Take a piece of halibut w^hfng five or 
six pounds, or less, aud soak in salt and water two hours; 
wipe dry and score the outer skin ; set in the Mmlng-pan in 
a tolerably hot oven and bake for an hour, basting often 
with butter and water heated together. When a fork will 
penetrate it easily, it is done. It should bo of a flue brown 
color. Take the gravy in the dripping-pan, add a little 
boiling water, stir in a teaspoonful of walnut ketchup, the 
Juice of a lemon, and thicken with brown flour; boll up 
once and put into a sauce-boat 

Turn Recipes /or Steu*d Oysters.—1. Strain the oysters 
through a colander; put the liquor in a saucepan, let it come 
to a boil, and skim; put in the oysters, a large piece of but¬ 
ter, pepper aud salt; when boilod up, odd to two quarts of 
oysters one cupful of milk; serve immediately. 2. Wash 
the oysters in a colander; put in a saucepan half a cupful 
of boiling water, one largo tablespoonful of butter, pepper 
and salt; when boiled, add the oysters; let them boil; add 
milk or not, according to taste. 

DE86XKT8. 

Pumpkin Pie. —Take half a pumpkin, boil It till tender, 
drain and pass it through a sieve; take one and a half 
pints of this pulp, add to it a tablespoonful of flour, one 
quart of milk, half a pound of powdered sugar, the grated 
peel of n small lemon, and a pinch of salt; lastly,add two eggs, 
well beaten up. Beat the mixture well up, put it into a pie- 
dish lined with puff paste, and bake in the oven. Or, pore 
and remove the seeds, stew until tender, and pass through a 
sieve. To a quart of milk and five eggs, and having beaten 
these to an amalgam, stir in the steyred pumpkin till the 
mixture assumes the consistency of a moderately stiff custard; 
sweeten with sugar, add a little salt and a dash of sifted cinna¬ 
mon, a soup#** of powdered ginger, and alittle grated lemon- 
peel. Then bake for about an hour in shallow dishes or soup- 
plates, which should be liued with a good crust There is 
no upper crust to these pies, but In Its stead a dust of pow¬ 
dered nutmeg should be added. Or, peel a pumpkin, re¬ 
move the seed, and cut it into small pieces in a pie-dish; add 
two tablespoonfhls of currants, alittle grated nutmeg, moist 
sugar to taste; cover with a paste, bake in a quick oven over 
half an hour; serve when cold. 

Amber Pudding.—Peel and cut up about eight apples, and 
stir them over the Are with four ounces of moist sugar, two 
ounces of butter, juioe and peel of one lemon. When the 
apples are quite soft, mash them up, or put them through a 
sieve; stir in /our yolks of eggs, and bake in a pie-dish 
which is edged with paste. When done, put the whipped 
whites on the top, ornament it with candied peel or dried 
fruit, and return it to the oven till it is nicely browned. 

Light Poetry.— One pound of flour, yolk of one egg, half 
a pound of butter, lemon-juloe, half a pound of laid. Put 
the flour into a dry basin, and rub in half the land; mix 
into a stiff paste with the yolk of an egg, a few drops of 
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HEALTH DEPARTMENT. — FASHIONS FOR OCTOBER 


lemon-juice, and a little cold water; roll out rather thin, and j 
spread the bntter over in small pieces; roll out again until ( 
the butter is all used. \ 

CAKES. \ 

Swiss Roll .—The following, if not equal to the Swiss rolls \ 
sold at pastry-cooks', is uot a bad dish. Take the weight of 
three or four eggs. In their shells, of finely-powdered sugar, j 
aud the same weight of butter and flour. Melt the butter, < 
add the sugar and the yolks of the eggs; beat the mixture | 
well, add the beaten-up whites of half the eggs, then half ; 
the flour, the rest of the whites (also beaten up), and of 
the flour. When quite smooth, Bpread it out, about half an ' 
inch thick, over a well-buttered tin, and then bake for fif- j 
teen or twenty minutes in a moderate oven; spread it all < 
over equally witli jam, roll it up, and put it into the oven ( 
again for a short time; sprinkle with powdered sugar, and • 
serve cold; if liked, with a custard around it. \ 


their refusal to take medicine of any kind, and it is always 
better to coax than to force them. Indian senna tea, with a 
little Epsom or Rochelle salts In R, makes a nice, easily- 
administered laxative. About a quarter of an ounce, or 
rather lees, of the senna leaves Is infused in a wineglaseful 
of boiling water for half an hour, a pinch or two of salts 
added, the olear liquor is poured, off, and coffee may then be 
added to help to disguise the flavor. It should be served up 
from a small ooffee or tea-pot, and sugar and milk added, 
when it will seldom be refused. Cool soothing drinks should 
be given, and about twenty drops of the wine of ipecacuanha 
every four hours. Hartshorn liniment should be used on 
the neck, and a strip of flannel worn. If thie simple treat¬ 
ment should fail to remove the disease, it will be advisable 
to call in a physician. 

The swelling may go avfay, and the pain externally, and 
the tousils remain hard and big. In this cgse, give the child 


Cwrrant Cake .—Take one pound and a half of dough, half < 
a pound of ffifrrants or Ua)f an ounce of earraway seeds, six } 
ounces of gppir, two or three eggs, aud half a pouud of cla- ; 
rifled dripping. Spread out the dough on the paste-board, \ 
pull It well out, rub in the currants and sugar, then add the j 
dripping or butter, and lastly the eggs. Mix all well to- < 
gether, leave it to rise, aud bake about an hour in a mode- j 
rate oven. 

Lemon Cheese-Cakes .—Beat two eggs, with a tableapoonful 
of grated bread, two tablespoonfuls of cream, the rind of a 
lemon grated, and the juice squeezed in, with a lump of but- ; 
tor first melted; sweeten to the taste with powdered loaf- 
sugar. 

MISCELLANEOUS TABLE HECEIPTS. 

Stewed Pears in While Sauce .—Take some small-sized < 
•tewing pears, as uear of n size as possible, peel them care- 5 
fully, put them into a saucepan, and cover them well witli { 
syrup, made with one pouud of sugar aud a quart of wAter; < 
add the thin riud of a lemou, aud stew gently till tender. | 
Drain them from the syrup, and arrange them in u glass j 
dish. Add half a pint of cream, or milk thickened with ) 
potato flour, to the syrup when cold, and at the time of serv- \ 
lug pour it over the pears. Pears may be stewed in syrup j 
colored with cochineal, and when cold served with the < 
Syrup poured over, and at the top some whipped cream. \ 

Tofey. —Take half a pound of molasses, the same of sugar, j 
and about Six ounces of butter. Put the butter Into the l 
saucepan first, and when melted add the other ingredients, 5 
with a little lemon-juice or ginger if the flavor is liked. j 


from a teaspoonful to a dessert-spoonful of cod-liver oil three 
times a day, and apply iodine liniment once a day externally. 
Just one hint here to mothers: the value of fresh air and 
exercise to young children who are unable to walk far can¬ 
not easily be overrated, and the so-called perambulator is a 
blessing to thousands; but the danger of a child catching 
cold therein is very great indeed. See, then, that your 
infants are well wrapped up before they are sent out, and 
especially that their hands and feet be snug, and you will 
be well rewarded by having fewer medicines to use in the 
nursery. 

Some people are very subject to elongation of tbe uvula, 
that little tongue-like thing that you soe hanging down in 
the centre of the back part of the throat Although not a 
dangerous, it is a troublesome complaint, from the disagree¬ 
able tickling cough to which it gives rise, with sometimes 
an inclination to retch. There is usually relaxation of the 
throat along with it, and often the whole system wants 
bracing up. At tbe same time, therefore, that astringent 
gargles—say alum or chlorate of potash—are used, tonics 
should be taken; the beet are those composed of iron, or 
Iron and quinine, in some bitter infusion. 

When the tonsils are ulcerated, strong applications may 
be required, probably the solution of nitrate of silver, or 
solid caustic itself, and in these cases—and indeed I might 
say in nearly all cases of sore throat—great relief is obtained 
by inhaling the vapor of either plain or medicated hot 
water. 


Blanch some etlmonds, cut them up Bmall, and fry a good 
brown in butter. Boil the toffy, keeping it well stirred 
until a few drops poured into a cup of cold water will j 
crackle on being taken oat; stir in the almonds, and pour 
out into a large flat dish to cool. 

Oyster Macaroni .—Boil macaroni till soft. Put a layer in 
a dish, seasoned with pepper, salt, and buttor, then a layer 
of oysters, until the dish is full Mix some grated bread 
with a beaten egg spread over the top, and bake. . > 

Vanilla Beans should be put in the substance to be flavored } 
until the taste becomes strong enough ; then wash the pod j 
well in two waters, and dry for future use; one will last a 1 
long time. \ 


FA8HION8 FOR OCTOBER. 

Fia. i.— Wedding-Dress, or White 8ilk. The long tmin 
is finished with a narrow plaiting of the silk. The skirt is 
laid in lengthwise plaits in front, and on each side is a panel 
of white brocaded silk. These panels are trimmed with 
three narrow p Lai tings. The corsage is high, and pointed 
back and front; the sleeves long and ooat-shaped. The 
drew is trimmed with garlands of orange-blossoms. Large 
tulle veil, fastened at one side by & spray of orange-blossoms. 

Fig. ii.—Visitino-Drebs, or Black Satin and Black 
Brocaded Velvet. Tbe skirt is of satin, laid in lengthwise 
straight plaits, and trimmed with plaMngs and puffings «f 
the satin. The Princess overdress Is of the brocaded velvet) 


. j 

HEALTH DEPARTMENT. j 

Bore Throats, etc. —Children that have been exposed to > 
wet, damp, or cold winds, are very subject to sore throats. \ 
There Is tonally much pain, swelling, and difficulty of swal¬ 
lowing. Tbe disease, like most children's ailments, requi res 
prompt treatment, the object being to prevent suppuration. 
You toast keep the child in-doors, if not in bed, and give a 
cooling aperient. Children are frequently very persistent iu 


opening in front and falling in shawl-shaped points at the 
back, where it is mixed with a satin drapery, which is looped 
up high on the left side. The collar and ruffles are of Irfch 
laoe. Bonnet of grey strew, trimmed with black velvet rib¬ 
bon and light-yellow feather. 

Fig. m.—W mbdino-Dress, or White Batin. The long 
square train is trimmed with plaitings of satin, with point 
d’Alenpon lace put on upright, with but tittle fullness. Tbe 
'front of the skirt is puffed lengthwise, his a deep box- 
plafting at the bottom, with k fall of lace above it, and above 
that are three crosswise plaits of satin, headed by an upright 
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row of lace. The paniers form a drapery around the edge ? 
of tbo corsage, which is very long and pointed back and { 
front. The corsage and deevee are trimmed with lace. A j 
long tulle veil envelops the wkolo figure. \ 

Fio. iv.— Vimtino-Dbess, or Claret-Colorxd Watered ( 
Silk.. The skirt is trimmed with three rows of knife* j 
pl&iting at the bottom, and the front is trimmed by large j 
loop# and ends of wine-colored ribbon, fastened by jet oraa* < 
monte. The baaqqe is of block watered silk, cut away in j 
front, and with wide rolling collar and culls, faced wit! \ 
claret-colored silk, edged with jet. The basque is lined with ■ 
claret-colored silk, and has a long di apery of the black silk j 
at the back. Bonnet of black velvet, lined and trimmed j 
with wine-colored silk and feathers. j 

tfio. v.—E vening-Dress, or Black Silk and Black \ 
Striped Pekin. The skirt Is of the plain silk, plaited \ 
lengthwise, edged with two plaited flounces, above the top I 
one of which, falls a row of white lace. The overdress of ( 
Pekin is trimmed with two narrower rows of the lace, and ) 
draped quite high on tho left side. The cuirass bodice and £ 
short sleeves are also trimmed With the lace. \ 

Figs, vi and vii.—Front and Back or a Fall Wrap, j 
The wrap is of dark fawn-colored cloth, made dolman-shape < 
at the back, where there is a plaiting of watered silk of the £ 
sumo color let in. The front of the cloak and cape is } 
trimmed with a braiding, of the color of the cloth. Black j 
camelVhair dress. Black hat, with fawn-colored feather. \ 
Fio. viii.—Walking-Dress, or Bark-Green Cashmere. \ 
The skirt and tunic are of the cashmere, with plnitings of j 
silk of the aatne color. Tbs knife-plaitings on the tunic j 
are put on in sections, lengthwise. The mantelet is of the j 
same material as the dress, trimmed with block Spanish \ 
lace. Or it may be made of black cashmere, or satin mer- \ 
veilleux, and trimmed with lace and jet. The bonnet is of < 
black straw, trimmed with a green feather. i 

Fio. ix. — Walkino-Drmb, or Brown Checked Tweed. \ 
The skirt has two plaitings, a narrow and a deep one. The < 
tunic is draped in front, terminating at the back with square I 
drapery. Casquin jacket, with a rolling collar and square | 
pockets. < 

Fios. x and xi.— Front and Back or House-Dress j 
T he skirt is of dark-blue cashmere, edged with three narrow < 
plaitiugH. The tunic and bodice is of dark-blue spotted \ 
cashmere. The tunic falls in a double puff, the lower one | 
caught up slightly at the left side in front, and draped with ) 
a wide silk sash at the back. The deep pointed bodice has a ? 
wide collar of blue silk, trimmed with yellowish lace. i 

Flo. xti.— House-Dress, For a Reception, Etc. The \ 
skirt, which may be termed a long short skirt, is of moss- \ 
green satin, with large velvet roses embossed upon it. This \ 
skirt is cut in points, beneath which falls a row of chenille j 
fringe over a green satin plaiting. The paniers and bodice j 
cu-e of plain moss-green satin. 

Fio. xiii.—Houbr-Dbrss, or Bronze-Colored Cambl’b- 
Haib and Surah Silk. The surah skirt is laid in two 
tiers of plaits, from beneath each of which falls a narrow ; 
knife-plaiting. The scarf-drapery in front is of the camel’s- j 
hair, and terminates in a puffed drapery at the back. The 
bodice is also of the camel’s-hair. 

Fio. xrv.—B onnet, or Black Jet Embroidery, mounted { 
on a black satin foundation, and ornamented with three 
shaded old-gold feathers. j 

Fio. xv.—B onnet, or Chestnut-Colored Felt, faced 
with brown satin, and trimmed with brown satin and brown j 
leathers. j 

Fio. xvi.—Hat, or Black Felt, faced with black velvet, 
and trimmed with a tuft of shaded feathers in front. \ 

Fio. xvii.—Bonne* or Olive-Colored Watered Plush, t 
trimmed with shaded <dive feathers. i 


General Remarks. —It is quite impossible to name, much 
lees describe, tho new colors; but they are only different 
shades of those that have been worn so long. Myrtle- greon, 
though not a new shade, is very popular; for it is so 
becoming, especially to blondes. A dress of this color is not 
only suitable for the street, but with a pale-blue or palo- 
pink bow added makes a beautiful house-dress. Or a myrtle- 
green bonnet, with a small blue feather or a large pink rose, 
is not only becoming, but most stylish. Shades of stone 
and dust-color, though quiet, aro not usually becoming. 
They make, however, the meet serviceable of traveling or 
walking-dresses, or those needed for hard doily use. Some 
soft shades of gray are to be highly recommended, as well as 
browns, dark-reds, claret, dark-blues, etc. Almond-color is 
especially stylish, but like tbe deeper shades of fawrn, Lot 
always becoming. 

The materials of which dresses are made are too numerous 
to mention. Velvets and velveteens, satins, silks, brocades, 
cumers-hair, cashmere, merino, heavy flannels, and alpaca, 
are all worn, according to the occasion for which they aro 
most suitable, or to the length of the puree of the purchaser. 
An effort is being made to revive the very dull, lustreless 
silks that were so fashionable boforo satin and satin de Lyons 
became so popular, and as they aro new again, no doubt 
they will be much used. But as everything is worn that is 
fancied, it is impossible to say that any one thing is espe¬ 
cially popular. Alpaca, after having been so long laid 
aside, will be again a good deal worn. It has been revived 
in England by the Countess of Bertine, and a few other 
fashionable women, who are patriotically eudeavoring to 
give an impetus to home manufactures. It is made of all 
colors, of excellent quality, with* a half-lustrous surface, 
and can always be recommended for its durability. It lias 
not yet, however, been made so as to fall in the soft, graceful 
folds of cashmere, camel’s-hair, nun’s-veiling, etc.; but for 
traveling or walking it will be found very acceptable, as It 
sheds the dust better than any of the materials mentioned. 

Tho style of making dresses is as varied as tho colors or 
the materials. Much puffed, severely plain, or a medium 
stylo, are oil equally popular. Evory mouth, we give the 
very newest things out, and always of a sufficient variety to 
select from. 

Velveteen makes a stylish skirt; and for walking, a dark 
skirt of that material, with a cashmere or camel’s-hair over¬ 
dress of the color of the skirt is very stylish. Dark-green, 
black, brown, or dark-gray, all look well. For evening- 
dress, a velveteen skirt (of a good quality, of course), with a 
surah or nun’s-veiling overdrew of the color of the skirt, 
or of some pretty contrasting color, is both serviceable and 
beautiful. 

Mantle*, rUUet », paletot*, and jacket*, are all worn, in any 
style that may be fancied. The long cloak mantle; the 
dolman, falling plain, or much bunched up, pauier fashion; 
the long straight lines of the severc-looking rodiugote; the 
short jaunty jacket, and tailor-made basque-coat, are equally 
fashionable. 

Bonnet$ and hat* claim equal privileges with dresses and 
mantles. The “poke ” of a medium size, or the small Prin¬ 
cess bonnet, that in many cases is bo small that it looks as if 
it was only a fancy nmterial on which to attach a bunch of 
feathers or flowers, are equally worn. Hats are usually 
turned up on one side, but the small turban or “ pork-pie ” 
hats are popular, especially for young ladies. 


OUR PARIS LETTER. 

Rue des Petits Champs. 

We are already reveling In tho first displays of the fall 
and winter fashions. Tho first revelations of la mode in the 
autumn season are always especially interesting. I regret 
to state that, so far, the styles of hats and loinnets are wilder 
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children’s fashions 


and more eccentric than ever. High-set crowns and Im¬ 
mensely broad brims form the rnlo for tho former, and poke 
fronts tipped over tho forehead are shown in tho lattor. 
Velvet is apparently the reigning material of tho season, 
both for full dreas and for domi-toilette; for hats as well 
os for bonnets. Feathers of all kinds—long ostrich-plumes, 
ostrich-tips, pheasant-breasts, and all kinds of odd and bright- 
colored tropical plumages are used for trimming. Birds are 
still worn for hat decoration; but the parrots and poroqnets 
and owls of tho past are replaced by various kinds of tropical 
' fowls, with startling combinations of rod and brown and 
yellow in their plumage. Sometimes the claws of the bird 
aro gilded, which has a very showy effect. Doves aro also 
worn on bonnots of dark-violet or wine-colored velvet. Wide 
ribbons, striped with variegated hues on a plain ground, aro 
employed in some of the larger hats; and make a very 
showy trimming made up into large-sized agglomerations of 
l>ows and short ends. In fact, everything about the bonnets 
of tho prcscut season is as big and loud and aggravating as 
possible; except, indeed, the marked revival of black as a 
color for handsome bonnets. All the new bonnets come 
with ribbon strings, and double-faced ribbon is usually 
employed, velvet and satin being tho favorite. Two con¬ 
trasting colors aro gouorally seen together, the hat or bonnet 
being of one hue, and the trimming of another. Colored 
felts are extensively shown, and rival tho velvet hats in 
popularity. Tho favorite combinations of color are coppor- 
color with the new blue, colled electric-blue, (it has a 
grayish cast, and is very subdued and tasteful,) pale-gray 
with wi no-color, pearl-gray with dark-green, and shrimp- 
pink with the new pal^ olive-green, called “ young moss." 
Thcro Is also a new and beautiful sliado of red, callod the 
Oriental ruby, which is a light and brilliant shade of rose- 
crimson. Tho Oriental sapphire la a new blue, differing 
from the electric blue In being a thought moro brilliant. 
It is also lighter in tone than tho ordinary sapphire-blue. 

| The cloaks for tho comiug winter are either to be worn 
very short or very long. Worth has just Introduced a most 
charming model: it is drawn in at the waist like a dolman, 
but forms a rounded cloak at tho back, while in front two 
long squoro ends descend to tho hem of the dress. It is 
plaited up at tho sides, so os to fit gracefully over the arm; 
and the hem turns up all around at the back, so as to show a 
wide strip of rich scarlet velvet, which is caught over the 
arm with a rosette in jet passementerie. The material of 
this graceful And beautiful wrap is in very wide stripes of 


• adopted last season mainly In the patterns of the silk*, 

> which are now largo set flowers of a single kind, and not 
\ bouquets or garlands as heretofore. A very charming 
1 material is now used by Worth for evening-dresses for 
j young ladies. It is called cr6pon, and is a French imitation 
I of Chinese crape, though a heavier material than that soft 

supple fabric. It drapes admirably, and will replace the 
I aun’s-veiling that has been worn so long. In cream-whito, 
| it is deliciously becoming and youthful-lpoking. 

Cloth tailor-made suits are the most in vogue for every¬ 
day street-wear. They should be made with severe sim- 
| plicity: that is to say, without any trimming whatever. 
The fit should be irreproachable, and the sewing as care¬ 
fully executed as possible; but volvet, passementerie, eta, 
should sever be employed to ornament them, as tbeir 
peculiar stylishnem is at once destroyed by trimming. 

A new material for morning wrappers consists of pale- 
colored cashmere, tamboured with Urge round spots in silk 
of the same color as the groundwork. In pure white, this 
material is very charming; and looks well lined with bias 
or pink Florence silk, of a shade sufficiently deep to show 
through the cashmere. 

TarUtaue is revived as a lining for lace skirts. Talen- 
cicnnee lace is coming into vogue again for evening-wear. 

> White watered silk, trimmed with black velvet and bUck 
) lace, is mode up for half-mourning. 

j / Lccrr H. Hoorn. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS.. 

Fio. i.— Boy’s Suit, or Dare-Brow* Kerseymere. The 
l knickerbockers are close-fitting. The rather loose, long 
' coat is double-breasted, and trimmed with rows of braid. 
The bolt, which falls low, is kept in place by being passed 
through straps. Isuge linen collar. 

Fio. it.— Girl’s Dress, or Tan-ColoRed Reroe. The 
Princess frock has several seams at the back, and is edged 
with two flounces. These flounces are ornamented with a 
band of silk of a darker shade. Above the upper flonnee is 
a bond of idlk, which is tied in a bow at the back. Double 
J collar, one of serge and one of silk. Hat of the color of the 
' silk, trimmed with tan-colored silk and a red wing. 

Fio. hi.—Girl’s Dress, or Gray Tweed. The skirt is 
! kilted. The bodice is plain, and the cape opens at the back 
l and is machine-stitched. 


black corded silk and black velvet; and the stripes run > 

transversely at the back of the clonk, being placed perpen- j .. 

dicularly in front. Thero is no lining employed when the j 

garment is Intended for fall wear. For the winter, a lining j 0 p SIWO A O ENC k 

will bo Added of tho now soft plushes that Wurth employs \ ' ** ' 

for the purpose: they are thick, sort, and light, and show j W* ur t mt •*"<* « 

very taatoful combination, of Romnn-.carf-colorod Btrlpe. on j ^returning and v*™** h ** mtmtanlial recogntr 

white, cream, or pale-yollow ground.. I ,hn ,M *" /ollo,c ' d Mr ^ orU <“ ««< the wonto ofperson. 

Plain velvet will be the fashionable material for drewy J tewhing the bed .elected good, from the r«ratx »«m, at the 
street-suit. thla winter. Worth to making up some <x*tnmea ( ™ ,c “. «« ****• to "" •"—'?«•«« Ad- 

in dark asal-brown velvet, a tint to which he greatly Incline, j vantage, for .applying kvervth.ko modioli* novae, to the 
thi. scaron, a. it goes so well with the new shade, of blue, > •"“’/"Clio, of oil *Ao fovor m with their order*. Special 

and also with fur. of all kind.. Thee suit, are made with- j * gi«« to every artW > ond the Hd ^eetee 

out a particle at trimming usually, but sometime, wide j I ' uUa '' ami ChOdrm’e Wear, Wedding Ontpte, 

flounce, in black or white .Ilk embroidery are employed. < Wardrobe*, Wedding, Holiday, and Birthday Preweto, etc. 

For etreet-woar, the untrimmed style I, considered the bert ! «• «*«tog« gamed by aU person. ending Heir order, to 

taste. Large-patterned dark-grounded chend .Ilk. are very 1 OMr PkrcAomtg Ageney have been appreciated byihe large number 
much in vogue for deroi-toilelto and roceptlon-droa.ee: they ' «*o Acre bee. .erred dnee U ha. been edatliehed, in the eunag 
are caught up in slight draporv over a plaited underskirt In j vtoney,tour, trouble. 

acme rich contraMlng hue, and are trimmed with black or Bample, fi™Med, only on receipt of 45 cento. Creator, are 
white ailli embroidery. The corsage I. of plain .ilk, of a <A“ •" "V *"« 'vrilingfor <hem, containing fell partocatoro, <md 
color matching tho underskirt. Verv larg^i*tterned bro- j vnode of doing budnem. Bemenbar uB are eereed, noton ly om 
cade, of magnificent quality, and ebenb .Ilk. figured with j mbecribe r., but any one elm in want of good, or wearing apparel, 
large riugle flower, irtrewn over ,wle^,>Iored ground., aro j Addrem aB communication, for our Purchadng Ageney to 
marls up In combination with plain velvet or with satin, for I MRS- MARY THOMAS, 

dinner or cveuiug-wear ; tho style differing fruin those P. O. BOX lG&O f PUTT* A DELPHI A . PA. 
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R. H. MACY & CO. 

GRAND CENTRAL FANCY AND DRY GOODS ESTABLISHMENT. 

_f_ 

14th Street, 6th Avenue, & 13th Street, New York City. 


O UR patrons will readily recognize the above cut, which represents the interior of onr store, from 
the entrance No. 60 West Fourteenth Street, showing the entire depth of 207 feet, through to 
Thirteenth Street. 

Beginning on the right, our Soda Water Fountain first attracts attention. Here Soda nnd Mineral 
Waters are dispensed throughout the year, and during the summer months this is found to he one of the 
moat popular parts of the store. The next counter is the second section of our Book Department, where 
arc kept paper-bound books, including the latest novels of the day and Juvenile Books of 4very 
description. Adjoining is the Stationery counter, where a most complete and elegant assortment of Note 
Papers, Papeteries, etc., is always to be found; also Stereoscopes and Views, Drawing and Wux-Flower 
Materials. 

Our Glove Department is the next, and here may be found a full line of the chpiceat importations 
in Kid Gloves, including the “Laforge,” manufactured expressly for us; also Lisle j’liread Gloves and 
Silk Mitts in their season. The Becond section of our Doll Department is the Inst counter on the right, 
where an endless variety of Dolls and their wardrobes is kept at all seasons, but during the holiday 
season this portion of the store is the most interesting. 

Returning from Thirteenth Street, the children’s favorite department, “the Toys,” is found, and 
this is supposed to be the identical spot where Santa Claus selects his numerous gifts for all “ good boys 
and girls.” Adjoining is the Visiting and Wedding-Card counter; this department is rapidly growing 
in public favor, and keeps four card-presses running constantly ; all the en. raving and printing is done 
on the premises. 

Our Dress Goods counter comes next; here we keep at all times a full line of fine black goods of 
every description; also the fashionable thin fabrics in colors, ns well ns goods for suitings in their 
season. The next department is that of Toilet Goods, where every requisite for a lady’s toilet may bo 
found in great variety. The Confectionery Department is the next and last; this counter we have 
greatly improved during the past month, and it is now one of the pleasantest parts of the store, the 
candies arc always fresh, and the prices moderate. This ends the tour of that portion of ofir store 
shown in above cut; visitors nre always welcome, and the endless variety of scenes to be witnessed will 
make a visit at any time interesting and profitable, and we would here suggest that these cuts anji expla¬ 
nations be preserved for reference when you visit us. ' 

We shall he very glad to send you (gratis) a catalogue of all our goods, nnd if you send us an order 
by mail, we will give it prompt and careful attention. 

j' jj' J™™', } F' rm - Digitized by GoOgfe r V & <U 




















^»V.SEEDS PLANTS & SHRUBS 


r HAT 
ANY WATCH 


For FALL PLANTING 


Fruit and Ornamental TREES. 
SHRUBS, ROSES, &c. 

'he largest and most complete general stock in the U. S., 
Deluding many Choice Novelties. Abridged Catu- 
>guo mulled Free toull applicants. Address, 

JlIWUtlinCD Jfr HiURV Mouut Hupe Numeric*, 


Rochester, N. Y. 


STINGING irritation, inflammation, all Kidney Com¬ 
plaints, cured by 44 B uchu pai ha.” $ 1 per bottle* _ 

f»/\ LAKGtfi all new Cbromo Cards for 1883. with nan>e, 
- J. II. HUSTED, Nassau, N. Y. 


10 cents. Try me. __ 

Large New Chrotnoa, no two alike, with name. lO 
cents. Nassau Ca*i> Co., Nassau, N. Y. 


FRUIT TREES. 01 
6RAPE VINES. 
SMALL FRUITS. 

An immense stock. Splendid Assortment. 


An immense stock, 


AMARYLLIS TREATEA 


\ This cut represents Amaryllis 

\\% Treatea, or the beautiful new 

jr Fairy Lily. It is one of the mo«t 

HflT -rf beautiful of the great Amaryllis 

1 1 J family, and one of the prettiest of 

all flowere * ^ row8 

■ ■■ fifteen Inches high, flowers very 

/; yv VV large, pure white and sweet- 

1 i/M r '' T —“-i _ scouted. They commence blooming 

soon nftor planting, and produce 
!/ H f**} \ ■ \\ from two to five flowers, making 

liiMC m ~~ _\ them one of tlia most •valuable of 

\\ ' \ »ll plants for winter blooming- 

, \ After blooming in the winter <h»*y 

i ' v *' 1 «*pdn flower nicely in the 
V \ wL\ \v 1 ■ I garden or in pots during tho tum- 

/, jfc. V *|L\ VC-A / mer * a l* 1 ***' we 

\ «y\ \W; ' / soil bulbs wry low to thoroughly 

•'^Erv . \ \\\ - I Vw 1 . 1 '*7 introduce them, knowing that 

idy Y \ \'u, Ml I t. J when onco known they wfll be 

|\ \luJHs loved and cultivated by all. We 

iWP U* % 1 W fr send by mail, post-paid, large mv 

Itf/ v* i 41 ix lect bulbs, wnlch will give abun- 

M dan t bloom during the winter, as 

W \ Jr/ fallows: Full directions for culture will bo sent 

\ I' i *’lth enc b lot. Postage stamps accepted for pay. 

Vli a/ 1 llulb to any address for 15 ee#s, 2 for 

wl| 25 c* nts, 3 for 35 cents, 6 for r) cents, 

V 12 for 81.TO, 25 for 82, 50 for 83.75, or 

lOO for 87. Any boy or girl can, by canvassing their neighborhood, get 

orders for from 10 to 100 at 16 cents each, and by purchasing liiern at dozen or 
hundred rates, make a handsome profit. Many have niadu $5 per day selling 
these bull*. Also, by mail, post-paid, 12 fine Tulips, 12 sorts with names. 60 
cents. 6 Hyacinths, t* splendid named sorts, ft. 5 fine hardy Lilh**, 75 cents. 
12 Mixed Crocus, 15 coots. All splendid sorts and large flowering bulbs. Order 
at once or send for Catalogue. 

Our beautiful Illustrated Catalogue of Hyacinths, Tulips, Crocus, Narcissn*. 
Lilies (100 kinds), new and beautiful Pansies, and all Bulbs and Plants for fall 
planting or wintering flowering, is now ready and will bo Mailed Free to all 
who apply. Our Illustrated Book of Lilies describes 200 varieties and tells how 
to grow them; 15 cents per copy, jxist-pnid. If yon wish beautiful flowers in 
your sitting-room during winter, o. in the garden for early spring, don't fuil to 
see our Catalogue. Address, 

J. LEWIS CHILDS, Quee n., V, Y. 

4 - THOUGH ON RATS.” Clear, out rnrs, mice, flle^ 
IV roaches, bedbugs, ants, vermin, chipmunks. 15c. 

S UPERFLUOUS HAIR. Madame Wamhold's Specifto 
permanently removes Superfluous hair without injurtoc 
the skin. .Send for a circular. Madame Wftmbold, 34 
Sawyer Street, Boston, Mass, 


■i ■ 11 ■mwiTTTMhll AND N0T 

wear out. 

e^l bv Watchmakers. By Mall,25cts.Clrcu1ars 

LJ L. U fREE^J. B. BIRCH A CO . 5 1 D^y S t.. X. Y 
Superb Chromos, Rich and Rare Designs, with name 
on, 10 cents. VANN A CO., Fair Haven, Conn. 
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A T LAST—A LOVELY COMPLEXION. I ADIES using RICKSECKER’S 
FACE POWDER Lave no fear of Eba close scrutiny. It can not be 
Detected. Harmless as Water. Conceals Blemishes. Wears the best, and 
has most natural effect. Its immense sale wherever known, both here and 
in Europe, attests its wonderful superiority over all. The Most Effective, 
yet Modestly Invisible, Powder made. White, Pink, or Blonde. 25c. Wood 
Box. At Druggists, or on receipt ten 3c. stamps. Insist on the Genuine. 

THEO, RICKS ECKER, Maker Elegant Toilet Requisites, 14G William St., New York. 


mum 

33Y MAIL! 


OVER TRR|g-^RARTERS^oF_A_ 


_ MILLION IN 

" STOCK TO SELECT FROM. 

All bought for cash, and sold at lowest city pH- 
ces. DressGoods,Silks, Shawls,Trimmings, Hos. 
lery, Upholstery, Fancy Goods, Ladies’ Cresses, 
Wrapt, Underwear, Ties, Lace 1 *. Genis Furrtish- 
Ina Goods, Infants’, Boys’ and Girls Gut.iU, &.Q. 
Correspondence solicited. 

Samples and Information free. 
usuorFING GU1VB” mailed free on 
application ^ opER & CONABDt 

Ninth and Market Streets, Philadelphia, Pa. 

J*lease say where you sate this advertisement. 


Mrs. THOMPSON’S 

Celebrated Patent 

“WAVES.” 

The remark * bio snrcp»*of 
this charming arilclo of adorn¬ 
ment, is due to tho COJV\'K!\'. 
TFNCG, COMFORT an t 1>F.- 
F ClDF.n IMI'ROVEII/tPPEAR. 

1 AKCE cIvhi tn ev»rjr wearer. An ab¬ 
solute NECESSITY to th"*e whe 
^ have lout a portion of their onco abundant 
’ hair—or to thou© who wlnh to LOOK 
\OE.SG —whose foreheads are high—and 
whose hair will not remain In crimp t made 
1 of natural cur!' hair they cannot get out or wave. 
One GilAND FEATURE they hav«* no 
FALSE WIO-LIKE appearance, 10 EASll.Y 
1 SEEM in ALL OTHER waves anil crimp*— 
while the doing away with cilmplng pins and the 
danger of RLTMNG one’s own hair I# very Important to everv 
lady who VALLES her personal besnty and the OPINION'S 
of lisrfriends. PRICES. from ftO to 8 «a (R1onrt*»n-l Gray, 
extral. Also, the moat ELEGANT ASSORTMENT of 
HWITCUE i from (fG to $SJO. OR AT HAIR A SPE¬ 
CIALTY. Remember thesa goods can ON’LY RE FOUNT) 
•t my Headquarters, 8U EA*T 14TII ST., N. Y.J No. 0 
Temple l*lnce, Iloaton. Send for Illustrated C&l&loguo. Goods 
sent C. 0. L) . with privilege of examination. 



PIMPLES, BLACKHEADS 

FLESH WORMS AND OILY SKIN. 

“ Medicated Crf.am” is the only known harmless, pleas-, 
ant and absolutely SURE and infallible cure. It 
po itlvely and effectually removes all clean, completely 
and for good in a few days only, leaving skin dear, 
smooth and unblemished always or money refunded. For 
those who have No blotches on the faoo, it beautifies tho 
complexion ns nothing else In tho world can, rendering it 
Clear , Fair mid Transj>arent, and clearing itof all in mid in ess 
and coarseness. It is a true remedy to cure,and not a paint 
or powder to cover up and hide blemishes. Mailed in plain 
wrapper for 30 cents, in stamps, or two for 60 cents, by 
Gf.o. N. Stoddard, 12*26 Niagara Street, Buffalo, N. Y, 
Pamphlet gives 2i0 true and genuine testimonials. My 
FRECKLE WASH surely cures Freckles, Tan, and 
makes tho hands white; sent post-paid, for 30 cents, 
^"Exactly as represented and the doctor reliable; has 
been in drug business in Buffalo over sixteen years. 

[ To any suffering with Catarrh 

or Bronchitis who earnestly 
[ desire relief, I can furnish a 
) means of Permanent and Pos- 

► itiveCure. A Home Treatment. 

No charge for consultation by 
mail. Valuable Treatise Free. 

► “His remedies are the outgrowth 
r of his own experience; they aro 
I the only known means of per- 
[ manent cure.'’— Baptist. 

Rev. T.P. CHILDS, Troy, 0. 



H I rvrvff Send two three-cent stamps to C. Tollner, 
I . A K I Brooklyn, N, Y., for a new sot of elegant 
\Js\L\LJkJ cliromo cards, and catalogue of latest 
designs for fall and winter. 

^On 50 elegant new ChromoCartU lOe. 14 pka.fl 
*Xgta. make 50 per rent. Please wnd 20r for Agent’* 

__ ’jtlhum of sample*, Premium J.l«t Af. Rlnnk tnrds at 
^Whoh^le. NORTHFOIU) 1 AKII WQKKH, XorthfonM own. 

DRUNKENNESS 

EASILY CURED with THE DOUBLE CHLORIDE 
OF COLD. LESLIE E. KEELEY. M. D. . Surgeon a * 

A. R. R., hwiQB^ III. 3,000 cures. Books Free. 



IOSEPH PI LLOYT’S 
* steel'* PENS. 

Cold Medal, Paris Exposition, 1878. 


The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 
332, 351, 170, and his other styles. 
SOLD by ALL DEALERS throughout 
the WORLD. 


Premium Eng ravings. 

It is the custom of “ Petemon’s Magazine,” as tl! Its old subscribers know, to engrave, every year, a panning 
plate, in order to roward persons getting up clubs. These plates are executed in the highest style of aid, at an original 

■ ' ‘ -3 THOUSAND TO TWO THOUSAND DOLLAK8. “Peterson” having kept up this 

These are now, os a great inducement. 


cost of from ONE 
practice for many years, has now an unrivaled election of such engravings, 
offered (postage Doe) for Fifty Cents etch, as follows 


The Surrender of Cornwallis. 
“HushI Bon*t Wake Them 
Washington at Valley Forge. 
The Farabis of the Lilies. 

Not Lost but Gone ’Before . 
Gran*father Tells of Yorktown. 


Bis 


The Star of Bethlehem . 

Angels of Christmas. 

Christmas Morning. 

Bessie*s Birth-Bay. 

Banyan on Trial. 

Buu/f/an in Jail. 

Washington at Trenton. 

N. B. —Any Trader of this advertisement can have either of these engravings by remitting fifty cents, which is the more cost of 
printing and paper. Or five toill be sent for two dollars. Always say which you wish. 

* PETERSON’S MAGAZINE, 

Die No. 306 Chestnut Stree‘, Philadelphia, Pa. 


Washington’s First Interview 
Wife. 

Washington’s Adieu to Bis G et h er Sls. 
“ Our Father Who Art in Beaven.” 
Christ Weeping over Jerusalem. . 
Christ Blessing IAttle Children. 
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1 IjEAUJYJt FRAGRANCE ! 

ARE COMMUNICATED TO THE MOUTH BY 

fiOZODONT. 

w hich render* the teeth wiiitk, tht Brum* rost 
and the breuth swkkt. It thorough y removes 
tartar from the teeth nud prevents decay. 
SOLD BY DRUGGIST?!. 

A Can now grasp a fortune. Outfit worth 

iLllJllJN 1 U #10 free. KIDEOJUT & CO., 10 

'■ m Barclay Street, New York. 

? R NAME on 50 Handsome Chrorm Cards, 10c., or 

25 exttalaige size, including Goldandt ilver Chromos 
no 2 alike, 10c. 13 packs of either, $1.00. The. 1 ©Cards are the 
m ' vorsold. Franklin Printing Co., New Haven, Conn. 


H 


AIR REMOVED 

from any part of the body in FIVE 
MINUTES without injury to thoHkiu.bv 
“ IJnlinin’s Depilatory Powder,* 
Mailed for ** l.2o (stamps taJen for tht 
odd 25 cents.) Sealed circu ar Free. 

S. C. UPIIA.U, P. O. Box 24>1)7, PI 11 a da.. Pa. 

Q/"\ Fine White Gold-Edge Cards, nemo cn, 10 cents. 
0\j Sample Book, 25 cents. An Elegant Birthday or 
Christmas Card, lO cts. F. M. Shaw A Co. Jersey City, N. J. 

Morphine Habit Cured In 10 
to 20 Days. No Pay until Cured. 

J. L. Stephens, M. D., Lebanon,Ohio- 


OPIUM 


LYDIA E. PiNSCHAM’S 

VEGETABLE COMPOUND. 

Is a Positive Cnro 


For all those Painful Complaints and Weaknesses 
so common to oar bc>»t female population. 

A Medicine for Woman. Invented by a Woman. 
T pared by a Woman. 

Th# Greatest Hedleul DUcorcry Since the Dawn of ITIstory. 

GETlt revives the drooping spirits. Invigorates and 
Harmonizes tho org&nio functions, gives elasticity and 
firmness to the step, restores the natural lustre to tho 
eyo, and plants on tho palo cheek of woman the fresh 
roses of life’s spring and early summer time. 

C37~Physicians Use It and Prescribe It Freely 
It removes faintness, flatulency, destroys all craving 
ter stimulant, and relieves weakness of tho stomach. 

That feeling of bearing down, causing pain, weight 
and backache, is always permanently enrod by Its use. 
For the cure of Kidney Complaint* of cither sex 
this Cc- pound U unsurpassed. 

LYDIA F. PINKHAATS BLOOD PURIFIER 

will eradicate every vestige of Humors from the 
Blood, and give tone and strength to tho system, of 
in.3~i woman or chtiri. Insist on Laving it. 

Both the Compound and Blood Purifier are prepared 
at 233 and 233 Western Avenue, Lynn, Mass. Price of 
either, $L Six bottles for $5. Sent by mail in the form 
of pills, or of lozenges, on roceipt of price, $1 per box 
for either. Mrs. Pinkham freely answers all letters of 
inquiry. Enclose 3ct. stamp. Send for pamphlet. 

No family should be without LYDIA E. PTNEHAM’S 
LIVER 1 'lLL.s. They cure constipation, biliousness, 
and torpidity of the liver. 25 cents per box. 

23-SoId by all Druggist*.-©* 


BEATTY’S ORGANS, 27 .top^ $90. Pianos, $297.50. 

^ ° Factory running day and night, Cata¬ 

logue free. Address Daniel F. Beatty, Washington, N.J. 

100 CARDS FREE I SStt 

Acknowledged the best pack ever produced. Noonoelso 
has them. Send us 10 cts. for our New Price-List nnd 
Illustrated Catalogue, and we will print your namo 
on lOO of tho handsomest cards you ever saw FRKE, in¬ 
cluding Featlier Series, Verse Cards, Unique 
Marino Views, etc., all in brilliant colors, on heavy 
cardboard. Watches, Gold Kings, Silver Ware, 
Novelties, etc., given as premiums. Agents’ Complete 
Sample Book, 25 cents. Inducements to Agents un¬ 
equaled. Printers and Dealers supplied with blank 
curds. STEVENS BUGS., Northford, Conn. 
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PENCILS, HOLDERS, CASES, ETC. 

Tho CALLI-GRAPHK PEN 

A GOLD PEN AND RUBBER IIOLDER, containing 
ink for several days’ writing. Can bo carried in tho pocket. 
Always ready for uso. A luxury to persons who care to 
proservo their individuality in writing. 

MABIE, TODD & BARD, 

180 Broadway, New York. 

Send for Price-List. Our goods aro sold by firs t-class dealers. 

o:_. M OUTlf f 
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PENCILS, HOLDERS, C 

The CALLI-GRAI 

A GOLD PEN AND RUBBER II 
ink for several days’ writing. Can be • 
Always ready for use, A luxury to 
proservo their individuality in wrltiug 

MABIE, TODD & 

180 Broadway, New 

Send for Price-List. Our goods aro sold 
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11 BEAUTY & FRAG 

o:--:o:——:o:-:o! *k !o:-•: 

ARE COMMUNICATED TO THE 

gOZODC 

Which rentier* the teeth whitk, 
and the breath swkkt. It tboro 
turtur From the teeth and prev 
SOLD BY DRIGG) 


Can now grasp a for 

810 frco. K11>K 
Barclay Street, 

VOUR NAME on 50 Handsome Ch 
. -A 25 extra lai ge sise, including Gold • 
no 2 alike, 10c. 13 packs of either, $1.00. 
boat ever sold. Franklin Printing Co., 






AIR 

from any 


6% 41* VPHA.1I, P. 


body in FIVE 
lury tolheskin.by 
_ ‘Dilatory Powder,** 

___ v 1.2d (tMmpa tat tn j 

odd 25 cents.) Seale* 

“ UI, P. O. Box f" 


mm*' _ 

‘‘Upbam , 8 Depilatory Powdery 

Milled lor gl.25 (tMmpu tat en far th, 


uled circular Free. 
2007, Pliilada., Pa. 


QA Fine White Gold-Edge Cards, name r n, lO cents. 
O \) Sample Book, 25 cents. An Elegaut Birthday or 
Christmas Card, lO cts. F. M. Shaw & Co. Jersey City, N. J. 

Morphine Habit Cured tn 10 
to 26 Days. No Pay until Cured. 

J. L. SixraEsg, M. D„ Lebanon, Qhlo- 


OPIUM 


-* (i r ■' ‘ \ ?■ 

A«MI i'al- 

Acknowledged the best pack ever produced. j 

has them. Send us IO cts. for our New Prics*B" Wil 
Illustrated Catalogue, and we will print jwjrnani- 
on 10O of the handsomest cards you eyer »w FR““' ,n * 
eluding Feather Series, Verse Cords, Unique 
Marine Views, etc., all in brilliant colon, 
cardboard. Watohes, Gold Rings, Silver Ware. 
Novelties, etc., given as premiums. Agents Oo»PJ«® 
Sample Book, 25 cents. Inducements to 4gj*k 
equaled. Printers and Dealers supplied with ly»“ 
cards. STEVENS BROS., Kortlifbrd, Cobs. 
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** THE FALLING LEAVES.’* [See the Story, <* Aumt Judy't IFay.**] 
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NEABING HOME.” 


[S« the Poem, “ Thanksgiving Aw.”] 
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CUILPBEM'8 FASHIONS FOlt FALL AND WIMTfifi. 
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MOUBKlliG PALETOT. VELVET PALETOT. 
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DESIGNS IN DEAWN WOUK, Nos. 1 ani> 2 . 
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LILY GAVOTTE 
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LILY GAVOTTE. 



Digitized by v^ooQle 








































































A WINDY NOVEMBER DAY. WALKING-DRESSES FOR FALL. 
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PETERSON’S MAGAZINE. 


Voi. LXXXII. PHILADELPHIA, NOVEMBER, 1882. 

. ^ 

A MOUNT DESERT EPISODE. 


No. 6. 


IY KATHARINE KEENE. 



August. 

“He’s a supercilious peacock,” said Molly, 

digging her parasol into the sand. 

She ifM sitting on the rooks, below tit* towTi. ' 
with h«r sfcfter-in-law, Mrs. Randolph. At a 
distance was tho fire-year-old daughter or thir? 
latter, with the indispensable wooden shovel and \ 
paR> as irrepressible a Ultfcwitelras ever lived, ; 
nicknamed, in the family, foots* ] 

“ My dear,” said Mjsu Randolph) expostula- \ 
ling* 

“ Yes, a supercilious peacock*” fSpeated Molly, j 
tapping her foot impatiently. 

It was only the day before that they had } 


arrived, and already Molly had nearly broken 
her sister-in-law’s heart. This was especially 
hard on Mrs. Randolph, who had left her favorite 
Saratoga because Molly hod said: 41 1 detest 
fashion, and want to go to some place where 
people live sensibly in summer. Mount Desert, 
everybody says, is just such a spot: let us go 
there.” 

So to Mount Desert they had come. They 
had arrived to find Bar Harbor crowded to over¬ 
flowing. Gay New Yorkers; well-born Phila¬ 
delphians ; pretty Baltimoreans; dyspeptic South¬ 
erners ; aesthetic Bostonians; young gentlemen 
in knickerbockers ; young ladies in navy-blue: 
all stood crowded on the Rodick House piazza, 
watching the new arrivals, when Mrs. Randolph 
and her party appeared. 

Molly had preceded her sister-in-law a few 
steps—for the latter had stopped, for a moment, 
to give directions about the luggage—when sud¬ 
denly our heroine heard a voice close at her ear. 

** I»y Jove,” it said, “what a pretty girl!” 

Molly turned, angrily, and saw a handsome 
young man, who looked quite thorough-bred, yet 
than contented with himself, staring 
decidedly, almost rudely . at her. 

14 The impudent puppy, she said to herself, a 
hot flush crimsoning her cheek. The next 
offender, recognizing Mrs. Randolph, 
u'lyanccd eagerly, both hands extended. 

“Can 1 believe my eyes?” he said. “You 
hero, Mrs. Randolph? And outside the pale of 
civilization, as some people might think? What 
has induced you to desert Saratoga?” 

44 Oh, Mr. Peabody! Pm so glad to see you. 
But thereby hangs, not a tale, but a great many,” 
she replied, laughingly. 44 I’m tog tired, how¬ 
ever, to talk. Come to sec me, this evening, 
and I’ll tell you all about it.” 

44 Well, I congratulate you that you are without 
a party, or a dozen debutantes in tow,” he said; 
for he had failed to connect Molly with Mrs. 
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Randolph, supposing that our heroine belonged i she not herself a debutante —this the first season 
to some other of the arrivals. “ You don’t know > since she left school? Fortunately for the young 
what it is here. Such swarms of girls seeking j gentleman’s peace of mind, he did not see this 
husbands,” with a shrug of the shoulders. J by-play. 

“ The grasshopper plague was nothing to it.” $ But he was made to realize that something was 
Molly heard all this, and turning, fixed a pair s wrong, when, in the evening, he came to pay his 
of stern, indignant eyes on the speaker; for was 5 respects to Mrs. Randolph. That lady, after 



shaking hands, sank again into her arm-chair; t “Conceited fop,** sirt to herself. “He 
and tapping her fingers with her fan, said, indi- ] thinks he has only to throw his handkerchief, 
eating Molly with a gesture: j and any girl will be glad to pick it up.” 

“My sister-in-law, Miss Randolph. Molly, < His soliloquy was not less to the point: 

Mr. Peabody.” \ “ My beauty of the afternoon ! She overheard 

Molly rose and took the offered hand; but j me, that is plain. Gracious heavens, what a 
frigidly; her bow was as stiff as the Arctic l mess I have made of it. She’ll never forgive 
circle. ‘ me.” 
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But neither by sign nor word did he indicate 
this, lie was too much of a veteran in society 
matters for that. “ What,” he cried, with great 
effusiveness, “ your sister-in-law, Miss Randolph, 
of whom I have heard so much ? This is a most 
delightful surprise. Heretofore, whenever I 
have called, I have been told she was at school. 
And halloo, here is Toots. Why, Toots, don’t 
you know your old friend?” 

And in a moment Toots was in his arms, mem¬ 
ories of bon-bons and Mr. Peabody being synony¬ 
mous in her mind. 

“You see, Miss Randolph,” said Peabody, 
addressing the young girl, and quite ignoring 
her frigid manner, “that Toots and I are fast 
friends.’* 

“ Ah ?” replied Molly, indifferently. “We all 
know that the affections of Toots are very 
elastic.” 

But the young man, ignoring this dosided 
snub, turned to Mrs. Randolph: “Couldn’t I 
induce you and your sisters to try a game of 
tennis, to-morrow ? Or better still, to come out 
on my buck-board ? It will be, at any rate, a 
novel experience.” 

Mrs. Randolph is charmed. But Molly stands 
the very picture of ill-humor, looking prettier 
than ever, however. “Thanks,” she says, un¬ 
graciously, “but I hate lawn-tennis, and I don’t 
care to drive on a buck- 
board yet.” At hearing 
which, Mrs. Randolph 
is furious, and feels that 
she would like to box 
Molly’s ears. Peabody 
then begins to talk of 


the scenery. “ I like coming to Mount Desert,” 
he says, “because all along this coast you see 
mountain on one hand, and sea on the other ; a 
combination to be found nowhere else on our 
Atlantic coast. You must ascend Green Mountain. 
The view from it is better, I think, than that from 
Mount Washington even.” But he fails to in¬ 
terest Molly, even in the least, in his talk. 

The next morning, Mrs. Randolph, Molly, and 
the ubiquitous Toots, go down to the rocks. 
Mrs. Randolph is quiet for awhile; too much 
so : it is the calm before the storm; and finally 
she wakes up, and speaks her mind; and then 
Molly retorts in the words with which we open 
our story: “ Why shouldn’t I call him a super¬ 
cilious peacock ?” she says, defiantly. “ What on 
earth is Charlie Peabody to me? I didn’t want to 
drive with him, and I abominate spooning.” 

“ Molly,” answered Mrs. Randolph, severely, 
“ you know perfectly well that Charlie Peabody 
is the man of Bar Harbor. It is not of the 
slightest consequence whether you like him or 
not. In fact, I much prefer you shouldn't, for he 
isn’t a marrying man, everybody knows.” Up goes 
Molly’s head, with an air of pride. Mrs. Randolph 
continues, appealingly: “ But it’s such a good 
thing to be seen with him. If he takes you up, 
you’re a success; but there’s^no hope of that 
now,” and relapses into despondency. 

But Molly sits, a deli¬ 
cious little frown on her 
face, throwing stones, oc¬ 
casionally, in a weak, fu¬ 
tile way, at an obstinate 
patch of seaweed that 
will bob up and down. 
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“Irma/' she exclaims, suddenly, “don’t let’s j Toots’ thin brown legs spin over the ground, 
quarrel. You may just make up your mind that and her mass of brown curls float out on the 
I shall never bo a success in society,” and she 
gives a solemn Lord Burleigh nod. “I haven’t 
the brains for it. As for spending all my life in 
remembering to be civil to one man, because he’s 
the thing , I should be a skeleton in a week. Do 
let me have a good time, and be nice to people I 
like. Life isn’t long enough to fuss dver horrid 
people like this supercilious peacock.” And she 
tilts back her parasol, and stamps her foot. 

“What’s a silious peacock, Aunt Molly?” 
asks, at this juncture, a small shrill voice at 


wind as she flies along, fairly shrieking with 
excitement. Molly is not much better, in 
point of dignity, for she gathers up her white 
skirts in one hand, and gives her big hat an 
excited push on the back of her head. 

Suddenly they turn a sharp corner. “ Heavens 
and earth!” ejaculates Molly, as she sees Irma 
standing, gracefully composed, talking to Pea¬ 
body. 

“Oh, Auntie Molly, there it is!” screams 
Toots, in an agony: “the peacock, the silious 

peacock !” 

“Toots, be quiet, instantly,” commands that 
unfortunate relative, cold chills running up 

and down her back. 

“ Toots, come here,” implores Mts. Randolph, 
the horror of the situation coming in upon her. 
But Toots, in all her five years of existence, had 
never yet been known to mind anyone. Besides, 
5 she is wild with a desire to inspect closely the 
' curious creature; so she rushes up to Mr. Pea- 
body like a small whirlwind. There she pauses, 
and begins a grave investigation. 

I “Is you,” she says, with her head on one 
• side, like an impertinent little sparrow, “ is you 
> really a silious peacock?” 

“A what?” repeats Peabody, 
naturally somewhat astonished, 
looking down on the small object 
in front of him. Molly gives a 
gasp of horror. In another 
second, that wretched child will 
say: “ Aunt Molly said so.” 
Get out of it she must. 

As she walks away, her 
prophecies come true. She 
hears a shrill childish treble: 
“ Is you—Aunt Molly said so— 
a silious peacock ?” 

“Ah ?” she hears him answer, 
and Molly, turning, sees the irre- \ gravely: 11 Aunt Molly says I’m a peacock? But 

II don’t quite grasp the adjective.” 

Never mind the adjective,” thinks Molly, 


her elbow; 
pressible Toots. 

Molly gives a gay laugh. 


‘Toots,” says she, < 


solemnly, “ come here to your aunt. You saw ^ grimly; and then desperately she wonders if 
the big gentleman on the piazza this morning ? j there be a corner in this wretched island where 


Well, you thought he was 
didn’t you?” 

A solemn nod from Toots, whose eyes are 
growing larger and larger. 

“ But he wasn’t. He was really only a BU-per- 
cil-i-ous peacock. What’s that, you ask? Well, 
that’s a peacock who thinks himself better than 
others. Come, now. Mamma’s gone on; we’ll 
be late. Let’s have a race. See which will get 
to her first.” _ 


a man, like papa, < she can hide from that man; for as to ever looking 
< him in the face again, she never can. However, 
she need not trouble herself about that. He will 
probably turn his back on her before she has the 
chance. She seeks refage in the dining-room, 
which is beginning to fill with its crowd of 
hungry pedestrians, for the gong has sounded. 
By and by, in sail Irma and Mr. Peabody. 
Toots has disappeared. “ Irma has probably 
garroted her,” thinks Molly, with great satis- 
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faction. They seem to be in the best of spirits. > her, with: “ I don’t mind a bit, upon my soul I 
As they approach Molly, to her horror she hears > don’t. I dare say you’re right; we men are 
Mr. Peabody say: “If you’ll allow me, Mrs. \ wretched creatures.” Ifc had a funny staccato 
Randolph, I will take this vacant scat next to i way of speaking, which in the morning Molly 
Miss Randolph.” “Is he going to speak, to \ had decided to be particularly disagreeable, 
mention it ?” she thinks, m an agony. j Strange, it didn’t seem so now ! 

Peabody seemingly takes no notice of the \ Molly’s spirits return. “It’s certainly very 
wretched, blushing little being at his side, at j nice in him,” she thinks, “not to be sulky.” 
least for some minutes. “ Poor little soul,” he ; “ Really,” says she, aloud, laughing, and looking 
finally thinks, “how wretched she is making j a little bit in earnest through it all, “ do you know 
herself. She shall call me a whole Zoological j I think it’s very nice of you. I should mind, 
Garden, if she only won’t, look like that.” \ immensely, if you called me names,” giving him 

So, half in fun, half in earnest, he leans over * a shy glance from under her long lashes. 



“Perish the thought! You suggest an impos- > 
sibility, Miss Randolph,” hG retorts. ^ 

“ IIow delightful,” exclaimslfcolly, cheerfully. > 
“ Perhaps I may like you, then. That is, if when i; 
you are reviled, you revile not again.” f 

“ Will you two people eat your dinner?” inter- \ 
rupts Mrs. Randolph, who has been watching this J 
proceeding with the utmost satisfaction. And <> 
she says to herself: “Perhaps—supposing if —i 
after all. What a capital thing it would be I” j 
But every Paradise has its serpent. The ser- ^ 
pent at Bar Harbor turns np in the person of ^ 
Mrs. Crosby, a widow, irreproachable in family, ‘ 
Vol. LXXX1I.— 24 


but envious, malicious, gossiping, and with a 
pale dejected daughter, thirty years old. Mrs. 
Randolph hears of this arrival with consterna¬ 
tion. She rushes up to Molly, who is sitting on 
the piazza by a dining-room window, chatting 
with Peabody. “ Our good time’s over,” she 
cries. “Mrs. Crosby’s here, and Maria’s with 
her; and by to-morrow none of us ■will have any 
character left.” Peabody looks consternation 
itself. Molly cries: “ the slanderous old tabby.” 
She has hardly spoken, when a voice from behind 
the dining-room blinds cries: “ Maria, my dear, 
will you close that window ? The chatter outside 
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is bo tiresome.” And they know they have been 
overheard. 44 Gracious heaven,” cries Mrs. 
Randolph, “ she's there ; and listening!” 

Nothing followed this catastrophe, however, 
for many days; and Mrs. Randolph began to 
think they had not been overheard. Peabody 
even went so far as to begin to pay court to Mrs. 
t Crosby, hoping to cut her fangs, if not to pro¬ 
pitiate her. He had been talking to her one day, 
when he saw Molly in front of the piazza, without 
hat or parasol. By this time, he and she had 
grown quite intimate, Mrs. Randolph, like a wise 
woman, looking on and saying nothing. They 
had ridden, walked, and boated together, and had 
sat for hours side by side on the rocks, watching 
the sea, off to the south. ITe now rushed forth 
with almost an air of proprietorship. 

44 How can you,” he said to Molly, 44 stand out 
here, in that way, in the heat. A nut-brown 
maid is one thing ; but a Sioux, or a Cherokee—” 


“ Are two,” interrupts Molly, gayly. 41 It's a 
hopeless case, Mr. Peabody,” and she holds out 
two little brown hands for his inspection, and 
then looks up into his face with laughing eyes. 
44 Are you ashamed of me?” 

“ I wish you would let me tell you how I do 
feel towards you,” he whispers, impetuously, 
and in an aocent he has never dared to use 
before. Molly blushes ftiriously. She is utterly 
taken aback. She had never thought of this. 
What does he mean? Oh, perhaps, he means 
nothing. She is saved a reply by the approach of 
Mrs. Randolph. 

Peabody is his usual cool-mannered, well-bred 
self in a moment. “ Ah, Mrs. Randolph,” lie 
says, “I am the bearer of a flag of truce from 
her mnjesty, Mrs. Crosby. She wants to know 
if you have forgotten her, and if you won't bring 
up Miss Randolph to talk to her.” 

“ Must we back out of the roynl presence, 
when we retire?” says Molly, 
mischievously. 

“ Hush,” answers Peabody, 
11 here we are.” 

“ A very nice old lady,” is 
Molly’s judgment, as she listens 
to the bland quiet voice purring 
away to Irma. Presently she 
hears : 44 Is this your first visit 
to Bar Harbor, Mrs. Randolph ? 
But how then—do tell me—did 
you know what a happy hunting- 
ground it was ?” 

Mrs. Randolph was a coura¬ 
geous little woman, with a very 
quick temper. In an instant, 
she scented battle; and in an¬ 
other, was ftilly armed and 
equipped. 44 But I didn’t 4 ” she 
said, with a naive little laugh. 
44 How do you mean ? For what 
kind of gome?” 

44 Game?” rejoined the other* 
with a sneering laugh. “Good 
partis , of course. I hear that so 
far you’ve been moderately suc- 
00 uful.” 

All the lktie group around 
were silent. Molly alone did 
not take in the meaning of her 
words. Peabody stood looking, 
as someone said afterwards, as 
if he were going to murder her. 
But what could he do ? A m* ‘ 
interfere between two women? 
It was impossible. Mrs. Ran¬ 
dolph was absolutely white with 
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anger. The coarseness of the attack stunned her 
for the moment; but only that. 

44 Yes?” she said, with a lazy indifferent laugh. 

44 You flatter me, I’m afraid. But you forget that 
Mr. Randolph still exists; Mkl Molly, you know, is 
still a child—years and years, I hope, More she 
will think of any thing of that kind. YgfcjMldn’t 
lose your little Maria, would you, yet awhile ?” 

With which she arose. 44 Ah, Mr. Peabody, 
we were going sailing,” she said. 44 1 wonder if 
our boat’s ready ? You are coming with us, as 
usual, I suppose? Good-by, everybody.” And 
with a bright smile she tripped down the steps, 
followed by Molly and Peabody. 

As they went, there was a low buzz, and then 
Peabody heard his name, coupled with Molly’s, 
of course. After that, Mrs. Crosby’s cat-like 
voice: 44 Intentions? Why none, of course.” 

He heard, and so did Molly. But she walked 
on, her head proudly erect, her face blazing. 
Peabody dared not look at her. Mrs. Randolph 
was so angry that she felt Absolutely ill. She 
said abruptly that she could not go boating: 
they must go without her; and turned back. 

Peabody and Molly walked along in profound 
silence. To this day, Molly oan see distinctly 
the landing, and the very plank on which they : 
stood, whilst looking around for the boatman; j 
and where, as the wind began to blow fresher, 1 
her companion insisted on putting over her her \ 
knit ab&wL It was about eleven o’clock. The \ 
sun Wk&esting hotly down upon the planks, j 
which ml out a faint odor of tar—to this day 
Molly* hates tar. 

Peabody left her, to signal to one of the little 
birch canoes bobbing lazily up and down in the 
water. Across the waters, Harvard men wcro 
singing college songs, and their voices came 
floating to her. Something, she didn’t know \ 
what, made the tears rise to her eyes. How j 
dreadful it all was. How could she ever speak j 
to Mr. Peabody again ? Just then, Peabody came 
towards her. 44 This way, Miss Molly,” he said, 
in just his usual voice. 44 Our canoe is here.” j 

As he helped her into the canoe, lie caught 


sight of her quivering lips, her tearful eyes. 
44 Don’t,” he whispered. 44 My darling, if you do, 
I shall most certainly kiss you; and think how 
disgraceful that would be.” 

Molly ought to have been very angry; but 
she wasn’t—not a bit. Splash ! went the paddle. 
Peabody’8 ideas of the view must have been 
vague in the last extreme; for Molly heart¬ 
lessly interposed her scarlet umbrella between 
herself and him, leaving him to occupy him¬ 
self with all kinds of futile conjectures os to 
how she was looking an<ji what she was doing 
behind it. 

Thump, bang, and they ran up on the little 
pebbly beach. At one side was a steep hill, 
thickly wooded with pine trees, whose aromatic 
fragrance came wafted down to them on the crisp 
morning air. On the other was a jagged pile of 
stern gray rocks, with nooks and crevices of 
delightful shadow. 

With the quickness of long practice, Peabody 
at once selects the most comfortable and the most 
accessible sp6t. As Molly was handed to the 
shore, she had a desperate feeling come over her. 
Escape she must. But how ? She stopped, and 
looked back at the canoe. Peabody comprehended 
what was in her mind. Without a moment’s 
hesitation, he stretched out his arms and drew 
her towards him. 

44 Molly, dearest,” he said, tenderly, 44 don’t 
you know what I have to tell you?” 

Half resisting, half yielding, she stammers out 
a confused 44 No.” 

44 Molly, Molly,” he went on, 44 don’t say no. 
It’s ‘yes’ you’re going to say to me. Tell me, 
dearest, is it?” 

Molly raised her happy confused face from his 
shoulder. 44 If I could only be sure,” she whis¬ 
pered, 44 that you weren’t simply doing* this to 
Bpite Mrs. Crosby, and that—and that—you 
didn’t think me one of the grasshoppers—” 

Peabody, in spite of all, roars with laughter. 
Finally he sobers down. 

“Tell me,” he said. 44 Do you think me a 
supercilious peacock now ?” 


“Oil HUSH TIIEE, MY SORROW!” 


Oh hush thee, my sorrow! 
Lie still in my breast. 
And let my sad spirit 
In peacefulness rest; 
For some glad to-morrow 
Will banish my sorrow. 
And I shall be blest. 


A X S A ROYLSTOX. 

_ . a 1 / » 


.. itx life tfcea, sorrow! 

* LtvfaMM In my heart, 

f Where still'd are the memories 

That will not depart. 

If no glad to-morrow 
Shall dawn on my sorrow, 

Heaven strength will impart. 
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BT SLLA RODMAN CIItJRCH.. 

“ Fve got it.” | in the^BWfcttrbs, where he rented the parlor floor. 

The remark was addressed, in strict confidence, j There was no Mrs. Gordon, although that rnythi- 
to the speaker herself: and “ it ” was merely an j cal lady was frequently addressed by enterprising 
idea—a clue, as it were, rolled up in a ball; but j milliners and dressmakers, and favored with 
which, if unrolled, might lead through tangled / cards to all their “openings,” until the doctor 
labyrinths to a shining goal. \ became quite an adept in the mysteries of female 

So at least dreamed the solitary occupant of 5 apparel generally. 1 

the car that dragged its slow length through) Sadie Oilman was his distant cousin; and 
one of the suburbs. A large lithograph portrait, j there was a sort of chronic quarrel between 
in a druggist's window, had juBt arrested her \ them, and besides a little chronic love-making. 


attention, and called forth her exclamation. 
Beneath the self-satisfied face of the portrait, 
with its severely plain hair oombed down behind 
the ears, was inscribed the legend: 

44 Yours, to be Healthy, Wealthy, and Wise, 
SopiiROKLA L. Frisk.” 

This lady was frequently encountered in the 
advertising columns of the daily papers, where 
she styled herself, in large capitals, the Bene¬ 
factress of her Sex, and claimed for her Famous 
Headache-Pills the power of curing every form 
and ramification of that essentially feminine 
malady. Her features had been familiar to the 
public for some time past; and yet the sight of 
them, on that February afternoon, impelled Miss 
Sadie Oilman to the inward exclamation already 
recorded. 

“ What else,” reflected the young lady, as she 
proceeded slowly to her destination, “ what else 
do people complain of constantly, besides head¬ 
aches ?” 

She was deeply buried in thought when the 
car stopped at the familiar corner, and she got 
out at Cameleopard Street to give her music- 
lessons. Her smallest pupil, aged six, was not 
visible. The child had been attacked in the 
night by croup, and had come very near suffo¬ 
cating. 

“ It is such a dreadful disease,” sighed the 
harassed-looking mother. “ I wonder the doc¬ 
tors don’t take it seriously in hand, and resolve 
to find a cure for it. Any man that could do 
this would certainly make his fortune.” 

“I’ve got it,” repeated Mist Oilman again, 
still confidentially to hcrqplf; and when her 
lessons were finished, she staWMl briskly off on 
a new errand. f/ 

This was a visit to a certain Dr. Frank Gordon, 
whose professional sign adorned a modest house 
(352) 


| But Miss Sadie declared that she was tired of 

I poverty, and intended to be a millionaire. Marry¬ 
ing a poor doctor, she added, was not the way to 
accomplish this. Doctor Frank didn’t urge the 
point. He never urged any point particularly, 
being a firm believer in the Bo-peep theory of 
“ Let them alone. 

And they’ll come home; 

i so that Sadie felt quite at her ease with him, 
and even went so far, occasionally, as to admit 
that there was something wonderfully winning 
about Frank, after all. 

He was very nice-looking, certainly, with the 
professional air which those near-sighted glasses 
| gave him; and to-day his visitor was more struck 
| by his appearance than usual, as he row from 
I his writing-table to greet her. ‘ -■ 

| “Frank,” she began, rather timidly, “can 
j you give me an unfailing prescription for croup? 
j That is, the very best that has ever yet been 
Uried?” 

| “ Not for yourself, I hope?” 

j “ Don’t be ridiculous, please, if yefu can help 
i it. Little Katie Masters is a perfect martyr to 
i the disease; and I want it for some others, too. 
i You’ll write it out for me, won’t you ?” 
j “Most certainly,” taking up his pen again; 

\ “ but I cannot conscientiously call it * unfailing,* 

| as they do the patent medicines/* 

? A rush of color swept over Sadie’s face just 
j then, and Frank Gordon wondered what it meant, 
f But it was much too pretty to find fault with. 

\ “ Please write it so that civilized people can 

i read it,” observed the young lady, rather saucily; 

| “ and don’t put in those queer little Latin abbre- 
\ viations. I have a particular desire to under* 

• stand it myself.” 

| Again that sunset color, as Doctor Frank 
\ looked at her a little inquiringly ; and he began 
\ to wonder if he had any grounds for hope. 
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“Should this accomplish what I want of it,” | 
said the recipient, as she carefully bestowed the j 
precious document in her chatelaine-bag, “you 
will not be forgotten.” 

She had not quite decided whether her j 
acknowledgment of Doctor Gordon’s services j 
should take the shape of a handsome gold watch i 
—he carried a silver one now, poor fellow—or 
some other testimonial. But the expression with 
which she made the remark was so significant, 
that it was interpreted in quite another way. 

“Thanks,” was the reply. “I want no evi- j 
dences of gratitude,” also significantly. “ But ] 
I think that remedy the best that has ever yet j 
been tried. You are quite sure that you are not 
about to s$t up as a quack doctor?” 

He said this quite at random and jestingly, but 
she flushed up over cheek and brow agnin. j 
“ Cheeks like damask roses,” he commented, \ 
as he returned to his book, with a piquant girl’s \ 
face coming rather too frequently between him > 
and it. j 

The young lady wended her way back to the > 
flat which at present constituted the family 
abiding-place, and found mother and sister j 
busily engaged in the exhilarating occupation of { 
turning an old dress. Sadie longed to tell them 
that it might be the last one upon which they \ 
would need to exercise their talents ; but mamma \ 
was scarcely a safe repository for a secret, and ! 
Laura was inflammable ; so she wisely refrained j 
for the present. j 

The next day, Sadie went in quest of her j 
“familiar,” as the family called a lady of some i 
sixty odd years, who inhabited a single room in j 
a boarding-house, and spent her time in visiting ! 
the poor and relating her autobiography. Mrs. \ 
Gladsome called herself an old woman; but it { 
really seemed as though, to afford space enough j 
for the acting of all the dramas, tragedies, and j 
comedies which had fallen to her share, Bhe f 
should have been a female Methuselah. j 

She was wonderfully interested in the secret j 
confided to her, and bestowed abundant sympathy > 
and some valuable advice; for Mrs. Gladsome j 
was os much at home on the subject of patent ! 
wtedicines as with most other things. She also 
knew just the people, too, who were needed for 
any emergency; and having impressed upon her j 
young friend the desirableness of a certain Mr. ! 
James “ taking hold of it,” Bhe escorted her • 
forthwith to be introduced to that magnate. 

The young lady did not consider the gentleman 
at all prepossessing in appearance. But fortu¬ 
nately, personal beauty was not indispensable to J 
success in a venture of this kind. Mr. James j 
kept his hands in his pockets, and evidently j 
Vol. LXXXII.—26. 


had no prejudices in favor of clean linen. Re 
was, however, disposed to look favorably on the 
croup prescription. 

He finally agreed to bring it before the public, 
furnishing all the money, which he assured Miss 
Oilman would imply a “ tree-men-jous ” outlay 
in the way of advertising; and allowing his 
partner one-third of the receipts. The remedy 
was to be launched as 

Dr. Blade’s Infant Preserver. 

The bottles, moreover, were to be embellished 
with the picture of a demon, labeled “Croup,” 
clutching a child from its terrified mother’s arms. 

“They like it strong,” said the man of enter¬ 
prise, “and that picture will be sura to fetch 
’em.” 

It was a very funny piece of business, and 
quite exciting, because of its privacy and the 
glittering hopes it held out. But Sadie found that 
she‘had a great deal more to do in the matter 
than she had imagined. Her partner expected 
her to furnish what he called the fancy touches: 
concocting labels, advertisements, hand-bills, and 
posters, for which he frankly acknowledged 
himself incapacitated from want of “ eddiention,” 
He was a shrewd business man, but no scribe, as 
the ill-spelled notes, directed to Mrs. Gladsome 
(according to agreement), but intended for Miss 
Oilman, abundantly testified. 

The young lady’s brain was in a perfect whirl, 
with all her varied employments, as well as with 
her great expectations; for Mr. James assured 
her that the “Infant Preserver” was selling 
like hot cakes, and the only difficulty was that 
before long there wouldn’t be any more croup 
left to cure. 

Some weeks after Miss Oilman’s visit to Doctor 
Gordon, the latter was spending an evening on the 
flat, and spoke of a case of croup to which he was 
called barely in time to save the child’s life. 

“ The idiot of a mother,” said he, indignantly, 
“ was about to dose the poor little sufferer with 
one of those horrible patent medicines, with 
which the country is flooded. But the father, on 
my recommendation, pitched it out of the window, 
where it probably killed the cats instead of the 
child. Why will people be such fools? The 
idea of putting any trust in a compound with a 
flaming picture on it And such a label as ‘ The 
Infant Preserver.’ IJie man who got that up 
ought to be indicted for child-murder.” 

“ And what did you give the baby, Frank?” 
asked Sadie, in a curious kind of voice. 

“ The very remedy that I wrote out for you; 
and it acted like a charm. By the way, how did 
you succeed with it?” 


Digitized by ^.ooole 




354 


THANKSGIVING EVt, — IP. 


“I didn’t succeed at all,” was the reply, as \ 
the speaker became quite hysterical with laugh- i 
ing and crying together, to the great amazement ? 
of her relatives. “ That wretched James has run > 
away with all the money, and I am left lamenting. | 
“ But oh, Frank, to think of your throwing your < 
own prescription out of the window !” j 

And now Sadie, unable longer to restrain her- \ 
self, giggled uncontrollably. \ 

There was no end of explanations to be made; j 
and after the first shock of horror at having had j 
anything to do, however remotely, with an j 
Infant Preserver,” the family verdict pro- 5 
nounced Sadie’s enterprise highly commendable. < 
It was also decided, that since all the trouble nnd \ 
disgrace had been incurred, it was a great pity > 
that no money should be forthcoming from it. 5 
Doctor Frank looked funny enough at the \ 

1 


denouement. But when his glance fell upon Sadie, 
there was something of reproach in it. However, 
since he had gotten up a patent medicine without 
knowing it, he did not intend to sit down tamely 
and let another appropriate the profits. So Mr. 
James was finally discovered and forced to dis¬ 
gorge some of his ill-gotten gains, and to give up 
all interest in the successful croup remedy. It 
was placed in honest hands, nnd although Doctor 
Gordon's connection with it was kept strictly 
private, he found it quite a source of revenue. 

There was a Mrs. Gordon, too, as a consequence 
of all this; and the latter said, one day, to her 
husband: 

“ It seems to me, Frank, that I took a great 
deal of trouble just to marry you.” 

** And very unnecessary trouble, too,” was the 
reply; “ for ‘ Barkis was willin’ ’ all along.” 


THANKSGIVING EVE. 

BY MARY V. SPENCER. 


The windows shook and rattled; 
The gale was at its height. 

A mother, ’mid her children. 

Whs watching out the night. 

“Oh, Lord,” Bhe prayed, “ remember 
Those going down to sea; 

And bring him back to-morrow, 

To these—dear ones—and—me.” 

Out on the wild Atlantic— 

Reeling before the blast; 

At ev’ry surge that smote her, 
Shiv’riug, as ’twero her last. 

The waters, like a whirlpool. 

About her boiling white— 

The good craft fonght nnd battled 
All through that fearful night. 


“ Ho, steady,” cried the skipper, 

Half lost in clouds of foam. 

“Pull, pull! And think, my hearties. 

Of wives and babes nt home. 

What, breakers ? Close a-lee, too; 

The light-ehip bearing sonth? 

Hard down! Aye, there we fetch it. 
Hurrah, the harbor’s mouth I” 

The sun rose bright and cheery; 

The gale had done its worst. 

From each Thanksgiving steeple, 

A joyous welcome burst. 

A door whs softly opened— 

The wife looked up—a start— 

“ Oh, Lord,” she sobbed, “ I thank Thee—” 
And fainted on bis heart. 


IF. 

BT MAUD MEREDITH. 


If the day wm all like the morning, 
With rosy flushes of dawn; 

And never a shadow falling, 

And never the night came on— 

If the years were all as the spring-time, 
When airs with the rhythm beat 
Of the swelling of buds, and the quiver 
Of blades in the noonday heat— 

Nor ever brown seed-pods filling; 

Nor ever the sere black frost; 

Chill winds and the gray skies lowering. 
Above the blighting and loss— 


And if life Were all as cmr youth i% 

Brave spirits and bounding blood; 

And never the sorrows and heartaches. 

And more of the evil than good: 

Then days would all be as heaven, 

And years like eternal noon. 

And life be a joy in the living, 

And love be the greatest boon. 

Bat morn sinks into the midnight; 

Spring fades with the warm June’s breath; 
And life goes out into blackness, 

In ashes, and dust, and death. 
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BY FRANK LEE BENEDICT. 

CONTINUED FROM PAOE 282. 

CHAPTER III. t much importance in his eyes, considering what 

For some momenta Grace sobbed on, and their respective fortunes already were; but he 


refused to listen to Crawford’s anxious pleadings. 
Indeed, at first, she was incapable of listening. 
Her whole senses were absorbed in the misery of 
the thought that danger menaced the hopes of 
6 uceess which had been absolute certainties to 
her mind. Gracejoved money, not only for the 
pleasures and power it afforded, but she loved it 
for its own sake; and though she spent a great 
deal, the miser and the spendthrift always fought 
in her soul in a very odd fashion. The members 
of her household knew, from uncomfortable expe¬ 
rience, that any act approaching extravagance, or 
even open-handedness, was certain to be suc¬ 
ceeded by a stingy freak, during which she would 
curtail the most ordinary expenses, vehemently 
dispute the smallest bills and accuse everybody, 
from Cousin Elizabeth down to the cook, of being 
in league to try and ruin her. 

It was only lately that Mark had begun to 
gain any perception of this trait, which, if not 
checked, must, long before she reached middle 
age, render her absolutely niggardly and mean. 
She could give largely when the donations would 
redound to her credit; outwardly her establish¬ 
ment was conducted with liberality, and for a 
good while Crawford had believed that she was 
at once generous and prudent; but during the 
past months certain discoveries had made him 
fear that her generosity was only a form of 
vanity, and what he had deemed prudence, an 
avaricious spirit, doubly unpleasant to witness in 
one so young. But he had tried to shut his eyes 
to these suspicions, as he tried loyally to cure or 
make the best of numerous other faults in her 
character, disposed to be the more lenient because 
be knew—sorely as he regretted to admit the 
fact—that his affection was so lukewarm, he ran 
the risk often of judging her too harshly. 

But he was not condemning her now. Indeed, 
be felt heartily sorry for her, believing this blow 
produced tHe feeling which it had in a lesser 
degree given him—a feeling of acute disappoint¬ 
ment, not at the idea of losing the money, but the 
lack of success; for Mark was not accustomed to 
failure. So far as the pecuniary interests in¬ 
volved were concerned, he .was incapable of re¬ 
gret. Large as the Bum was, it was not a matter of 


\ hated to think that all his time and energy had 
been wasted, and it hurt his professional vanity 
\ to meet with this sudden rebuff. 

| But Grace’s distress prevented his thinking 
] anything clearly, beyond a.desire to soothe and 
j comfort her. She had never before treated him 
> to a scene of this kind, and he was actually 
j alarmed by the force of the hysterical outburst, 

| which would not have frightened Cousin Eliza- 
j beth or Julia Southgate in the least. 

I When Grace saw that he was terrified, she got 
her wits back enough to try and turn his alarm 
to use, actually hoping, well as she knew Mark, 
to induce him to admit that they were not called 
upon to give any importance to this paper. But 
Mark perceived the drift of her broken sentences 
and half-expressed adjurations, and stopped her 
with fresh sternness. 

“You don’t know what you are saying, 
Grace,” he exclaimed. “Try and get quiet, so 
that we can talk the matter over.” . • ' 

“I don’t want to talk about it,” she cried. ' 
“ I never saw anybody so crazy, Mark, as you. 
Grandpapa settled everything, and now you want 
to upset all his plans, just because you have 
found that old letter.” 

“The first thing is to read it quietly,” he 
said. “You have given me no opportunity to do 
that yet.” 

“ Oh, now you want to blame me. Well, I did 
not think you could be so cruel, Mark. You 
frighten me half to death about nothing, and then 
scold me for giving way a little.” 

“ My dear Grace, I am not blaming you.” 

“ Then tear up that old letter. Of course it is 
of no consequence. If grandpapa had ever meant 
to act upon it, he had plenty of time. He—” 

But Mark had begun perusing the sheet again, 
and now put up his hand to silence her. 

“ Don’t say another word, Grace. Just let me 
read it to you,” he said, directly. 

“I don’t want to hear. I won’t. Give me 
the letter. It is mine, not yours. Grandpapa 
told me to burn all his papers—” 

“ He did not tell you that during his illness; 
for he never spoke three connected sentences alter 
his attack,” interrupted M&rit. 

(3Sfc) 
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44 No, but he did, over and oyer, before that. 
He said there was a lot of journals and things 
that he could not bear to burn, though he did 
not want them to be read by others. You know 
how reticent he was—how secretive. Why it is 
positively wicked to pry about among his papers. 
I have not kept my promise. I have disobeyed 
his positive commands.” 

4 ‘ They could not apply to this,” said Mark, 
looking up from the page. 44 You must let me 
read it to you.” 

44 1 tell you I won’t hear: I won’t,” cried 
Grace, turning upon him with a sudden fury in 
her face, which startled him for an instant, and 
then brought a chill sensation of disgust at this 
betrayal of hitherto unsuspected violent and evil 
traits in her character. 

44 If you refuse to listen, Henry Doane will 
not,” he said, in a cold hard tone, which made 
Grace tremble with renewed terror and rage. 

44 How dare you talk about disposing of what 
belongs to me !” she exclaimed. 44 You let your 
desire to thwart me and put me in the wrong 
carry you too far, Mark. I will not endure it.” 

44 If that is your way of regarding the matter, 
we must understand each other thoroughly before 
we go farther,” he said, in an icy voice. 44 1 
shall not answer your charge.” 

44 No, no, Mark, I did not meai} it,” she broke 
in, somewhat frightened. 

44 Nor should I ever try to dispose of what 
belongs to you alone,” he continued. 44 But you 
are my betrothed wife, and your honor is my 
affair, as if we were already married.” 

44 Oh, if you mean to accuse me of being dis¬ 
honorable, I have done,” sighed Grace, putting 
her handkerchief to her eyes. 

44 1 am not likely to do that,” he answered, 
struggling hard to retain his waning patience; 
44 but I want you to be reasonable and just.’^ 

44 It’s neither reasonable nor just for you to 
get some absurd scruple in your head, and then 
call it honor,” retorted Grace. 

44 If you will listen to this letter, you must 
admit that your honor and mine is involved,” he 
said; and Grace did not venture to protest 
further. 

She sat silent while he read, doing her utmost 
to subdue her agitation, in order to take in the 
full meaning of the epistle, and find arguments 
wherewith to combat Mark’s resolution. But 
her heart sank lower and lower as she listened. 
Each fresh sentence became additional evidence 
of the utter hopelessness of attempting to influ¬ 
ence Mark Crawford. No power under heaven 
could change him. She must submit, or give 
him up altogether. It seemed to Grace, in her 


wrath and disappointment, that so far as he was 
personally concerned, she could have done this 
with savage satisfaction. She felt, for the mo¬ 
ment, that she actually hated him; but she 
could not renounce the position she would have 
as his wife; then that unworthy sentiment 
passed; she knew it was not real, either: as 
much as she was capable of loving, she loved 
Mark ; and she must submit. 

He read the epistle to the end ; then said, in 
a matter-of-fact tone which showed that he con¬ 
sidered there was not even room left for dis¬ 
cussion : 

44 You see I was right, Grace.” 

44 No, I do not,” she replied, sharply. 

He looked at her in utter astonishment. But 
her face gave ample evidence of her sincerity. 
Plain and clear as the epistle was, it had not 
in the least altered her opinions. 

44 Well, if words mean anything at all,” he 
said, “these signify t^at your grandfather had 
changed in his feelings towards Henry Doane, 
and wished him to know that he had done so; 
to know also that he proposed to leave him those 
lands, or their equivalent.” 

44 Then why did he never send the letter? 
He never did, else Henry would have shown it 
to us at once.” 

44 Evidently there was not time—” 

44 Nonsense. There is no date. But that 
letter must have been written a long while before 
grandpapa’s death.” 

“On the contrary, here is a passage which 
goes to prove it was written just prior to his ill¬ 
ness,” returned Crawford, glancing down the 
page, and slowly reading a long paragraph. 

“I don’t see that it proves it at all,” cried 
Grace. 44 It is my money. You have no right 
to force me to give it up. You have said all 
along I was as certain of winning my case as one 
can be of anything in advance.” 

44 1 am equally sure of it now,” Mark inter¬ 
rupted. 44 But if you did, I do not suppose your 
conscience would be very easy, knowing that if 
your grandfather had lived a little longer, the 
money never would have been yours.” 

44 According to that, if I had reason to think 
that, for some freak, grandpapa changed his 
mind, and meant to leave me a beggar, after 
promising to make me his heiress, I ought to 
give up all I postffess?” 

44 1 should most certainly consider that you 
ought,” said Mark. 

44 Well,” exclaimed Graoe, 44 there's one thing 
sure: outside of a lunatic asylum, you wouldn't 
find anybody to agree with you.” 

44 That would not alter right,” replied Mark. 
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44 But this is not giving up your fortune. You 
are rich enough without that sum. I am rich, 
too—wealthier than you know. Why, Grace, 
my professional income alone averages twenty 
thousand dollars a year.” 

“Oh,” she ejaculated, for there was a little 
balm in this thought, though she could not stop 
then to derive much consolation from it. 44 All 
the same, Mark, I don’t mean to relinquish my 
rights. Unless the law will give it to him, and 
you say it won’t, Henry Doane shall never have 
that money.” 

He was shocked and disgusted. Harsh, con¬ 
temptuous words rose to his lips; but he re¬ 
pressed them, and said, patiently: 

“ You don’t realize what you are saying, Grace. 
You are speaking from the first impulse of anger* 
and disappointment.” 

“ No, I am not. If you argued a month, you 
could not change my mind.” 

“ I should be a very wretched man if I 
believed you,” Mark answered. “ Stop, Grace ; 
let me finish. I think I can show you that you 
have not really reflected yet. See here: if you 
had found a will of your grandfather’s, you 
would not for an instant dream of suppressing it, 
however adverse to your interests?” 

For the first time in her life, Grace Alderly 
got a fleeting impression that there were depths 
and capabilities in her nature which she had 
never sounded, and from which she now shrank 
with a vague uneasiness. t 

“ From anybody else, that question would be 
an intolerable insult. From you, it is wanton 
cruelty,” she cried, endeavoring to take refuge 
in wounded feeling, though her voice was angry 
rather than hurt. 

“ You could not do it. The idea of such 
wickedness would never cross your mind,” he 
exclaimed. “Well, Grace, when you are cool, 
and able to think, you will see that to suppress 
this letter would in reality be a crime just as 
great as to burn a will.” 

“ I don’t believe that letter would weigh a 
straw with all the judges in Christendom,” said 
Grace, obstinately. 

“ And I assure you it would. I know pretty 
well what evidence Doane has got: what his 
witnesses will swear to. With this letter added, 
there is no shadow of doubt that he could break 
your grandfather’s will.” 

^ “I wonder you ever took the case up, if you 
can be turned about by so little a thing as that,” 
retorted Grace, with an imperviousness to reason 
and right that was at once painful and exas¬ 
perating. 

44 Good heavens, Grace, do try to understand. 


Do think what you are saying. I believed that 
we were acting honestly, in opposing Doane’s 
claim; that *we were carrying out your grand¬ 
father’s wishes; but here, here is proof that we 
were mistaken,” cried Mark, tapping the letter 
upon the table. 44 Here is actually a message to 
us from the dead. If his spirit had come back, 
and uttered a positive command, our duty could 
not be plainer.” 

44 1 must beg you to spare me any violence. 
My nerves will not stand it,” teid Grace, with 
a mingled deprecation and contempt which made 
Crawford’s blood boil. 44 If Henry Doane had 
believed in the justice of his cause, or had any 
real hope of success, he would never have done 
what he did months ago, and before bringing the 
suit: that is, go about in a roundabout fashion, 
attempting to compromise, and persuading me to 
give him money.” 

44 But what has that to do with the present 
question? What we are dealing with now is 
your grandfather’s will—” 

44 His will left me his whole fortune,” broke in 
Grace, triumphantly. 

Was she the most obtuse of created beings, or 
did she affect to misunderstand his words for the 
express pleasure of worrying him ? Whichever 
might be the case, the anger her speech roused 
warned Mark that he needed to take a fresh 
grasp of his waning patience. 

44 1 am not speaking of Mr. Doane’s legal 
testament,” he said, with forced composure; 
and he held up the letter os he spoke, 44 but of 
this, which to you and me, as honest people, 
must be just as binding and sacred os if it were 
a will, duly signed and attested.” 

44 Oh, since you very nearly accused me of 
being capable of forgery, or something as bad, 
nothing else you can say will surprise me,” 
returned Grace, suddenly assuming a martyr-like 
air. 

• Mark bounded to his feet. Grace uttered a 
little cry, and shrank back in her chair as if 
frightened, though in reality she was delighted 
at having roused him to anger. She had often 
forced him to give in by sheer dint of apparent 
inability to comprehend his arguments. Perhaps 
she could make him now. 

Cmwford walked several times up and*down 
the room, while she sat watching him behind the 
shelter of her pocket-handkerchief. Presently 
he came back, and stood leaning his hand on the 
table, still holding the letter. How Grace wished 
she dared snatch it and burn it. Once destroyed, 
it seemed to her there would be an end of the 
matter, even in his mind. He would be furious 
at first, but he would finish by forgiving her. 
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“The time for discussion has passed,” Mark 
said, coldly. “ What we are called upon to do is 
to act.” % 

“ I should think so,” said Grace, still clinging 
desperately to her obtuseness, actually convincing 
herself that thereby she gained some indefinable 
advantage; “with the suit dragging on as long 
as it has, but certain to be settled in a fortnight, 
in spite of Henry Doane’s artifices and delays.” 

Mark felt that if he was to retain a gleam of 
respect for the girl, he must cherish the idea that 
her dullness of perception was not assumed. So 
he said, resignedly: 

“ I will do the best I can. I dare say I can 
make an arrangement with Doane to share the 
costs. You could not oblige him to; but what¬ 
ever his faults, he is generous enough to appre¬ 
ciate upright and honest dealing.” 

“ Are you talking English ?” asked Grace, with 
a provoking laugh, though her voice trembled 
somewhat. But Mark was too busy trying to 
control himself to notice this slight sign of 
betrayal. “ If you are, it must be lawyers' 
English, which, to outsiders, is equivalent to an 
unknown tongue.” 

“ It would be difficult to make my meaning 
clearer. I say I may be able to induce Doane, 
as a return for your right dealing, to bear a por¬ 
tion of the expenses, so far as the suit has gone.” 

“Well,” said Grace, stolidly, “since the law 
will so soon condemn Henry to pay all the costs, 
I don’t understand the object of any such move.” 

“Good God, Grace, don’t you perceive that 
the suit is at an end ? That you withdraw—” 

“ I do nothing of the kind,” she interrupted. 

He flung himself into his chair again, and 
stared at her with a mixture of feelings, in 
which the uppermost was a sort of despair at 
the thought of the future which must be spent 
with this woman. It was like gazing into a 
vault, with just light and air enough to keep a 
prisoner from suffocation, and knowing that he 
was to be shut in there with a stone sphinx ,for 
his sole companion. He roused himself, at last. 
In his present mood, it was absolutely perilous 
to contemplate that captivity. Directly, he 
asked, quietly: 

“ Will you send for Doane to come here, or 
shall I write to him and enclose this letter?” 

“ The letter would not in the least affect the 
verdict,” said Grace, doggedly. 

“ Why, I tell you that to go on with the suit, 
in the face of that evidence, added to what Doane 
can already bring, would be madness.” 

“Then he—” 

Grace stopped short. The sudden kindling of 
Mark’s eyes made her afraid to finish the sen¬ 


tence, which would have been an assertion that 
she did not mean her relative to have the letter. 
She was acute enough to see that even a hint of 
such intention or desire would alienate Mark 
from her forever; no, her only hope lay in 
persevering in her dullness. 

Suddenly, a new thought started up ; and after 
a pause, she added: 

“ You mean you won’t have anything more to 
do with the case?” 

“ Don’t I tell you that you have none?” 

“ But if another lawyer thought differently ?” 

Mark was past speech. He merely held up 
the letter. 

“Oh, that,” said Grace, slowly, as if feeling 
her way. “Well, I’m stupid and dull, but it 
^eems to me, in a lawyer’s hands, that very letter 
might be used to my advantage.” 

“How?” Mark asked, unable to restrain the 
question, though he shrank from the fresh reve¬ 
lation of her character which an answer might 
give. 

“In this way. Perhaps I can’t explain. But 
I should think, if properly brought up in his 
closing speech, this letter—an old letter—might 
become a proof of how completely grandpapa 
changed his mind after Henry’s bad conduct—” 

“A letter which to you and me bears evidence 
of having been written shortly before his death,” 
broke in Mark, unable to listen longer. 

“ What you and I might think has nothing to 
do with it,” persisted Grace. “ Henry is a bad 
man. We oaght to use all means to defeat him. 
If this letter would help by showing that, after it 
was written, grandpapa found hiln out thoroughly, 
and so kept it back, then I can see that it would 
be of some real use.” 

It was very difficult to cling to his wish to 
believe that she was obtuse instead of crafly and 
unprincipled, but he must do it for both their 
sakes. 

“ You don’t know what you are saying. You 
can’t dream how dreadful it sounds,” he ex¬ 
claimed. “Supposing it possible—which it 
would not be—to give this letter that signifi¬ 
cance, think what we should be doing. Stulti¬ 
fying ourselves—acting a lie. Grace, Grace, try 
to comprehend.” 

“You — you would not be willing I should 
consult another lawyer?” she faltered. 

“ No,” he cried, in a voice hard as iron ; then 
he struggled anew, and continued more gently: 
“I can’t make you see, but you must trust me. 
Any such step would positively disgrace you.” 

“ Then I’m to be plundered and robbed, and 
yet I’m to make no effort to prevent it. A 
pretty doctrine,” Grace fairly shrieked. 


Digitized by Tooele 




MISS ALDERLY'S LAW-SUIT. 


359 


44 You are to resign what does not belong to j 
you to its rightful owner,” said Mark, firmly. f > 
44 Later, you will be able to understand. At \ 
present, there is only one thing to do, and that j 
must be done.” j 

44 What?” she asked, growing very white. i 
44 Give up this letter to Henry Doane, and tell 
him that you do not oppose his claim.” j 

Grace indulged in a worse hysterical outburst ] 
than the first had been; but though he was very j 
kind, Crawford of course did not for an instant j 
falter in his resolve. Grace knew that she must \ 
resign her precious money or release her lover, j 
and she could not lose him. But her brain > 
could act quickly enough, in its narrow, crafty S 
ft* hion. Even in the height of her rage and j 
anguish, she could plan and plot. The idea of a 
compromise with Henry Doane suggested itself 
to her mind. If she could keep Mark from 
taking any step for a day or two; if Doane, 
always in want of money, should snap at a 
moderate sum, paid down—oh, it would be a 
blessing to save two-thirds — even half of the 
amount. She wept and sobbed and moaned; 
she drove Mark nearly frantic by her up- 
braidings ; then she changed to tenderness, and 
talked of her love, her willingness to obey him: 
whatever he wanted must be right. 

44 You will know it is right when you are calm, 
my dear girl,” he said. * 

44 Well, give me a little time to get used to the 
idea,” she pleaded. 44 It is a terrible disappoint¬ 
ment, I can’t deny it. Not that I prize money 
for itself; but one can do so much good, and that 
wretch will only waste it. Let mo think it over. 
Don’t be hard on me.” 

44 Of course, of course,” • Mark answered. 

44 Come, now, let’s put the whole thing aside. 

It isn’t worth thinking of twice, only to be 
thankful that we have discovered what your 
grandfather’s wishes were, and that we are able 
to carry them out.” 

44 That is too much. Thankful that a man like ; 
Henry should get money to squander and—” j 

44 We know very little about him,” interrupted j 
Mark. 44 Ho does not bear a bad character. We j 
judged him by what your grandfather said, and f 
now we find that your grandfather had reason to j 
believe himself mistaken; that beyond extrava- j 
gance and negligence, Doane was innocent.” j 
Grace said no more. She had gained a re- | 
prieve. Her wisest course was to conceal the j 
full depth of her bitterness and wrath. 

44 We will have our drive,” Mark said. 44 The 
air will do you good.” 

4 l No; my head aches fearfully. I shall lie 
down,” Grace answered. 


After a little more conversation, Mark turned 
to leave the room. As he opened the door, a 
servant met him in the hall, bringing a tele¬ 
gram. Mark stepped back into the study, read 
the dispatch, and said: 

44 1 shall be obliged to run down to New York, 
to-night, Grace. One of my clients is called 
away to London, and I must see him before he 
sails. The business is very important.” 

44 But the Marvyns are to dine here.” 

44 Well, I can take the last train. That will give 
me time to eat my dinner with you, and having 
to start directly after will save me from hearing 
Emily Marvyn sing,” replied Mark, laughing. 

44 One would thiuk you were glad to get away, 
you are so gay about it,” returned Grace, pathet¬ 
ically. 

Mark stood convicted by his conscience; for if 
not actually glad, he knew that the idea of a 
respite from Grace’s society had been by no 
means unpleasant to him. There had come a 
swift vision of certain legal matters which might 
serve ns an excuse for prolonging his stay in 
town a few days, and give Miss Aldcrly time 
somewhat to recover her equanimity. But the 
fact that he caught himself so thinking roused a 
pang of self-reproach, which caused him hastily 
to relinquish his scheme. 

44 A great deal of sorrow would be wasted, as I 
shall oome back to-morrow evening,” ho replied. 

In her heart, Grace was glad to have him go. 
She would have a whole day of freedom, aud be 
able to carry out her plan. Henry Doane was 
stopping at a friend’s house some ten miles away. 
She would see him alone. A conversation with¬ 
out witnesses would be much safer than the 
most guarded letter she could have written. 
The necessity for Mark’s brief absence was very 
fortunate, therefore. She bloomed into an 
amiable mood at once, and offered to walk with 
him. Mark went to his room to prepare a tele¬ 
gram, and Grace summoned her maid. She was 
in the habit of trusting the woman with secrets; 
for like all crafty people, Miss Alderly was fond 
of mysteries, and Jane Holman was deep in her 
confidence. Jane would just be in time to catch 
a train for Dorset; and as it was still early, could 
get back by evening. So that matter off her 
mind, Grace set out for her ramble in fine spirits; 
and to Mark’s relief, made no mention of the 
great disappointment which hod overtaken her. 
Indeed, she behaved so well that he admired her 
courage, and began to hope he had done her 
injustice. All that wild talk, he said to himself, 
had been the mere ebullition of an undisciplined 
nature, suffering under the first poignancy of a 
shattered hope. 
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The pair did not reach the house till sunset. 
It was a pity that Mark’s softened feelings should 
meet with a check. But they did. Shortly after 
their return, Grace encountered Julia Southgate 
at the head of the stairs. Julia, faithful to her 
habit of never showing that she was either 
angered or hurt by Miss Alderly’s caprices or 
ill-humor, made some pleasant observation in 
passing, apparently not remembering the insult 
she had received so few hours previous. 

Her composure and courtesy irritated Grace’s 
nerves beyond endurance. They had been already 
sorely tried by the events of the day ; and sup¬ 
posing Mark to be in his room, out of hearing, she 
deemed it safe to relieve her feelings a little. 

“ After yotir conduct of this afternoon, Miss 
Southgate,” said she, “ you must excuse me for 
saying that your jest is very ill-timed. For some 
weeks past, you have been doing everything in 
your power to show that you are at heart my 
enemy. To-morrow, we will try to arrive at a 
clear understanding. Patient as I am, there are 
limits to the persecution which I am prepared to 
bear in my own house.” 

She swept on and entered her study, without 
giving the other a chance to reply, if she felt so 
disposed. Julia descended the stairs, and went 
out into the verandah, wondering, as she walked 
up and down, how much longer she should be 
able to support her present life. She knew that 
besides his engrossing grief over the loss of the 
wife he had worshiped, Mr. Alderly was op¬ 
pressed by great business anxieties; and she 
could not bear to add to his cares by exposing 
the real character of the half-sister of whom he 
knew so little, having never lived for any length 
of time in the house with her, that he fancied 
her the sweetest and gentlest of women. 

But Julia felt that it was indeed necessary, as 
Miss Alderly said, “ to arrive at a clear under¬ 
standing.” Setting aside her personal annoy¬ 
ances, of late Grace had troubled her a great 
deal by interfering with the children, counter¬ 
manding her orders, and even trying to under¬ 
mine her influence. Of these things there must 
be an end, or Mr. Alderly must hear the truth, 
and allow her to take her charges away. 

Julia knew that for other reasons also she 
should be glad to go, though they were such as 
hurt, her womanly pride too sorely to contem¬ 
plate. 

“Iam sorry—so sorry,” Mark Crawford’s voice 
said, suddenly, close at her side. 

Julia had been so busy with her reflections 
that Bhe had not noticed his approach. She 
started, and her oolor came and went quickly. 
Bat he was too eager and excited to observe it. 


“ I had just opened my door,” he said. “ I 
heard what Grace said. Pray excuse it, Miss 
Southgate. She is hardly accountable just now. 
Those papers contained a terrible disappoint¬ 
ment for her. Try not to be either vexed or 
hurt.” 

“ I don’t think I am vexed, and I know I am 
not hurt,” Julia answered, and began talking 
upon indifferent subjects. 

Not vexed or hurt? Mark saw this, but he 
saw what was more humiliating to the offender 
and to him: he saw that she despised Miss 
Alderly. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Mark Crawford returned the next evening, 
and Grace met him at the station. She was in 
such unusually elated spirits that he was able to 
think that she had already conquered her disap¬ 
pointment, and began to feel resigned. Perhaps 
even she was glad that she had discovered her 
grandfather’8 intentions in regard to her relative. 

She was in a most amiable mood towards every¬ 
body. The children were rendered happy by 
being allowed to appear at dinner, in honor of 
Uncle Mark’s return. Julia Southgate was jested 
with, on account of a supposed conquest of a 
very deaf old gentleman, in the neighborhood, 
who invariably called her Miss Eastwood. This 
was a proof, Grace merrily declared, that he 
ranked her with the morning, the sunlight, and 
other agreeable things. Julia’s manner was so 
free from any restraint or coldness, that Mark 
settled down in the belief that, for once in her 
life, Grace had brought herself to own that she 
was in the wrong. This conviction made him 
glad that he had not posted a letter, written on 
the previous night, in which he told Grace very 
plainly of the faults in her character, that filled 
him with such doubts and fears for their ftiture 
peaoe. When he read his epistle over, he saw 
that it sounded cold and severe, and so tore it up. 
He had no desire to assume the disagreeable 
position of critic and mentor, and if Grace had 
in one instance seen and avowed her error, it was 
really a great step gained. 

But in truth, Grace had done no such thing. 
During the morning Julia had been occupied 
with the children, and soon after luncheon Grace 
disappeared and was gone for a long time. She 
had taken a long walk in the woods, she said, 
when she met Julia, on her return, cutting short 
that young lady’s resolve to have the proposed 
explanation, by talking in an eager, almost 
incoherent fashion, upon every sort of trifling 
subject. Indeed, altogether, she was evidently 
in an odd state of excitement, which puxzled 
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Miss Southgate exceedingly, and caused her to 
feel that it would be both generous and wise to 
postpone any serious conTersation till Grace was 
in a calmer mood. 

Before dinner ended, it struck Mark that his 
betrothed's gayety seemed fictitious and unnat¬ 
ural ; there was something out of the common, 
too, in her appearance. Her usually rather pale 
cheeks were dyed with a vivid color, which, 
though it brightened her eyes, and rendered her 
excessively pretty, came and went in so feverish 
a fashion, that at lost even unobservant Cousin 
Elizabeth noticed how different she was from her 
ordinary self, and asked anxiously if she were 
not well. 

Grace looked so annoyed, that for an instant 
Mark feared the peace of the evening was at an 
end; but she bit her lips, to keep bock the hasty 
reply which rose to them, and laughingly declared 
that her cousin was never happy unless she 
could fancy somebody ill, and have an opportunity 
to exhibit her powers as an amateur physioian. 

But after all, the evening did not end so 
pleasantly as it began. Cousin Elizabeth chanced 
to remark, that, while in the village that after¬ 
noon, she had seen Henry Doane ride by the 
shop in which she was standing, and she had 
thought, perhaps, he meant to come and visit 
her. 

There would have been nothing extraordinary 
in his doing so. He had all along insisted on 
being friendly with Grace, asserting that he had 
no personal quarrel with her. The battle was a 
fair one on both sides. She naturally wanted to 
keep what she had got, and he wanted his rights; 
and in public, when they encountered each other, 
he would be civil and talkative, after a fashion 
which tried Grace’s patience sorely. 

“ Did you happen tc meet him, Grace ?” asked 
Cousin Elizabeth. 

Grace waited one instant, then said, harshly: 
14 No, and I don’t wish to.” 

She was cross after that, and the party broke 
up rather early. Mark went to bed, tired by 
a day’s hard work in town, and freshly discour¬ 
aged by th: change on Grace’s part, from amia¬ 
bility to fault-finding, and a determination to be 
hurt and injured. But, after all, he found that 
he could not sleep soundly. He woke, from a 
succession of dozes, filled with vaguely unplea¬ 
sant dreams, and at last heard the clock in his 
dressing-room strike three. He got up in despair, 
and dressed. Since he could not sleep, he would 
pass the .time in answering some letters. His 
candle had burned low, so he took his desk and 
went softly downstairs into the library, lighted 
a lamp, and solaced himself with a cigar. 


In a compartment of his writing-case, he 
came upon the papers of old Mr. Doane, which 
he had not yet had leisure to examine. He read 
j over the letter which had so completely altered 


his opinion of the justice of Henry’s claims, and 
determined that Grace must make up her mind 
to let him at once inform her cousin. Further 
delay would be ungenerous. Very likely his 
decision would bring on a fresh attack of 
hysterics, but that could not be helped; then he 
sighed. The idea of entering into a life partner¬ 
ship with a person afflicted with weak nerves 
was not exhilarating. 

More to get rid of his worrying reflections 
than anything else, he began an attentive perusal 
of the other documents, and of the fragments of 
diaries, certainly not expecting to find evidenoe 
which would militate against that of the letter, 
but growing interested in these personal records 
of the old man, who had been almost like a father 
to him in his boyish days. 

It was not long before Mark hit upon passages 
which caused him to forget any sentiment, in on 
interest of a different kind. When he finished 
his t&sk, he knew that he had alarmed Grace 
needlessly. Mr. Doane had died satisfied of the 
justice of his will, and firm in his intention of 
leaving no share of his property to his grand¬ 
nephew. 

There were statements of his having given 
Henry, at different times, large sums of money. 
A quarrel had arisen between them. But at 
length, through the intercession of a friend, 
Henry succeeded in convincing his relative that 
the last amount bestowed had been lost in a dis¬ 
astrous business undertaking, and that the old 
gentleman’s suspicions of his evil conduct were 
unmerited. Under the influence of these feelings, 
Mr. Doane had written this letter to his nephew; 
promising his countenance, if lie proved that he 
^ meant to atone for his former extravagance and 
^ wrong-doing, and holding out the promise of 
\ leaving to him, in his will, the lands for the 
\ possession of which Henry had brought the suit 
s against his cousin. 

I But this letter had never been sent, and the 
S remaining documents contained ample proofa 

< that the writer had had good reasons for again 
} changing his mind, and this time utterly 

< renouncing his nephew. Mr. Doane discovered 
s that he had been tricked by Henry and his 
5 confederate. The young man had lied unscrupu- 
l lously, and if not actually dishonest, according 
| to law, in a certain transaction, had at least 
5 shown himself so in a moral light. 

\ Later entries stated, clearly, that Mr. Doane 
\ kept his discoveries a secret, even from Grace, 
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because he could not bear to reveal to her the 
fall extent of his disappointment and grief, in 
learning the real character of the man he had 
loved, and with whom he had been so patient. 
He kept the letter, written at his country-seat, 
meaning, when he returned to town, to hold a 
final interview; show the culprit what his inten¬ 
tions had been, and leave him to the just punish¬ 
ment of knowing, that, if he had only refrained 
from treachery and lying in this last affair, his 
youthful errors would have been condoned. 

But while preparing for a return to New York, 
the old gentleman was seized with a paralytic 
attack, to which he succumbed within a week; 
and the papers, hidden in the bureau, had 
escaped the search made by Grace, at Crawford’s 
request, just when she was hurried by her 
preparations for departure from the house, after 
her grandfather’s funeral. 

Mark completed his work; put the pages 
relating to Henry Doane in a large business 
envelope; tied up the other documents in a ; 
bundle, and sat leaning his head on his hand, 
at first entirely occupied by the thought that all 
litigation between the cousins would now end. : 
As soon as he became acquainted with Crawford’s : 
discovery, Henry Doane must retire from further 
contest. This evidence would not only destroy : 
his case, but its public production would go far 
towards ruining his reputation with honest men. > 

Upon one thing Mark decided. He would 
respect the old gentleman’s wishes, if it were 
possible. He would simply tell Grace that he 
had found evidence which proved they were 
right in disregarding the letter. She detested 
any approach to legal explanations, and would 
be perfectly satisfied. The rest of the matter j 
must lie between him and Henry Doane, and | 
would be easily settled. Doane would withdraw j 
his claim, while, on his part, Mark determined, 
Sn that case, to persuade Grace to help Doane, 
where expenses already incurred were con¬ 
cerned ; for he knew that, after all, the young 
man was weak rather than a deliberate villain. 

Then his thoughts wandered from this matter, 
and again a vision of his future presented itself: 
the long, long future, whicl^. had grown to look 
so dreary, during these later months; looking 
drearier and balder than evef, In the sudden 
despondency which he tried to think the result 
of physical weariness. He caught himself 
fishing that Henry Doane had been an upright 
man, likely to prove a good husband, and that 
an effort he had once made to win Grace Alderly 
for his wife had succeeded. Then Mark stopped 
horrified. Good heavens! what was he thinking. 
But his efforts to feel conscience-stricken were 


not very successful. ’ The prospect of happiness 
for himself, or Grace, seemed daily to lessen. 
Still, it was too late to draw back. Whether she 
really loved him or not, his betrothed would not 
expose herself to the humiliation of a broken 
engagement, within so few weeks of the date set 
for their marriage. 

No ! He had helped to forge his own chains, 
and he must learn to bear them. He did not 
even let himself dwell upon the fact, long patent 
to his mind, that he had been influenced by the 
fear that he had unconsciously won Grace’s 
heart. Such an excuse seemed cowardly. He 
ntust accept his life, and make the best of it. 
Yet the future might be so different, if Grace 
were only generous-hearted, broad-minded—like 
—yes, like Julia Southgate. 

But when he reached that name, Mark dared 
go no further in his reflections. He rose quickly, 
extinguished the lamp, threw back the shutters, 
and opened the glass doors. He glanced at the 
clock. It was still early, not yet six. He went 
out into the verandah, and walked up and down; 
the fresh air was pleasant and reviving, and the 
picturesque landscape, spread out below the 
house, looked peaceful and lovely in the golden 
light. But there was no peace for Mark; no 
ability to fix his mind upon the pretty scene; no 
escape from the dismal fancies which followed 
him out into the sunshine, and cast their ugly 
shadow between him and it. 

“Crony, Crony,” called a hoarse voice, and 
the great raven came hopping across the 
verandah, and joined Mark in his promenade. 

“Good morning,” said Mark. 

“Morning! You are a fool, you know,” 
returned Crony. 

“And you are wiser thab you know,” said 
Mark, and he laughed, though with a sigh under, 
as he stopped to look at the bird, poised on one 
foot, and regarding him with a diabplical slyness, 
which seemed to imply a perfect understanding 
of his reflections. “ Much wiser than you know, 
Crony!” 

“ Ha, ha !” croaked the raven. 

Mark walked on, and Crony hopped by his 
side. Mark was still pursuing the thread of his 
bitter thoughts. But Crony was pretending to 
be absorbed, in meditation, yet in reality waiting 
for a favorable opportunity to nip Crawford’s 
ankles, having noticed that he wore low shoes. 
However, the chance did not present itself, and 
Crony lost his temper in waiting. 

“ Lapperment!” he cawed, suddenly. “You 
are a fool, you know.” 

Mark heard a gay laugh; turned, and saw 
Miss Southgate coming up the stepB. Her hand? 
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■were full of flowers, her cheeks pink from exer¬ 
cise, and she looked so blooming and fresh that 
she might have served as a model for Aurora. 

“Good morning, Mr. Crawford,” she said, as 
Mark moved towards her. “ Crony seems in one 
of his moods for plain speaking.” 

“He is a fool,” croaked the raven, hopping 
forward, with a fiendish laugh. Then he drew 
several imaginary corks, swore a few German 
oaths, and spying the peacock, who hod come out 
on the lawn to exhibit his gorgeous tints, darted 
off, to persecute him without mercy. 

“You are very early, Miss Southgate,” said 
Mark. 

“ And you, for that matter.” 

“ Ah, I have done a good night’s work,” he 
said. “ I havo been over those papers of Mr. 
Doane’s. So far from bringing a disappointment, 
as the letter I first looked at made me fear, they 
render Grace’s success certain.” 

“Oh, I am very, very glad,” Julia exclaimed, 
her face lighting up in a beautiful way. “It is 
not fpr the money—of course that is nice to 
have—but I know it is the success that pleases 
you.” 

“ And we have to thank you,” said Mark. 

“There was not much merit in finding the 
papers,” she answered, laughing. “ Still, I own 
I am glad it happened to be my good luck. I 
wish Grace would come down. How pleased she 
will be.” 

“ It is not her time, by a good hour,” said 
Mark. “ I wonder if the cook would be shocked 
at my begging a cup of coffee. I have been up 
since three o’clock, and find it difficult to resign 
myself to wait until breakfast.” 

“ Of course, you can have some coffee,” Miss 
Southgate replied, and ran off, without paying 
any attention to hid apologies, or to his protesta¬ 
tions that he had not meant to give her trouble. 

Cook liked Miss Southgate, as did all the ser¬ 
vants, and her request was complied with more 
quickly than would probably have been the case 
had the mistress of the house even demanded it, 
at this abnormal hour. 

“ I am quite ashamed that you should have 
had so much- bother,” said Mark, when the 
young lady returned. - 

“ Are you ?” she retorted, gaily. “ You don’t 
look it! I told Victor to carry the tray into the 
library. The dining-room is not in order yet.” 

As they entered the library, Mark said: 

44 1 must put my proofe in a safe place. Ah ! 
that old cabinet will serve nicely, if the lock is 
secure.” 

-The key is lost, but that doesn’t matter, for 
there are some pigeon-holes nobody would find 


if they hunted a week,” returned Julia, following 
him across the room. “ This cabinet was one 
of my discoveries in the garret. I never remem¬ 
bered to show Grace the secret. Not that I 
suppose you wish to hide the papers away from 
her,” she added, laughing. 

But Mark certainly did wish to keep the 
documents out of Miss.Alderly’s sight, although 
he did not care to say so. Julia opened the 
doors of the cabinet, touched a spring hidden by 
the elaborately-carved ornamentation, and re¬ 
vealed a series of little compartments. 

“ Admirably contrived,” said Mark. 

44 Are they not ? I should never have dreamed 
of looking foY them, only my father used to have 
a cabinet very like this; and the secret pigeon¬ 
holes were a great delight and mystery to me as 
a child. See, on the other side—” 

“ There’s Victor. I hear his step in the ball,” 
interrupted Mark. 

He went to the table, took the roll and envel¬ 
ope, hurried back, laid them in one of the 
openings, and closed the slide, before the servant 
appeared. “ Another thing I have to thnnk you 
for: it is an excellent hiding-place,” he observed, 
smilingly. 

44 Here comes the coffee,” said Julia, as Victor 
entered with a tray. 44 1 may thank you, for I 
paean to have my ftill share of it, and of the 
brown-bread and butter. My walk has given 
me a most unromantic appetite.” 

The two fell into a pleasant conversation, and 
more time passed than either was aware of. They 
were interrupted by the appearance of Miss 
Alderly, down earlier than usual, and by no 
means pleased at the information she had re¬ 
ceived from Victor: that she would find Miss 
Southgate and Mr. Crawford already in the 
library. 

Mark saw by the expression of Grace’s face 
that she was annoyed. Even while feeling it a 
weakness to care for her ill-humor, when occa¬ 
sioned by such a motive, he wished to prevent 
her uttering some discourteous speech, and 
called, quickly: 

“Great news, Grace! I have been over all 
the papers. As I told you, there will be no law¬ 
suit. But it is you who have won.” 

Then he explained as much as he considered 
neoessary, and Grace rushed into a state of 
joyfhl excitement. 

44 What did I tell you ?” she exclaimed, over 
and over, too well satisfied to think of asking tn 
see the papers. 

44 And you were right,” returned Mark. 44 This 
information I shall have to give Henry Doans 
will settle the matter at once.” 
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DO YOU REMEMBER? 


Grace turned so pale that Julia Southgate cried while he searched for the paragraphs he w&nUfl. 
out in alarm, asking if she were ill. : She was in such an excited mood that the least 

“ No/’ Grace replied, shortly. “ I hare been thing would make her either angry or injured, 
so much teazed and worried, in all sorts of ways The species of slavery in which one must live in 
lately, that I am nervous and easily upset. I order to keep Miss Alderly placid was by no 
wish you would come and walk, Mark. I should ; means pleasant to contemplate, especially for a 
be glad to talk the business over with you.’* man who had to look forward to passing his 
After breakfast, the children were clamorous ; whole life in her companionship, 
to have Crawford visit a wonderful play-house He waited till Victor left the room; then 
they had constructed in the grove; and he hastily reopened the secret recess in the cabinet; 
yielded to their request, with a readiness of j shoved the envelope into place, with a good deal 
which his betrothed did not approve. His habit 1 of irritated precipitation ; closed the slide; and 
of indulging their caprices, she said, was subver- i departed, having time to recover his equanimity 
sive of all her theories of discipline. \ as he mounted the stairs. 

When he returned, Mark went into the library, > He did not find himself alone in the library 
wishing to refer to some point in the papers about ? again until towards the middle of the afternoon, 
which his memory was not quite clear. He \ Then he decided to refresh his memory in regard 
opened the pigeon-holes, and took out the to the debatable point in the documents, 
envelope; but just as he sat down at the table, He opened the cabinet and touched the secret 
Victor interrupted him with the information tnat spring. The slide flew back, revealing the 
Miss Alderly requested his presence in her study, j pigeon-holes. But only the roll of papers wa* 
where she was holding an interview with her j lying there. The envelope, which contained the 
farmer. • j sole pages of importance, had disappeared. 

It would not ^answer to leave Grace waiting { [to bk concluded.] 


DO YOTJ REMEMBER! 


BY LYDIA r. HINMAM 


Do you remember, Paul, 

The walks we used to take 
In evening's twilight, calm and sweet. 

Through woodland, mead, and brake? 

The stare would watch our Stc|«, 

The blooms nod by the way, 

Ami birds would trill their “ good-night ” songs. 
As fell the shadows gray. 


O’er wood, and lea, and fen, 

I wauderod, Paul, to-day, 

Along the same old mom-lined paths 
Our footsteps used to stray 
80 long ago. Within 
The glen yet stands the home 
That we called “ ours,” the eye we stood 
Within its tender gloam. 


Do yon forget that eve. 

You took within your own 
My hand, and told me of your love 
Your eyes with worship shone; 
My heart wws filled with joy, 

When you pressed love's first kiss 
Upon my lips. I wonder, Paul, 

If you remember this. 


You sat beside tho door, 

And she sang sweet and low, 
Just as 1 pictured we would ait 
And sing, so long ago. 

My child, you gave the draught 
I asked, and praised her face; 
But there was no familiar line 
On my own, you oould trace. 


Do you remember, Paul— 

So far away to me 
It seems—one tender eve you led 
Me over moor and lea 
Unto a little oot 
Within n quiet glen, 

That some sweet day would be our own,* 1 
And, oh, you kissed me then, 

And pressed me to your heart 
You loved me, Paul, but yet— 

It seems so strange to roe, so strange, 

That men so soon forget 


£ye, time will have his play; 

And he can change us all; 

And he changed all my future years 
When he changed your heart Paul. 
My home is beautiful, 

And filled with song and glee. 

You live afar, within the cot 
Once built for you and me; 

But with my loving onee 
My cup is sweet—and yet 
Sometimes, I think I’d like to know 
If you, Paul, quite forget 
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AUNT JUDY'S WAY. 


BY AONES JAMS8. 

CHAPTER I. 


“ Mamma, I wish you would do something 
about it," Lucille says, from the sofa, where she 
has been sulking and crying for an hour. 

44 What can I do, child? I can’t lock her up. 
the is nineteen years old now. People will talk 
if I don’t let her go out," Mrs. Meredith answers. 

“ I think it was a great shame of papa, to 
burden you with her," says Lucille, hotly. 

44 Lucille!” 

44 She ought to go away, and teach somewhere, 
or do something. Why don’t you tell her so, 
mamma?" 

44 1 can’t, my dear. By your father’s will, she 
is to have a home here until she is of age, or 
marries." 

44 Well, she is a great nuisance. Pert, forward 
little thing! It is abominable, the way she 
behaves. Think of her singing 4 Oh! whistle, 
and I’ll come to you, my lad,’ to Roy Brandon, 
last night! And going out on the porch with 
him, afterwards, in the moonlight! I wonder 
she isn't ashamed to be dependent on other 
people." 

44 Not entirely dependent, my dear. You 
know your fhther left her three hundred a year, 
until she marries." 

44 Then I wish to heaven she was married," 
Lucille retorts. 

44 1 really don’t know what to do," Mrs. 
Meredith wails out. 

44 Send her to Aunt Judy’s," says Laura, the 
other daughter. 

44 But—but really, Laura, I am afraid—the 
child will be too unhappy ther^ Aunt Judy is 
so peculiar, and—and so strict." 

44 Oh ! Of course; if you consider her before 
us," says Lucille, 44 and the peace and propriety 
of the household." 

44 There is no use taking of it," puts in Laura. 
44 She ought to go." 

And she does go. Poor little orphan Evelyn! 
She has been so happy, all tills sweet spring-time; 
happy, in spite of cold looks and wounding 
words from her cousins. Hitherto she has been 
rather neglected than unkindly treated. She has 
just been 44 nobody.” But recently, she has 
begun to attract attention. She is no longer a 
child. She has become, all at once, a very pretty 
girl, with warmly-tinted cheeks, sunny brown 


hair, and a pair of shy, sweet, laughing hazel eyes. 
She sings old ballads, with a voice like a lark; 
and her laugh is as sweet as her singing. Laura’s 
cold blonde beauty, and Lucille’s wax-doll pret¬ 
tiness, are oast into the shade by the warm, living, 
glowing loveliness of the little orphan cousin. 

So she goes away to grim Aunt Judith. It is 
skillfully managed, too, so that she is told of the 
plan, one day, just after Roy Brandon has gone 
away from the city, to stay some time; and the 
next day, she is sent off. 

She runs away, when she hears her sentence, 
to hide her tears in her solitary chamber. 

44 0h, Roy, if you were only here," she whis¬ 
pers. 44 If I might only tell you about it! You 
would pity me, and be good to me." 

She remembers his look when they parted, 
yesterday; the deep, earnest light in his gray 
eyes; the warm, lingering clasp of his hand; his 
eagerness, as he said: 44 May I write to you, 
while I am gone ?" ^ 

She had smiled, and blushed, and given him a 
quick little nod; apd then she had been so 
happy. And now it was all over! But that is 
only the first despairing thought. Soon she 
begins to comfort herself, to hope again. 

44 He will write to me, and I shall get his letter 
at Aunt Judy’ 8 . Then I can write, and tell him 
all about it. It will not be so hard, if I hear 
from him, and perhaps—oh, perhaps, he may 
come there. He will not mind distance, or 
trouble, or Aunt Judy, or—anything, if he wants 
to see me, and I know he does !" 

But before she goes, for fear something may 
happen about the letters, she decides to leave a 
message for him. She decides, too, to entrust it 
to her little cousin, Reggie. So she goes into 
the school-room. 

“Reggie," she says, “I want you to give a 
message for me to—to a person you like. To 
Mr. Brandon. Will you?" 

44 Yes; he’s a brick! He shows me how to 
make kites, and boats, and things." 

44 Well, then, when he comes back, you must 
tell him I have gone away to stay at Aunt 
Judith’s; and that—that it is near Martindal^ 
up in Blank County.’’ 

44 Oh! that means if he wants to see you, he 
can come t ;ip there," coolly remarks the incorri¬ 
gible boy. 

( 865 ) 
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Evy blushes like a rose, and hurriedly ex¬ 
claims: “No, no. Of course, don’t say that. 
I only want you to tell him where I am; and 
that I didn’t know I was going until after he 
went away. You’t won’t forget, Reggie, will 
you ?” 

“ No, I won’t. I ’clare I won’t." 

The next day, she is gone. 


CHAPTER II. 

An old gray stone house, with half its windows 
closely shuttered. Dark, ftmereal evergreens 
crowd around it; white pines, that whisper 
sadly ; hemlbcks, that sway in the wind, and tap 
with ghostly fingers at the windows; gloomy 
yews, and firs that touch the ground with their 
drooping branches. 

A drizzling rain is falling, and night is coming 
on. Evelyn Meredith is pacing up and down the 
portico, restlessly. Now and then she stops to 
pat or speak to a grand old jet-black St. Bernard 
dog, that lies on the flags, and wags his tail 
affectionately at her notice. Evelyn has been j 
-"here at “Solitude*’ only two weeks ; but already ! 
‘“Knight” is her devoted slave, her constant 
attendant. > 

Only two weeks! But ft seems two years to ! 
Evelyn. For as yet there has been no letter! 
from Roy. She cannot understand it. Every \ 
evening, when the mail coines in, she is so sure < 
she will hear from him. But she never does. < 

She finds, meantime, a dozen reasons for his < 
silence, or tries to think she finds them. The 
sick sister he went to see may be very ill—dead, 
perhaps. Poor Roy! He loves his sister very 
much, and Evy’s tender little heart aches for 
him when she thinks that may be the reason he 
has not written. Or Roy may be very ill him¬ 
self. That is dreadful to think of; but oh ! even 
that is better thaji that he should have forgotten 
her. That is simply impossible. She knows 
him too well, sho trusts him too implicitly to 
think of it. 

So she paces up and down the portico, watching 
for the mail, until she hears the clang of the iron 
gate at the end of the avenue; and an old negro 
on a gray mule ambles slowly up to the house. 

Evy runs down the steps to meet him. 

“ Give me the bag. Uncle Joe. I hope the 
rain will not make your rheumatism worse,” she 
say3, in her pretty, gentle way, with a kindly 
smile aud nod. 

“Thank you, znistis. I ain’t wet none to 
speak of,” Uncle Joe says, stolidly; and Evy 
takes the mail-bag and vanishes into the house. 

Everything is dark and chill and sombre in 
the house. The great hall, with its polished 1 


floor, echoes drearily to Evy’s light footsteps. 
The doors that open into the hall lead into large 
gloomy rooms, thfe light shut out from them by 
closed blinds and dingy drapery. The furniture 
is dark and heavy and old. Grim family portraits 
frown down from the walls. There is silence 
everywhere. Not a sound is heard but the slow 
tick of the tall clock in the hall. 

When Evy opens the library door, Aunt Judy 
looks up, with keen block eyes, that peer over 
the top of her spectacles. 

“ What is it, Evelyn?” she asks, quietly. 

“The mail, Aunt Judy.” 

Aunt Judy looks in her basket for a key; 
finds it, and proceeds leisurely to unlock the 
leather bag. There it a letter for Evy. But 
alas! even upside down, she knows Lucille’s 
fashionably large dashing hand. 

“ Is that all ?” Poor Evelyn aska this almost 
pleadingly. 

“That is all,” Aunt Judy answers, in her 
hard unsympathetic way. Evelyn walks away 
to the window to read her letter. She glances 
hastily over Lucille’s careless, selfish, egotistic 
scrawl, and lights at last upon* Roy Brandon’s 
name. Lucille has written before, and Aunt 
Laura, and little Sue; but there has never been 
one mention of Roy. Now she reads : 

“ Roy Btandon came back yesterday. His 
sister is quite well again, and he is in such fine 
spirits! We were making the loveliest plan, 
last night,.for a trip to the Peaks of Otter; and 
Roy is going with us. We shall go there before 
we go to the Springs. I am having some dresses 
made that arc perfectly exquisite.” 

That is all. No more about him. But that is 
too much. He has oome back ; he has not made 
an inquiry about her; he has sent her no mes¬ 
sage ! He can laugh and chatter with Lucille, 
and make plans for spending a gay summer 
without her. Yet it may be that Lucille is not 
telling quite the truth. Evy knows that her 
cousin has a little weakness of that sort. She 
will be patient a little while longer. 

“ Perhaps they have neglected to forward his 
letters,” she says; “ and if so, he is hurt that I 
do not answer them. But when Reggie gives 
him my message, he will write again. Oh, if he 
loves me—and didn’t he tell me so a dozen times 
with his lips, and a thousand times with his 
eyes?—he will write again.” 

Evy thinks this, and regrets her little coquet¬ 
ries : how she pretended not to believe that Roy 
loved her; how she laughed, and put him off, 
and promised to “think of it.” Silly child! 
For she loved him all the time, with all her 
wayward passionate heart; and thought of little 
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else, day or night, even then, but him. And 
surely, in that moment when she parted with 
him—when he held her hand so closely, and her 
eyes sank beneath his—he must have seen then 
that she loved him. 

“ If I could only see him for one moment, it 
would be all right,” she says to herself; and 
sometimes she has desperate thoughts about 
flying back to Aunt Laura’s that she may see 
him. 

But that is impossible, she knows. She can 
only wait. There is nothing else a woman can 
do. So she waits, and bears it all in silence— 
all. 


CHAPTER III. 

Two weeks more have passed. Aunt Judy 
puts down her knitting, and looks at Evelyn; 
who, unconscious of the scrutiny, is sitting near 
the window with some sewing in her lap. But 
she is not sewing. Her hands are folded list¬ 
lessly upon her work. 

“ E velyn,” Aunt Judy says, gravely. 

Evelyn starts violently. Her eyes lose their 
absent gaze. 

“What are you thinking of, child?” says 
Aunt Judy. 

Evy colors, looks down and does not answer. 

“ Was it anything worth sighing about? I 
have counted seven deep sighs in the last half- 
hour.” 

Evy turns away her head, and Aunt Judy 
sees that her eyes are full of tears. 

“Child,” says Aunt Judy, kindly, “are you 
unhappy ? Ho you want to go back ?” 

Evy shakes her head, sadly. 

“ I can’t go back, even if I wished to,” she 
says. “ Aunt Laura is at the Springs. She 
doesn't want me.” Her voice quivers patheti¬ 
cally. 

“But you would like to get awajyfrom this 
gnm old jail, and this grim old wonian?” Aunt 
Judy says, good-naturedly. “Well, I can’t 
blame you, child. But I want to tell you that 
you mustn’t mind my ways. I used to hear you 
singing about the house, when you first came. I 
liked to hear it. It made the whole place cheerful. 
But I don’t hear it now. And I don’t like to 
think that I am making you miserable by my 
gloomy crabbed manner, and my dull old 
house.” 

“Oh, Aunt Judy, it isn’t you. ( , You have 
been very good to me,” Evy cries, ‘hastily. 
“ Blit—but—it is something—it is very silly. I 
was lonely—and then—you can’t help it—nobody 
can.” After which disjointed and unintelligible 
remarks, Evy takes up her work, and tries to 


sew, with trembling fingers and eyes blind with 
tears. 

“ Well, child, I mean to be good to you. So 
when I am very cross, don’t mind it. Say ‘it's 
only Aunt Judy’s way.' And as for the ‘some¬ 
thing' that troubles you now, it will all come 
right, child, or else there will come a time when 
you will wonder you thought it worth sighing 
about.” And Aunt Judy’s needles resume their 
monotonous click. 

“It will all come right? Oh, how can it?” 
little Evy sobs, in the lonely wakeful night, when 
the moon shines into her great gloomy room up¬ 
stairs; and the long hours creep by, and her 
pillow is wet with tears. “ It can never come 
right. Roy has forgotten me, and f don’t care 
for anything else in the whole world. I wonder 
why he tried so hard to make me love him, if he 
was going to forget me so quickly. If he had 
only let me alone, I wouldn't have thought about 
him at all. But now I shall always be wretched* 
because he has forgotten me.” 

Slowly the summer creeps by. It is September 
now. Aunt Laura and her family are at home 
| again. But there is no word about Evy's coming 
back. Aunt Judy certainly does not want her 
to go. The girl has crept into that “ soft spot” 
in Aunt Judy’s heart, and made a home there. 
Her sweet gentle ways, her helpful*ready hands, 
her grateful loving nature, have won the love of 
everybody at Solitude, mistress and servants, dogs 
and all. There are few visitors. But the little girl 
with the sweet voice and sad pretty eyes is the ad¬ 
miration of those who do come. All day, Evy goes 
about, trying to be cheerfhl. She has smiles and 
pleasant words for everybody; and she sings for 
Aunt Judy in the twilight; but there are some 
songs she dare not sing, for fear a sob will choke 
them; and she must keep her sobs and bitter 
tears for the night and darkness. The friendly 
night, at least, gives her the comfort of tears.' 

“ If I only, only could forget him,” she thinks. 
“ I don’t want to hate him, but only to forget 
him.” So she prays, from the depths of her 
aching heart, as so many of us pray, for the one 
blessing of forgetfulness. But it does not come. 
The memory of his voice, his eyes, his smile, his 
passionate words, lives on to torture her, waking 
arfd sleeping. 

Hoes Aunt Judy know nothing of all this ? Ho 
heavy eyes, and pale cheeks, and absent looks, 
and sad reveries, tell no tale to the shrewd black 
eyes of that observant old lady ? It is not “ Aunt 
Judy’s way ” to talk much about anything. But 
she is not blind. And one day she guesses it all. 
The mail has come in, and there is a letter from 
Aunt Laura to herself. 
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44 Humph, what a fool Laura is,” Aunt Judy 
comments, brusquely, as she reads it. 44 What is 
the use of telling me how much her girls are 
courted and admired? I don’t admire them. 
So that pert little idiot, Lucille, is really going to 
be married.” She turns to Evy, and says: 
44 Your Aunt Laura thinks it so nearly settled 
that she may venture to speak of it in confidence. 
At least that is what she writes.” 

44 Lucille going to be married?” cries Evelyn. 
u Oh, to whom, Aunt Judy?” 

44 Too good for her, if he is at all like his 
fiather,” replies Aunt Judy. 44 It is Mr. Roy 
Brandon. You knetr him, I suppose? What is 
he like?” 

44 What is he like?” Evelyn answers, slowly, 
almost gasping for breath. 44 He is—everybody 
likes him—I believe.” 

There is something so strange in the girl’s 
tone, 90 curippg in her manner, that Aunt Judy 
pushes the spectacles up on her aquiline nose, 
and glances at her niece. 

Evelyn sits very still—as still and white as 
marble. 

44 Do you know him?” Aunt Judy repeats. 

44 Yes, I knew.him,” Evy replies, in the same 
slow faint tone. She feels as if she were talking 
in her sleep. It is all such a 44 sad, bad, broken 
dream.” 

44 Did you like him?” Aunt Judy goes on. 

44 Like him?” Her Roy, who used to be so 
kind, and frank, and gay ? Roy, who had loved 
her so dearly, and whom she had loved with all 
her heart ? 

Evelyn’s hazel eyes, strangely darkened and 
dilated, turn with a startled look to meet her 
questioner’s. But, a sudden hot flush of color 
sweeps into her pale face, as she meets those 
searching black eyes; and she turns her head 
away quickly. 

M Oh, I liked him well enough,” she says. 
The tone is careless, ostentatiously so. But 
Aunt Judy hears the thrill of bitterness in it. 

“Well enough? Too well, little Evy, I am 
afraid,” 6he thinks. But she says nothing 
aloud. She only goes back to her letter and her 
comments. 44 He is 4 all that could be desired,’ ” 
she reads. 44 Of course! 4 Young, clever, hand¬ 

some, rich.’ Oh, yes, I knew 4 my sweet little 
Lucille’ would not care for love in a cottAge. 
Well, welll He cannot be like his father. 
George Brandon was never fool enough to be 
caught by a pair of china-blue eyes like Lu¬ 
cille’s.” 

When she has folded the letter and put it 
away in her basket, she sits thinking silently. 
Evy slips away to her own room, and lies there 


on her bed, stunned, crushed by the cruel blow 
that has fallen upon her. She knows now that 
all this time she has hoped for some happy 
chance to bring Roy back to her. It is all over 
now. She must not love him any longer, for he 
is to marry Lucille. In the twilight, in the 
thickening shadows, she lies there and feels 
that 

44 The light of a whole life dies 
When love i a done.” 


CHAPTER IV. 

Roy Brandon is strolling down the city street, 
one afternoon, in the sweet bright September 
weather. He looks absent and moody. Pres¬ 
ently, someone accosts him. 

“Do you mean to ‘cut me,’ Mr. Brandon?” 
asks a laughing voice. 

“I beg pardon, Mrs. Forbes,” he exclaims, 
roused from his reverie. He takes off his hat as 
he speaks. She is going his way, and he accom¬ 
panies her. 

44 Ah, there is Lucille Meredith,” Mrs. Forbes 
says, directly. 44 Now, Roy, I will not be cruel. 
I will release you.” 

44 1 have not the slightest wish to be released,” 
is the quiet answer; and as Lucille flutters by, 
Roy gives her the same easy smile and bow he 
has bestowed upon twenty other girls that they 
have passed. 

44 What, a lover’s quarrel?” asks Mrs. Forbes, 
laughing. 

Roy looks at her with grave, almost gloomy 
eyes. 

44 Have you heard that, too?” he asks, 
moodily. 

44 Of course I have. Everybody has heard, it. 
If it is not true, why do you go there so con¬ 
stantly?” 

44 Why do I go ? Well—I really—don’t know,” 
Roy says, pulling his long fair moustache ab¬ 
sently. 44 Habit, I suppose. I used to go a 
great deal in the spring, and then—” He 
stops, abruptly. . 

44 And then,” Mrs. Forbes takes it up, with a 
laugh, “people thought Evelyn was the attrac¬ 
tion. Now 4 everybody ’ says it is Lucille. Oh, 
I assure you, we have quite made up our minds 
about it; and the news is spreading. It has 
even penetrated into the wilds of Blank County. 
A letter I received from there yesterday contains 
on inquiry about you.” 

“Indeed? May I ask who honors me so 
highly?” 

44 Certainly. The letter is from Mrs. Judith 
Meredith. You have heard of her, perhaps? 
She lives near Martindale.” 
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‘‘Mrs. Meredith? ‘Aunt Judy’? Yes, of 
course,” Roy says. 

“ A terrible old lady, who lives in a lonely old 
house, and is a terror to bad children. By the 
way, your little friend, Miss Evy, was banished 
there suddenly last summer. For what crime, 
nobody knows.” 

Mrs. Forbes is quietly watching Roy’s face, 
which is thoughtful and puzzled. 

“ Near Martindale, did yon say ? Is that her 
post-office?” Roy asks, abruptly. 

“ Yes,” Mrs. Forbe9 says. “ Do you olfean to 
make love to Aunt Judy, too?” 

Roy (Joes not heed the mischievous accent. 
But he continues: 

“Are you sure? Has it not been changed 
lately ? I beg your pardon—but I was told—I 
thought it was Smithville.” 

He stops and looks at the lady gravely. 

Mrs. Forbes shakes her head. 

“ There is no such post-office in the whole 
oounty,” she says. “ I am sure of it, for I lived 
there for twenty years.” 

“ Then—” He stops, but goe9 on. “ Then,” 
he says, deliberately and solemnly, “ I have been 
the most confounded fool, the most absurdly misled I 
man, that the sun ever shone on. Mrs. Forbes, 
some time or other I may thank you for doing me 
a very great favor. But just now I am going to say 
good-bye. I must go at once.” And he crushes 
her little hand in an energetic grasp, and strides 
quickly away, leaving her quite puzzled. 

Meantime, the days go by wearily at Solitude, 
and October has come. In the woods there, 
Evelyn listens, one day, to the autumn wind 
sighing through the trees. The leaves are falling 
all around her. She has thrown her scarlet 
shawl upon the ground, and lies upon it, with 
her head pillowed on her arm. The sound of the 
brook, that flows close by, comes with a lulling 
sound to her ears. 

K light keeps guard beside her, his huge paws 
and blunt honest head just touching the edge of 
the shawl. Now and then he opens his eyes, just 
to see that she is safe; wags his plumy tail, and 
dozes off again. It is so sweet and quiet in the 
woods. It seems so far from the world, and fVom 
its jar and fret and fever. But in Evelyn’s heart 
is a dull deep pain. She cries : “ Oh, if I could 
only forget.” Then she closes her eyes. Through 
the shut lids two tears steal, and hang glittering 
on the long lashes. 

Meantime, through the woods comes a light 
, quick step. It is that of a young man. He 
wcers a thin overcoat, as befits the weather, and 
a jd-iueh hat, ns becomes a traveler. lie reaches 
a little wooden bridge, that spans the woodland 
Vm. T XXXII.— 26 . 


stream, and pauses there a moment os if in 
thought, looking down on the still waters, while 
the leaves fall around him and the wind moans 
through the trees. Then rousing himself, with 
a sigh, from his reverie, he goes on. But he 
8ajB: “I wonder if she will care to see me: 
perhaps, alter all, I have been mistaken: per¬ 
haps it is the autumn of my hopes, as it is the 
autumn of the year.” 

Suddeuly Evy starts. Surely she has heard a 
step. Knight, too, rises, with a mighty bark, 
and prepares to spring at someone who advances 
along the narrow path. 

“Down, Knight! Be quiet, sir!” Evy says 
this imperatively, with her hand on his collar. 
Then she turns to look at the intruder. 

He comes swiftly towards her. A tall young 
man, with clear-cut features, and with dark, 
honest gray eyes. Evy rises to her feet with a 
spring. Then she stands still, white, trembling, 
swaying, with one little hand thrown out for 
support against the slender pine tree beside her. 

“ Evy ! My own little love!” 

It is all he says, as he stands looking down at 
her, with deeper love than words can speak 
glowing in the depths of his honest eyes, and 
thrilling through his shaken voice. 

And Evy? Ought she to hesitate, to doubt, to 
ask for explanations ? Perhaps she ought. But 
what she does is to run into his cut stretched 
arms, with a sob of rapture, and nestle there. 
She feels his passionate kisses on her face; she 
hears his tender caressing words; she knows 
that, after long grief ami pain, Roy has come back 
to her, and loves her still. 

It is some time before the story is told cohe¬ 
rently/ Then she learns that Roy has suffered, 
too; that he has thought himself slighted and 
forgotten ; and that Lucille is at fault for it all. 

“ I wrote to you twice, before I came home. 
They did not forward the letters, I suppose?” 

“ No. Oh, how could they behave so?” cries 
Evy. 

Roy frowns, and bites his lip, but tries to keep 
down his wrath, and goes on: 

“ And when I came home, and found you 
gone—with no note—no message to me—” 

“Then Reggie didn’t deliver my message?” 

“Reggie? No. He never said a word. Boy¬ 
like, he forgot it, of course. Evy, why didn’t 
you leave me a note?” 

“Oh, Roy, I couldn’t. You had not written 
to me then, you know.” 

J She snys it with the sweetest blush, 
j “ What nonsense! You knew I would write, 
j Oh, little girl, your wicked pride has made me a. 
< wretched man all this summer.” 
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“ Roy, wasn’t I miserable, too, when I thought 
you had forgotten me?” 

Roy turns her sweet face up to him, and kieses 
her soft lips onoe, twice, three times. 

44 Did you really think that? Didn’t you 
know I would come to you, dear? Come the 
instant I knew you wanted me?” 

Then they are silent for a little while. 

“That little serpent Lucille I” Roy exclaims, 
abruptly, at lost. 44 She pretended to sympathize 
so sweetly with me. She wondered why you did 
not answer my letters. I wrote three times: to 
Smitkville, os she told me. She said you 4 men¬ 
tioned haying heard from me.’ She used to make 
pretty excuses for you, and say ybu were 4 so gay ’ 
at Aunt Judy's. Good heavens! What a fool I 
was, not to know she was lying all the time.” 

44 1 didn't know she could be so wicked, so 
cruel,” cries Evy, indignantly. 44 But oh ! Roy,” \ 
site says, with a sigh, 44 don't let’s think of her j 
now. 1 want to forgive her, if I can.” \ 

44 Forgive her? I swear I never—■” j 

But Evy’8 soft hand closes his lips. s 

44 Don’t say that,” she murmurs, pleadingly; \ 
and Roy kisses the rosy little palm, and leaves j 
his sentence unfinished. Ah ! they can afford to j 
forgive her, for they are happy. 

The moments slip by, and the sun sinks till > 


his last rays pierce like level lances through the 
forest. But these two do not heed it. 

It is Knight who rouses them, by rising to his 
feet with a yawn, and looking at Evelyn, with a 
most entreating wag of his tail. 

44 Oh, you think it's time to go home, do you?” 
she says, springing up and laughing. “Come, 
Roy. It is dreadfully late. What will Aunt 
Judy say?” 

44 She cannot scold us. It was her letter that 
brought me, you know,” Roy answers, gaily; 
44 and 4ke sent me to look for you here.” 

They stray home across the fields in the pnrpla 
twilight, and Knight stalks solemnly after them. 
In the library the lamps are lit, and Aunt Judy 
sits reading the papers. She hears the young 
people coming across the flagged porch, and 
laughing together as they come. 

44 Oh, ho I” she says, smiling; and she pushes 
up her spectacles to look at them as they enter. 
“ You are here, are you?” 

Roy’s face is full of triumph and happiness; 
and Evelyn—ah! how lovely-the child is, with 
her flushed cheeks, and shy sweet eyes, and 
happy smile. 

Aunt Judy gives them an approving nod. 

44 So you found her, Mr. Brandon ?” she con¬ 
tinues. 44 1 thought you would.” 


COULD I FORGET. 

BT ELLA WHKELIR. 


Tro.aotnmn, like a modern maid, site daubing 
Her fanciful design* on blade and leaf. 

And If I did not hear that sad wind sobbing 
A lonesome dirge o'er summer, s weet and brief, 

I could be happy yet, 

And quite forget 

A tender hase the distant hills is veiling: 

And all the world were beautiful to-day, 

Rot for this haunting dream of white ships sailing 
Across the waters of a summer bay— 

But for this vain regret, 

I could forget 


The year hits donnea the robes that best become her. 

Kew glory rests on mountain and on son; 

And if I could forget the last midsummer 
That vanished with tbe beet of life for me, 

Mine eyes would not be wet; 

I i could forget 

But T recall those summer hours, made tender 
And beautiful by dear love in its bloom; 

And all these autumn days of pomp and splendor 
Are but like sun beams fulling on a tomb— 

They only wunnd and fret; 

For I do not forget 


HOPE. 

BT MRS. P1SSLKT. 


Hops Is the beacon star which lights 
Hie traveler on his way. 

And through the darkness of the night 
It points to coming day. 

Hope sweetens every earthly toil; 

It leaens every cars; 


A glint of sunshine 'midst the storm 
It makes the world more fair. 

• Hope whispers rest to tired hearts, 
That crave for love and peace; 

And points to brighter realms above, 
Where all life's turmoils cs s—. 
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BY MARY HAYE8. 


Ik a room, warm and bright with the glow 
of an open fire and the softened light of the 
chandelier above their heads, sat two girls, 
sisters: Grace and Patty Arnold. 

It was a wild night without, and the wind howled 
and moaned piteously. Grace, the elder of the two, 
rose and went to the window, where she stood for a 
few moments watching the spectre-like trees in 
the park as they tossed their bare branches rest¬ 
lessly about. 

“ Grace,” said her sister, 44 what is the matter 
with you to-night, and why are you not at the 
Rawson’s reception? I thought you were 
going.” 

“Did you? To tell the truth,” said Grace, 
44 I need the tonic of & new sensation. Where 
am I to find it, Patty?” 

Patty laughed. 44 That is a conundrum, dear,” 
she said, lightly. 41 But,” she added, wistfully, 
and hesitating a little, 44 1 have fancied that you 
seem unhappy of late. You do not regret— 
anything, Grace ? You are not sorry—” 

44 No, no,” interrupting her impatiently. 44 But 
don't ask me: I do not know myself. I was not, 
and I am not, in a healthy normal condition; and 
I told John Reed so when lie asked me to be his 
wife. I am called a woman,” she repeated, 
bitterly, 44 but I am a work of art: an unnatural 
outgrowth of this hothouse life of ours—of dress t 
fashion, idleness, and so-called culture. What 
can such a being know of that natural sponta¬ 
neous impulse called love?” 

44 1 don’t know,” says Patty, practically. 44 1 
have only been out one season, and of course 1 
don’t feel so—so bored as you do. But I nit her 
think I could love. Nay, if I am not mistaken, 
dear, it is not an impossibility with you,” smiling 
wisely. 44 But,” she continued, 44 you may need 
the 4 tonic ’ : it would do us both good. I’ll tell 
you what I thought of while you were speaking: 
let us—you and I—go up to Craney Hollow, and 
• make Aunt Dorcas a little visit.” 

Grace looked aghast. 44 To Craney Hollow in 
winter?” she exclaimed. 44 You are mad.” 

44 No,” says Patty, earnestly, though a little 
abashed. 44 1 should like it of all things.” 

44 What, go from here,” looking about the warm 
luxurious mm, 44 to the plastered walls and cold 
horrors of the country in winter? W T e should 
freeze to death, child; ” and she shivered. 


44 Oh ! no, no. We need not stay long. Aunt 
Dorcas will be glad to see us, dear old soul. 
Don’t you remember that week we spent with 
her when we were children ?” 

44 Yes, I do,” said Grace. 44 And I remember 
the mountains, and how strangely they impressed 
me. I felt as though one would never dare to 
do wrong while they stood by, solemnly watching, 
as they always seemed to be. They must look 
wonderfully grand now, covered with snow,” 
she added, dreamily. 

Patty sprang up impetuously, and seized her 
hand. 44 Come, let us go and see them. Don’t 
you want to? Say you will.” 

44 Well, I believe I will,” said Grace, slowly, 
yielding to a sudden impulse, 44 though I have no 
doubt we shnll leave our bones in some snow¬ 
drift for the bears to pick, or be found frozen 
stark and stiff some cold morning in our bed.” 

44 Such a fate would be much more heroic, I 
am sure, than to die here of stagnation,” was the 
laughing response. 44 But let us go at once, 
before we have time to retract.” 

44 1 see nothing to hinder our starting to¬ 
morrow. I daresay we shall not need many 
new costumes,” answered Grace, satirically. 

44 Oh, no! Warm flannel dresses, and stout 
boots, and a few books. No,” she added as an 
afterthought, 44 no books, and no needlework. 
W’e will find new resources and new employ¬ 
ments in this undiscovered country. It shall be 
all fresh and new to us. Only to think of spend¬ 
ing a day—to say nothing of a whole week— 
where the Renaissance and Oscar Wilde are 
unknown I” 

The next morning, John Reed called early; 
for as he had seen none of the family at Mrs. 
Rawson’s, he feared something might be amiss. 
When Grace told liim where she and Patty pro¬ 
posed going, he looked gravely into her eyes; 
and taking her hand in his, said, a little bitterly: 
14 1 don’t know flint you can be any further from 
me, really, Grace, than you are at this moment. 
For though I can sit by you here and touch your 
hand, I know we are still far apart. Tell me, 
dear, may I hope that you will try to think of me 
more kindly when you are away ?’* 

Grace made no response except to sigh wearily, 
And turn away. So with the old pain at his 
heart he said good-bye, and left her. 

( 871 ) 
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The morrow found the two girls speeding on ( sixteen, and looked like a young fairy queen, 
their way. They journeyed by rail at first, and j amid her coarse and homespun surroundings, 
passed the night at a little country inn; and in j “ But oh ! her dress,” groaned Patty to Grace, 
the mOrning went forward in the stage. | 44 If she is 4 slicked up’ now, what a torture to 

“Graticy Hollow,” as it is called thereabouts, J the eyes must her ordinary apparel be.” 
is a little obscure town away up among the hills > Tilly wore a sort of loose wrapper, made of 
of Vermont. It is simply a narrow valley, shut J some cheap material, liberally spriukled over 
in on either side by a row of mountains. In < with gaudy flowers. It could not be said to fit 
summer-time, many travelers tarry there to won- j her in any sense, for it skewed and twisted and 
der at the solemn picturesque beauty of the spot, | flopped about the pretty little figure as if to spite 
or to fish iu the numerous brooks, which abound j its grace and beauty, which it could not hide; 
in trout. j for nothing could seriously mar the little mai¬ 

lt would be impossible to portray the surprise, den’s dainty beauty, or the charm of her artless 
not to say consternation, of good Aunt Dorciis winning ways. Upon this point her fastidious 
and her little family, when the old stage lumbered j cousins were at once agreed, 
up to their door, that winter afternoon, and \ Uncle Lisha soon came in from his work at the 
deposited the two young ladies from the city. \ barn : and after he was made to understand who 


44 My land sakes!” exclaimed Aunt Dorcas,' 
hastily throwing her apron over her bead, and j 
running out to receive them. 44 1 s’pose I know j 
who you be, but I can’t make it out, jest now, iff 
I suffer. Do come right in the back way: we i 
hnin’t had no path ter the front doorsence snow { 
come. Lisha’s kinder shiftless ’bout sech things.” j 
Grace and Patty hastened to make themsejves 
known, and begged her to pardon the liberty 
they had taken in coming unannounced. 

44 1 wan’ter know, now, I wan’ter know! 
Wal, you’re welcome any time,” said the good 
woman, hospitably, hustling about. “But I’m 
sorry I hain’t got a fire in the fore-room, and 
things a little more in order; but never mind: 
only dew tell if yer par and mar is dead, and 
you’re left orphins, or what? Bless yer hearts, 
you’re welcome anyway, as I said afore;” and 
she wiped her eyes, and in her excitement put 
their bonnets in the pantry, and sat down on 
the cat. \ 

The girls explained that all was well with the 
family at home, and that they had only come to i 
make her a little visit. 

44 Dew tell, now. I thought city folks was 
alters dretful ’frnid o* the cold. Guess you ain’t 
the delekit kind: you dew look healthy, that’s j 
a fact; and I*in glad on’*. I’m sure. You don’t j 
remember your Cousin Tilly, I s’pose.” she re-j 
marked, presently. “Tilly!” she called, at the 
foot of the stairs. “She’s run off up chamber! 
ter slick up. I think *ts likely,” she explained, j 
with a good-natured chuckle. j 

In a few minutes. Tilly came down. Her cou- j 
p :, h started with snrorise when they saw her. j 
£ a wonder of fre^h and delicate loveliness ns < 
f ■ • wis! All oink and white, with the cun-; 
r • of little months, that dimpled and smiled ; 
i !»e most bewitching artless fashion when they ; 
kissed and made much of her. She was about! 


the visitors were, he gave them a hearty welcome. 

These three persons—Aunt Dorcas, Uncle 
Lisha, her husband, and Tilly, the child of 
their old age—made up the little family of three 
into which the two city esthetes were so hospit¬ 
ably welcomed on that cold winter’s day. 

Being weary from their long journey, they 
retired at an early hour. Aunt Dorcas, with 
some show of pride, conducted her guests to 
the spare chamber, where a roaring fire had been 
kindled in honor of their coming. The room 
was furnished comfortably, and abounded in 
evidences of the skill and industry of the women 
folk of the family. There were “ drawn-in ” and 
“braided” rugs upon the floor; pieced-np chair 
cushions; worsted flowers; embroidered pin¬ 
cushions; and other ornamental trifles without 
number: and hanging stiffly in a row quite 
around the room were colored prints of the 
Presidents of the United States, from Washington 
to Lincoln. * 

Aunt Dorcas directed attention to these with 
much complacency. 

“Tilly wants ter take them picters down : says 
they make her narvous, an’ so on; but I tell her 
she shan’t do no sech thing. I like ’em: they 
look so orderly, somehow : sech & handsome row 
on ’em, ye see.” 

In a vase on the mantel were two huge dried 
sunflowers. Patty pointed them out to Grace, 
with a little laugh. 

44 See; our emblem has preceded us,” she 
said. 

“ La, now ; them’s some o’ your Cousin Tilly’s 
doin’s !” said Aunt Doroas, apologetically. “ Our 
summer boarders put a good many silly notions 
into her head. They used to Bet store by sun¬ 
flowers; snid how’t they was the esthetic emhlem y 
or somethin’ ’nuther. Tilly can tell ye; but I’ll 
take ’em away.” 
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“Oh-, don’t!” cried' Grace, staying her hand. j 
“We like them, too.” < 

“Do you, now?” looking at her curiously, j 
“ Oh, wal, all right, then. But they’re too big j 
and yaller ter suit mb. Never make no count on 5 
’em here, ’cept ter feed to the hens—the seeds, j 
ye know.” j 

Patty made a little horrified grimftce. j 

“ How sacrilegious !” she whispered to Grace, j 
Presently, after assuring herself that every- j 
thing was just as it should be. Aunt Dorcas set 
down the kerosene lamp, and bidding the girls i 
a kind good-night, took her departure. j 

Then Patty began moving about the room, j 
stopping to examine each humble article of fur¬ 
niture or ornament separately. 

“ Think how much labor and thought all 
these things represent,” she said, thoughtfully. 
“Just as in our own room at home; only the; 
result is rather different—at least to educated 
eyes, it must be confessed,” with a little amused 
smile. “ And do see that great white bed! 
Now, isn’t it quite too imposing?” 

She walked around it and peered under it and 
over it. 

“ I wonder,” said she, whimsically, “ if there 
is a ladder anywhere about, by means of which 
one could mount this lofty structure?” Then, 
with a jump and bound, she landed quite in the 
middle of the big, downy feather bed, and it 
rose in billows all around her. 

She scrambled down, somewhat out of breath, 
remarking to Grace: 44 There, I have had my 

first new sensation J” 

In the middle of the night Patty woke with a 
start, and sitting up in bed, rubbed her eyes and 
looked about her. JThe moon shone in brightly, I 
making the room as light as day, and there by 
the window stood her sister. 

Patty gave a little exclamation. Grace turned j. 
towards her with a rapt and awestruck face, and ■ 
pointed with her finger. 

“ Look !” she whispered.. 

Patty leaned forward and looked out. The ; 
mountains seemed very near—almost as if one; 
could put forth the hand and touch them. Their ; 
huge summits rose purely white and glistening: 
in the moonlight, while dark shadows crept: 
down their sides and deepened into gloom at j 
their feet. Here and there a dead pine stood l 
out, black and spectre-like, against the sky; and \ 
when the clouds for a moment obscured the j 
moon they seemed to move and sway like living | 
things. A dark forest stretched gloomily out on \ 
one side, and beyond lay the peaceful meadow j 
lands in their untrodden snowy purity. The 
moonlight, which only made the mountains more J 


awful and imposing, seemed to rest here with a 
loving, mellow light, as if the buttercups and 
daisies, the pretty speckled trout in the little 
brooks, and the bobolinks that made the summer 
gay, still haunted the spot; and over all was a 
great and solemn silence, that, with the moon¬ 
light, seemed to rest in peace and blessing on 
the sleeping world. 

“ Patty,” said Grace, stretching out her arms 
with an eloquent gesture towards the hills, “ I 
do think heaven and God himself must be veigr 
near.” 

“ Not a word of beauty—no quotation from 
the poets—only 4 God and heaven,’” thought 
Patty, thankfully. 

She took her sister in her arms and kissed 
her, and with one last look out into the solemn 
night they went back to bed without a word. 

“ So you had boarders from Boston last year,” 
Grace remarked, at the breakfast table, next 
morning. “It must be very beautiful here in 
summer.” 

“ Wal, I dunno,” returned Aunt Dorcas, care¬ 
lessly. “I think ’ts likely the mountains is 
rather uncommon; but I never think much 
about ’em. I’ve allers lived right here, ye 
know.” 

Uncle Lisba poured his tea into his saucer to 
cool, leaned back, and cleared his throat. 

“ Our boarders belonged ter them esthcticks,” 
said he, slowly, with his eyes fastened suspp» 
ciously on the two girls’ faces. “And I reckon 
whuther no you ain’t the same sort. They say 
there’s lots on ’em in the cities now.” 

“ There’s more here in the country than I 
wish there was/’ grumbled Aunt Dorcas, with a 
reproachful glance at little Tilly. Tilly tossed 
her head and looked supremely indifferent. 

“ We came up here to get away from every¬ 
thing of that sort, Uncle Lisha,” said Patty, 
sweetly. 

44 Wal,” continued he, calmly, 44 1 hain’t no 
’pinion on ’em, no way. I despise the hull lot— 
estheticks, spiritooalists, free-lovers and all. 
One’8 bad’s t’other, ’cordin’ ter my way 
o’ thinkin’!” 

44 Why, par Arnold, ain’t you ashamed?” cried 
Tilly, her cheeks flaming red. At which it is 
revealed to her cousins that she has aspirations 
towards estheticism, and that the united heads of 
the family are much disturbed on account of it. 
It also flashes upon them that her remarkable 
gown is only an effort after the beautiful as it 
has been revealed to her. 

A day or two after this, Patty spoke to Tilly 
on the subject. Now Tilly was an affectionate 
little creature, who had given her whole heart to 
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her Cousin Patty. She had followed Patty about j “ Oh, well, never mind," Tilly said, trying to 
the house wherever she went. j-make the best of it. 44 You look nice in any- 

44 Tilly,’* said Patty, abruptly, when they were j thing.*' 
alone, “Tilly, are you an esthete?” j 44 Well, now,” continues Patty, dismissing the 

“ Yes, I be,” replied Tilly, promptly, with a j subject of dress, 44 what shall we do while we are 
jerk of her bright head. 44 And par and mar do j together: we girls?” 

hate it so!” \ “ Oh,” says Tilly, dismally, and speaking from 

44 Yes, 1 see they do. But what is it to be an i the esthetic point of view, 44 there ain’t much we 
esthete? Do you really know?” j ean do here. There must be some comfort in 

44 Oh, la, now. Well,” after hesitating for a > tryin’ to be esthetic iu the city, where there is 
moment, “ it’s to be awful odd and contrairy; plenty of old cracked chiny, and pictures, and 
and to rave and tare about uncommon homely painted winders, and poets, and so on. But I 
things; and to talk so nobody can understand— s’pose we can read the poems together, and talk 
awful deep, you know, like Oscar Wilde: I’ve deep, and—and all that," vaguely, with a little 
read all his poems, every one of ’em: our airy flirt of the hands into indefinite space, 
boarders gave me a copy; and oh! ain’t they 44 But do you know, between you and me,” 
deep? I can’t understand one word of’em. Oh, says Patty, confidentially, 44 1 think we should 
they are so nice !” clasping her hands in ecstasy, enjoy doing something else so much better: 

“H’m, yes: 4 too utterly utter* for anything, sleigh-riding, for instance, or coasting down these 
are they not?” assented Patty, mischievously. hills. Don’t you ever do such things?” 

“There! That's jest what I meant, only I “Oh, my gracious, don't we?” cried Tilly, 
couldn't say it,” cried Tilly, delightedly, her eyes wide and shining. “Why*, we do have 
44 That’s jest the way our city boarders talked, the most splendid sleigh-rides! Sometimes we 
They said it was the ‘correct thing' to be an ride over to the Coffee House—that’s the tavern, 
esthete. So I’m one. And anybody’d know yon know—and then have a little dance there, 
you was one. I knew it the minute I set eyes on and drive home by moonlight. And as for 
you.” coasting—oh, my !” jumping up and pointing 

“Oh, you did?” says Patty, pinching her : across the road to the side hill, 44 we con start up 
f pink chin. “Then you are an esthete, too.” there by that big pine tree, and come way down 
44 Yes, on esthete,” she repeats, complacently, to the pasture bars. Take it when there’s a 
straightening up and looking very dignified, crust, you know. Many’s the time we've done 
After a moment, she looked up timidly, and it: me and Joe, on his big sled.” 
said: And very much out of breath, and blushing a 

44 1 hope you won’t be mad with me, Cousin little, she stopped and looked at Patty. 

Patty, but I do wonder why you don’t dress “ But,” said she, uncomfortably, 44 1 don't 

different—more esthetic, you know. This gown s’pose it would do foT us now, would it ? Hadn’t 

is nice, I guess,” laying her hand in Patty’s lap, we ought to be improvin' our minds and so on ?’* 
“ but it ain’t like the pictures, now is it?” dep- 44 Thai , for improving our minds, and all the 
recatingly. rest of it,” said Patty, with a disdainful snap 

Patty looked down at her expensive tailor- of her thumb and finger in Tilly’s face, 
made flannel and smiled. Tilly jumped as if a gun had been fired off 

“Why,” she said, 44 my dress is very well, I j under her pretty nose, 
am sure; and so comfortable: besides, it cost a ; “ Oh, my goodness! I never!” she gasped, 

deal of money.” j 44 Do you mean to say you don’t enro nothin’ 

Tilly’s face fell. 44 Did it now?” she said. X about it—goin’to drop the whole thing?” 

“Then of course you can’t afford to throw it j 44 Only that and nothing more,” quoted Patty, 
away. But it’s a pity. Why, mine only cost > calmly. 

a shilling a yard, and I made it all myself. I j 44 Well, I never!” Tilly repeated, this time 

could make you one jest like it. Oh, I wish you j reflectively, and then was silent, 
would let me!” with great eagerness. > Patty watched her furtively. 44 Tilly,” she 

44 Heaven forbid !” gasped Patty. > said, presently, 44 my sister Grace once loved A 

, Tilly turned and looked at her cousin, but j noble, splendid man, and he loved her devotedly, 
fviled to get her meaning. “Perhaps,” she and does still: but lately she has given her life 
said, brightening up, “you have other dresses, so completely to this new folly of estheticism, as 
real pretty ones, along with you?" j we call it, that her love has got all buried up in 

“ Why, no, dear. I did not bring any but j the rubbish of it; and she thinks it is dead ; but 

warm plain dresses," was the reply. j it is not, you know—only buried up, with every 
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«ther sweet and natural feeling. And I felt so 
sorry for this man who loves her and is waiting 
so patiently—so sorry, too, for her, that she .1 
should throw away so much—that 1 coaxed her 
to come up here away from it all—away from the 
artificial life, thinking it would do her good ; 
and now,” very dolefully, “ I find my little 
cousin needs renovating too, and I have a double 
task to perform.” 

Tilly's answer was to burst into a little bub¬ 
bling laugh ; and hopping up, she planted her- < 
self in her cousin's lap. 

“ Don’t fret about me, Patty,” said she, with ;l 
her arms round her neck and her cheek close to 
hers. “ Why, bless your heart, I don’t care 
anything about it; only I was told it was the 
fashion, you see. But this bein’ esthetic was 
gettin’ to be awful tejus sometimes ! Only it was 
fan to plague Joe—poor Joe,” blushing and 
hiding her face. “ You see, he likes me—some¬ 
thin’ as the grand, splendid man does Grace. 
But they said it wasn’t esthetic to be in love; 
that was quite too common. And he was only 
Joe—jest Joe—Joe Farley; but he’s nice—real 
nice, for all that,” looking up, with a sigh, into 
Patty’s face. 

Patty nodded emphatic assent, and Tilly 
went on: 

“ My! won’t Joe be glad to have me good to 
him again, though ! I have treated him shame¬ 
ful, that’s a fact. And won’t par and mar be 
glad —and, well, to tell the honest truth, I’m as 
tickled as I can be myself, to get out of it!” 
with a long sigh of satisfaction. “And now 
we’ll go in for a regular good time while you're 
here, won’t we?” 

So saying, she seized Patty and went gallop¬ 
ing round the room till her feet got caught in 
the tail of her ugly gown, and she fell back into 
her chair, laughing and out of breath. 

Her father and mother hearing the unusual 
tumult, came out from the kitchen just then, 
and stood together in the open door, looking at 
the two girls, not a little mystified. 

“ Oh, par and mar, look here!” cried Tilly, 
rushing up to them. “ I ain't goin’ to be esthetic 
any more—never; that is, we ain’t, be we, 
Patty? You see, we’ve been talkin’ it over, and 
we’re sick and tired of it; ain't We, Patty ? And 
see here, par,” laughing and hanging about him, 
“ you shall have them poems you hate the sight 
of so for shavin’ papers; won’t that be fun? 
All they’re fit for, anyway. And we’ll feed the 
sunflowers to the old rooster; his name is Oscar 
Wilde; Tnamed him,” (to Patty) “and I do feel 
as if it would be such fan to see him gobble 
’em down. And mar, you dear old thing, I do 


believe—yes, J will—cut the trail off this gown, 
jest to please you, see if I don’t!” 

Uncle Lisha and Aunt Dorcas exchanged 
glances of astonishment mingled with the deepest 
satisfaction, and that night talked the matter 
over, Uncle Lisha concluding by saying: “We 
was mistaken, arter all, mar, about them two 
gals bein’ esthetics; they did look too sensible 
for it, now, didn’t they?” 

For a few days Grace seemed in some measure 
to enjoy the novelty of her surroundings ; then 
a horrible languor and listlessness began to steal 
over her, which she could not throw off*, and 
from which Patty tried to rouse her in vain. At 
last, one morning, Patty said: 

“Just come and look out, dear. See how the 
crust on the side hill sparkles in the sun. It 
looks like an immense round-topped sugar-loaf, 
does it not ? Tilly says it’s fit at last for coast¬ 
ing. We can all three, she says, go on the big 
sled together. Oh, I should think it would be 
such fan.” 

The coasting proved a new and delightful 
experience. Patty was hilarious, and even Grace 
grew a little excited as they went down, down, 
swiftly skimming the glassy surface of the long 
hill. 

They stayed out till Aunt Dorcas blew the 
horn for them at dinner-time, when they came 
in with rosy cheeks and sharpened appetites. 

But after dinner, Grace relapsed into her old 
quiet indifference; and sought the big lounge in 
the sitting-room, where she lay cilent. 

The good uncle and aunt puzzled their heads 
in vain over Grace’s “ queer ways.” 

“ If she was only an invalider now, I wouldn’t 
say a word, but set right tew and nuss her u{>; 
but she don’t ’pear ter be sick, leastways not in 
body,” said Aunt Dorcas, one morning, to her 
husband, as she clattered among the milk-pans. 
“ Strange that a young gal, with everything in 
the world ter live for, should seem ter consider 
livin’ at all sech a trial, as it were. I declare 
ter man if she don’t go ’round as if it wa’n’t 
hardly wuth while ter try ter breathe.” 

“ P’raps,” said Uncle Lisha, thoughtfully 
scratching his head, “I dunno, but sometimes 
I wonder whuther no she hain’t been disap- 
p’inted.” 

“Wal, 'p’raps’ no sech thing,” retorted his 
wife. “She hain’t; that I know. Patty as 
good’s told Tilly that there was a man that sot 
the world by Grace, and she wouldn’t have 
nothin’ ter dew with him.” 

“Then, mar,” said Uncle Lisha, with sudden 
conviction, dropping into a chair, “ she was an 
esthetic, arter all, I’ll bet a cookey, and it didn't 
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agio? with her: wore her all out, aa it were, 
bo iy Hii l soul. Don’t you remember what a 
wru-k tiny niatle o’ the minister's wife’s sister 
ou ' i New York State?” 

“ i e>, I do,” was the reply, “and I’ve sus- 
pit-. * i ■ l it s what’s the matter with Grace, all 
al >n r >. 1 haiu’t boarded esthetics a whole 

summer, Lisha Arnold, without larniu’ some¬ 
thin’ o‘ their ways. But don’t you fret,” added 
the good woman, “she’ll come out on’t. It’s 
born in me that she will. She needs somethin’ 
ter rouse her up; and she’ll have it, tew. Hope 
ter massy it won’t be a stroke o’ lightuin’ nor an 
’arthquake that does it.” 

Meanwhile Patty continued to plan various 
pleasures and surprises, inventing little neces¬ 
sities for exertion, hoping to involve her sister 
in some simple healthful interests which would 
do her the good she needed. They had sleigh- 
rides : they had a paring-bee, a quilting and a 
spelling match. Into all these Grace entered 
witli apparent enjoyment for the moment, but 
the spell was not broken; and she fell back again 
directly into the old apathy and indifference. 

“ Mother,” said Uncle Lisha to his wife, one 
morning, “ we’re lay in' out ter go up outer the 
mountain to-day, ter look arter them traps; and 
I wish you’d put up a good hefty lunch, and git 
my mittens and other riggin’ out. And see here: 

I shouldn’t wonder if we all come back here ter 
supper, to-night: they’ll be likely ter be pooty 
hungry by that time.” 

“ Oh, yes, I s’pose so,” grumbled Aunt Dorcas. 
“But who’s a-goin’ ter git supper for a pack o* 
men at a minute’s warnin’, I should like ter 
know? How many will there be, anyway?” 

“ AVhy, there’s me, and brother Gideon, and 
Joe Farley, and a young city chap that’s jestj 
come ter their house yesterday: come up ter < 
hunt. That’s all; only four.” > 

Late that afternoon, Aunt Dorcas and the girls < 
were sitting in the twilight, watching for the \ 
return of the bear-hunters, when Tilly cried: j 
“See, there they come; and they’re carrying \ 
something. It’s the bear, girls I it’s the bear!” 

“ A strange way ter bring home a bear,” mut¬ 
tered Aunt Dorcas. “See, it’s on a stretcher; 
and they walk as careful as if it was a human 
bein'.” 

“ It is a man !” exclaimed Tilly, lookingngain ; 

“ and par and Uncle, Gideon and Joe are carrying 

him.” 

It was indeed a man, and with a look of death 
on his still white face, that they brought in and, 
laid so tenderly on the sitting-room lounge. 

Grace, as if impelled by some hidden instinct, 
was the first to hurry forward as the bearers 


1 approached. She gave one look into the uneon- 
; scious face, and fell on her knees beside it. 

“ My God, my God I” she moaned, “ it is John 
Heed, and he is dead. What shall I do? What 
shall I do?” 

Even iu that moment of horror Patty’s heart 
gave a leap, almost of gladness, at her sister's 
words. 

“ Thank God, she does love him,” she thought. 
But she said aloud: “ It caunot be that he is 
dead?” And she looked appealingly from on* 
to the other of the men. 

“ Oh, bless yon, no, child : he is only stunned. 
His heart neats,” said Uncle Gideon. “There, 
there,” soothingly, to Grace, “ we’ll bring him. 
tew in a little while: he’s only stunned, os it 
were, ye know.” 

“lie is an old and dear friend of ours,” ex¬ 
plained Putty to^ fh® little group, who stood 
staring in astonishment. “And,” she added, 
“ my sister is nut strong.” 

“ Poor gnl, poor gal!” said Uncle Lisha, 
meditatively, looking after Grace as Putty led 
her away. “ Who’d a’ thought it now—who’d 
a ! thought it?” 

Aunt Dorcas, with her usual shrewdness, took 
in the situation at once. 

“ Lisha Arnold,” she remarked, severely, 4a 
her bewildered spouse, “ be you a-goin’ ter stand 
) there all night makin’ a fool o’ yourself, or be 
| you a-goin’ to act like a sensible critter? I 
should think it would be a good idee for some¬ 
body to go for the doctor.” 

“ To be sure, to be sure,” said Uncle Lisha, be¬ 
stirring himself. But finding that Joe Farley had 
already forestalled him, he sat down comfortably, 
and began to give an account of the accident. 

It seemed that the hunters had succeeded in 
trapping a bear, and, as often happened, she 
had made off, dragging the trap along with her. 
They followed the trail for a considerable dis¬ 
tance, and John Reed was the first to come upon 
her. Just then, however, his foot slipped and 
he fell forward, striking his head upon a stone, 
sorthat he became insensible. Fortunately, Unde 
Gideon was.only a step behind, and despatched 
the bear just as she was about to spring upon 
her prostrate foe. 

“And,” remarked Uncle Lisha, in conclusion, 
“if Gideon had been a minute later, that b’ar 
would a’ finished the poor feller sartin.” 

It was not till after the doctor came that John 
Reed opened his eyes, and then he only looked' 
wildly about, muttered incoherently for a mo* 
ment, and relapsed into insensibility again. 

“A bad case,” said the doctor. “ His shoulder- 
is dislocated.” 
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But, on the whole, his condition was not so 
serious as had been at first feared; and a few 
weeks of good nursing and quiet proved to be all 
that was necessary to his recovery. 

Meanwhile Grace had laid aside her grief, 
and with no outward signs of emotion appeared < 
before her aunt, and announced her intention of j 
nursing the sick man herself. 

44 Yes, my dear,” cried the good old lady, j 
looking sharply but kindly into her niece’s j 
pale face, 44 you shall have your own way. I 
understand.” 

Whereupon Grace kissed the withered old \ 
cheek, and seemed satisfied ; and that night she j 
watched with Patty by John Reed’s bedside. ) 
The invalid was a little delirious, and as yet i 
recognized no one; and Patty found herself j 
studying her sister with much interest, not to j 
say surprise, for Grace seemed all at once tranB- j 
formed. The old look of weariness and indififer- > 
ence had given place to a radiant glow of happi- { 
ness, in which there was something of triumph. \ 
In addition there was a life and elasticity in her 
movements altogether new and strange. \ 

Towards morning Grace rose and leaned over! 
the sleeping man. 44 He will live,” she said. 

44 Otherwise my heart would not bo so fUll of i 
hope, of happiness, as it is to-night. This, \ 
Patty,” she continued, solemnly laying her hand j 
on his forehead, “ is the man who loves me— j 
the man w T hom I love; and I know, now, that > 
the world would be empty to me without him. j 
Ah ! how could I ever have doubted it ? But I j 
had been feeding on artificial food so long that \ 
I had lost all taste for the natural and healthy, i 
I thought love was a folly. But now my soul is \ 
awake, thanks to you and to the kind fate that s 
sent the final shock I needed. Oh, Patty, Patty ! j 
I thank God to-night that I am a woman, and j 
that I love him !” \ 

She smiled down through her tears upon John j 
Heed’s unconscious face, and fancied that he j 


smiled back faintly in his sleep. And if Grace 
was happy, Patty was only less so. 

14 Didn’t I tell ye that somethin’ would happen 
ter bring that gal to her senses ?” asked Aunt 
Dorcas, triumphantly, the next day, of Lislm. 

44 Wal, it wa’n’t an ’arthquake nor a stroke o’ 
lightnin’—was it, mother?” he replied. 

44 No ; it was a bear hunt!” she answered, 
shortly. 

Meantime the days wore on, and John Reed 
grew better steadily. It was on a pleasant Sat¬ 
urday afternoon that Grace sat rending aloud to 
him, when suddenly he began to grow restless 
and inattentive. 

“ Grace,” he interrupted, at last, with some 
impatience, 44 do stop reading.” 

44 Well, really,” she laughed, closing the book, 
44 my efforts to amuse you do not seem to be 
appreciated to-day. You declared checkers 
stupid, and the newspaper a bore; and now 
even your favorite poet fails to please.” 

He looked at her wistfully. “ I am only 
tired, and my head aches,” he said. “ I wish 
you would come and hold your hand on it, as 
you did the other night.” 

He spoke as a fretful child might to its mother. 
Grace rose immediately, and laid her cool hand 
on his forehead. But still he was not satisfied. 
His eyes sought hers hungrily. 

44 Grace,” he said, 44 there was something 
more—or did I dream it ?” 

He moved his head restlessly upon the pillow, 
and a look of pain and doubt crept into his face. 

She flushed a rosy red, hesitated for an instant, 
and then, with a smile of ineffable sweetness, 
leaned over him with a movement in itself a 
caress, And kissed him. 

With one weak arm he held her close, and 
when he let her go, both faces were wet with 
tears. 

It was thus that our esthete found her heart, 
and John Reed 44 came into his kingdom.” 


“GOD’S WAYS ARE NOT OUR WAYS.” 


BY BYA M. BLODGETT. 


Passionate heart* He made to ache, 
Haughty spirits He formed to break. 

I shudder and weep abovethe pell 
Of my cherished earthly idol's fall, 

Yet a merciful God reigns over all. 

Thro’ mists of tearti and clonds of pain 
The wounded soul shall rise again. 

And thoae who mocked at the fallen fora. 
In the dawn of the resurrection morn 
Shall gaze in pity and not In scorn. 


Ah, cruel words are worse than death; 

The roses droop beneath their breath. 

44 When the spirit fails and the flesh is weak,” 
The gentle touch on the tear-wet check 
Is the touch that stirs tlm fountains deep. 


Oh, treasured days, as gems above, 

That taught me mercy, faith, and love, 
To our own good OKI’S lemons tend, 

44 The heart must break that cannot bend.” 
God grant us patience to the end. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. j “ Why, grandsire, what makes you so hoarse 

When the chief Washaning went out from the all at once?” 


Commissioner’s room, it was with the firm step 
of a warrior and of a statesman who had defeated ! 
his enemy by stern moral force. 

"With this spirit strong upon him, the old man 
entered his own dwelling, and went at once to 
his granddaughter’s chamber. Washanee, radi¬ 
ant with happiness, came forward to receive him. ; 

“Oh, grandsire, you are happy now—hnppy ; 
as I am, and os he is. The light has come back 
to your eyes. You begin to feel what a grand 
tiling this will be for you and your people.” j 
Poor girl! She had mistaken the strength of j 
a great purpose for happiness, which it is in a i 
certain degree, until it sinks into resignation or 
despair, according to the character of the person, j 
Washaniug took the two hands which the girl j 
held out to him in his own with a firm clasp. 
He would not permit a pulse to beat quicker, or j 
a norvo to tremble; for the last time perhaps 
forever ho put all the strength of his savage 
nature into endurance. Not a tear dimmed the 
cold brightness of liis eyes; no tone of his voice 
told of the anguish that racked him. j 

“Washanee, I have something to sny that will 
surprise—it may be, trouble you.” j 

“ Noihing can trouble me to-day,” she said, j 
stooping down to kiss the hands that held hers, i 
for her young heart was brimming over with 
happiness. “ Oh, grandsire, tell me, did you 
feel like this the evening that white lady, my J 
grandmother, told you she was ready to give up 
everything—go anywhere, for your sake? Oh, > 
how I wish that there could be something I j 
might give up for him !” j 

The old man uttered a faint moan. Washanee \ 
did not hear it. She was made inattentive by j 
her own sweet joy. i 

“ Cut that is impossible,” she added, shaking \ 
her head. “ I keep everything that can make a l 
creature glad. I am given to him, and still have ! 
you. Oh, grandsire, was there ever a woman of > 
our people so happy?” j 

“Washanee!” \ 

The girl was a little startled*, that one word , 
was uttered so strangely. > 

(378) 


“Because it is your grandsire and his people 
that you will give up when this white gentleman 
becomes your husband,” was the sad, almost 
solemn, answer. 

“ You, grandsire? No, no, ten thousand times 
no. 1 could not do that. You are only saying 
this to try me: to punish me just a little because 
he is not one of our own chiefs—Gray Hawk, for 
instance; but. you have no idea how fiercely 
savage and wicked Gray Hawk is: how 1 am 
beginning to bate him. The other day, when he 
came here and almost ordered me to his lodge, it 
made me sick with loathing; and 1 never warned 
to go back to the people who had given me to 
him. But to part with you, grandsire—oh! it 
would be easier to die.” 

For one instant, a gleam of joy shot into tho 
old man’s eyes; but it died out, leaving them 
heavier and sadder than before. 

“But that is already done,” he said. “This 
day, Washanee, I have given you to your 
father.” 

The girl’s great black eyes opened wide; her 
lips parted in vague astonishment. 

“My father?” she repeated. “My father? 
Who is my father?” 

The old man could not answer. With the last 
words, his strength gave way utterly. Savage 
stoicism yielded to the throes of tortured affee- 
tion. For the first time he seemed to realise 
all that he had given up, and stood before the 
girl mute with anguish. 

Washanee saw this, and it terrified lier. Ins 
wild burst of affection, she drew her hands from 
his trembling hold; flung herself on his bosom, 
and wound her arms around him passionately. 

“ Given me up ? You given me up ? Do net 
tell me that. Do not force yourself to tell me 
that. I never had a fhther—never will have any 
fa'ther but you 1 If the Great Spirit of all our 
dead chiefs should come down and command me 
to take another, I would not do it” 

“ But it is already done,” said the chief, feebly 
releasing himself from the passionate young 
creature’s embrace; for he felt this ouil ■ tof 
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affection as a wrong to the father who henceforth 
had a just claim to nil her lore and obedience, 
without which his own self-abnegation would be 
worthless. 44 It is already done, my child.” 

“ What is already done?’* demanded the girl. 
44 And who is the man who claims a right to call 
me daughter—to say that I shall not love you a 
thousand times better than I ever did? Is he 
white or Indian? In either case, I defy him to 
separate me irom you, now or ever.” 

Tears swelled up and flashed in the wild 
creature’s eyes as she said this. Her beautiful 
mouth trembled ; she stamped her foot upon the 
floor. Then all at once, she fell down upon her 
knees before the old man, sobbing out: 

44 Oh, grandsire, grandsire, you could not be 
so cruel as to give me away? You could not. 
I will never believe it—never, never!” 

This vehement struggle of savage fire and 
passionate tenderness added new feelings of 
self-reproach to the old man’s distress, for it 
awoke a train of reasoning that took its source 
both from his apprehensions and intelligence: 
for the idea that his own rash marringe had 
entailed an antagonism of blood that would blight 
all liapriness in the objects of his dearest affec¬ 
tions had haunted his whole life. 

Perhaps that imagination which gives so much 
of the picturesque to Indian superstitions had 
intensified this reasoning into the great dread 
that was forced upon him now; for as the girl 
lay prostrate at his feet, shaken with sobs, he 
began to tremble from head to foot, and the 
hands with which he attempted to lift her up 
were cold as ice. 

“ Washanee, my child, my own dear child, try 
to bear this better. Neither anger nor tears can 
help us here. That which we are to endure 
must be met with courage. When you have 
learned everything—” 

44 Everything?” repeated the girl, lifting her 
head. 44 Oh, grandsire, is not this enough ?” 

Washaning looked Around and saw the black 
face of Wisse peering through a crevice of tho 
door, which she had softly opened. 

44 Wu* yer callin’ uv me?” was her innocent 
demand, on finding herself discovered. 

One look from the old chief was sufficient to 
make Wisse slink from the door, but her intru- 
•ion had been enough to startle tho young mis¬ 
tress from her lowly position. She stood up, 
and followed her grandfather into his own room, 
where he seated himself; and from sheer force 
of habit, the unhappy girl sank down to the mat 
beneath his feet. 

44 Are you prepared to listen now?” he ques¬ 
tioned, gently. “ The worst has been said. All 


that you have to hear now can be listened to 
calmly.” 

“Calmly?” repented the girl. 44 It seems ns if 
1 should never be calm again.” And as she spoke 
this, the girl hushed her sobs and uplifted her 
eyes to the old man’s face. They were full of 
wistful questioning, us she said, 

44 Now teil me everything—everything. I)., iot 
be afrnid that 1 cannot bear it. We Indians know 
how to sutier. \Mio dares to call himself n.y t iiu-r? 
My mother was a princess—your own <.au*Jit<T. 
I was born in your lodge. Our women luve told 
me this again and again, but they never said any¬ 
thing of my father. What need had 1 of a father 
while you gave me so much care, so much love? 
What need have 1 of one now ?” 

44 But the law gives you to him.” 

44 The law ? What is that ? Do not you make 
the laws in our council-lodges ?” 

44 Listen, child, and murk every word I say, 
for I cannot dwell on the subject calmly. Listen: 
This man came to our nation in tho prime of liig 
first manhood, and when your mother was in 
the fairest bloom of her lift. He had been 
hardly trouted by his own people, and most 
of all by some lady, with whom serious trouble 
arose on the very brink of marriage, and sepa¬ 
rated them. It was this that sent him among the 
Cherokees. Ho was handsome, learned, and 
bravo as the best warrior among us. I took him 
into my lodge. It was a great pleasuro to hsive 
a guest under my roof who could slmre the 
studies I loved, nnd save me a little from that 
worst of all solitude—intellectual loneliness. He 
professed to have sought us for a permanent 
home; to lovo tho freedom of our lives and the 
romance of our traditions. We welcomed him 
with more than hospitality. The council made 
him a cliicf. My daughter found in him the 
complete companionship that could not be given 
her among our people, for she had been the 
pupil of her mother, and we were but entering 
into the*earlier rudiments of civilization. Your 
father was the first cultivated white man that 
she had ever seen, nnd she loved him.” 

44 Loved him ? Oh. I know how well !” in¬ 
terrupted Washanee, clasping her hands in a 
sort of irresistable ecstasy. 44 But one thing— 
was she fair, or dark like me ?” 

This eager question, with the hot blush that 
followed it, almost brought a smile to tho old 
man s lips; but it was a ghostly gleam, that 
died instantly. 

44 She had golden hair, like her mother’s, hut 
her eyes were so dark that they seemed black.” 

44 Oh ! But he loved her, though her eyes were 


black ?” 


Digitized by kjooole 


380 


LOVE IN TANGLE. 


44 Yea, he loved her. At least I thought so.’* 

44 Thought so? As if anyone could not tell!” 

44 Not three months after he came among us 
this man asked her of me, and I gave her to 
him, willingly, proudly; for she loved him, and 
he seemed to love her. Among all our young 
men, in council or on the war-path, there was 
not one who could hope to be her mate; for she 
possessed all her mother’s intelligence, and was 
the last of my race. In marrying her, this proud 
white man took the place of my son ; but neither 
ambition nor the most devoted love that woman 
ever gave to man, had power enough to keep 
him among us. It was not long before & home¬ 
sick craving seemed to grow upon him. He 
forsook the council-lodge and wandered away 
among the forest paths for days, when there 
was no eneipy to meet nor game to kill. I saw 
the change, and it troubled me ; but nothing 
could disturb the faith of my poor girl. Yet 
it came at the last—the thing I hod dreaded, 
but would not believe. He left us—left her.” 

“ Left her?” 

Washanee’s face turned pale; then a wild rush 
of the old savage blood flashed over it. 

44 Left her ? But she was his wife.” 

44 She was his wife, but he left her. Letters 
oame to him from the East. I saw all the 
struggle, but could not force myself to expostu¬ 
late with him—not even for her sake. He came 
to me one day, worn and jaded by a long tramp 
in the woods. His cheeks were burning with 
fever; his hot hands seemed to scorch mine as 
he told me that he must go, for a time, back to 
his own people. Things had happened there 
that might dishonor him if he refused to go. 
The welfare of innocent people was at stake. In 
a few weeks or months, at the most, he would 
set everything right, and come back to us. 
Meantime his wife must remain with me, and 
have faith in him, for surely as the sun rose aud 
set he would return to her. 

44 1 tried to believe him, for it is hard for an 
upright man to suspect dishonor in others. 
There, there; do not look so angry, child. I 
do believe that lie meant all that he said ; but at 
the time my heart burned within me; for I felt 
that he would never come back.” 

44 But he did—he did !” cried Washanee, with 
passionate impatience. 44 Tell me that he came 
back to her.” 

“ No, Washanee, he never did.” 

The girl set her white teeth together, 
loch in the storm of Wroth that pressed against 
them. 

4 - An.l this man you call my father ?” 

44 lie never came bock. But do not judge the 


man too severely. He was on the eve of re¬ 
turning when news of your mother’s death 
reached him.” 

44 And so he staid with his own people ? You 
had been his benefactor—had made him equal to 
yourself. Have white men no gratitude?” 

A bitter smile crossed the old man’s lips. 

44 1 did not ask that question: it seemed trivial 
compared to the great sorrow that fell upon me 
when they placed you in my arms* and told me 
that my daughter was dead.” 

44 But my mother? Was it this cruel man’s 
absence alone that killed her?” 

Wasbaning knew that a letter from the lady 
whom the white husband of his daughter had 
left and afterward married, carelessly forgotten 
in his lodge, had haunted this poor Indian 
mother down to her grave; but he could not 
force himself to say this to her child. 

44 She was naturally delicate,” he said. 

44 And so his absence killed her? Oh, I can 
understand that. My poor mother! My poor 
mother! But he, this man: the news of her 
death did not bring him back, nor the birth of 
her child? He was content to leave that among 
the savages he had deserted? TJiere is great 
cause that I should love this new father of 
mine.” Her words were bitter with scorn. 

44 He did not know of your existence. Washa¬ 
nee. You were mine, all mine. She sent you to 
me from her death-bed, with her last kiss on 
your baby lips. More than once, as if some 
premonition of death haunted her, she had told 
me all her hopes, all her wishes regarding you. 
Only ou one condition were you ever to know 
your father.” 

44 And that condition ?” 

44 Was that you should be brought among the 
people of her mother's race; be permitted free 
choice in marriage, and of a home with them ; 
but failing to make that choice, should return to 
your own country, marry according to the usages 
of our people, and hand in hand with some great 
chief, use the power and wealth that I must soop 
lay down for the advancement of our nation.” 

Washanee had listened intently; but now her 
head drooped, both hands fall into her lap, and 
she sat some minutes in silence, lost in deep 
thought; while the old chief leaned back in his 
chair, closed his eyes, and seemed to wait hope¬ 
lessly for this roost painful scene to terminate. 
At lost the girl arose and stood up proudly. 

44 Grand si re,” she Baid, 44 did the man you call 
my father ever marry another woman ?” 

44 Yes.” 

44 The woman who drove him among the Cheio- 
kees?” 
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“ Yes, he married her.” 

“When?” 

“ A few months after your mother’s death.” 

“ And to this man you are willing to giro me 
up ?” 

“ Not willing, not willing. The Qreat Spirit 
of ray fathers only knows how I have struggled 
against it; but the proanise to your dead mother 
—the choice you have made of this young white 
man for a husband, force me to complete the 
•aoriGce to which I am bound.” 

Washanee knelt down before the old man, who 
f poke tremblingly; and taking his unnerved hand, 
kissed it reverently. 

“ Grandsire,” she said, “ in everything else, I 
wi!l obey my dead mother’s wishes; but I will 
not hold this white chief as my father, give him 
obedience, or bear his ‘name for one single hour. 
The man who marries me, white or Indian, tnkes 
the granddaughter of Washaning, a Cherokee 
piaiden, who refuses ever to see or even hear the 
name of the white traitor who broke her mother’s 
heart.” 

I have said that the old chief was worn out by 
a conflict of passions. Feeling the tears rising to 
his eyes, he motioned Washanee to withdraw, that 
) she might not witness his weakness. So she left 
the room, in silence, not yet having learned the 
name of her father. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

General Noel was in no haste to Avail himself 
of the sacrifice that had cost so much pain to 
Washaning. In the presence of the old chief, 
memories which he would gladly have forgotten 
oame thronging on him with a force that sur¬ 
prised even himself. The existence of a daughter, 
of whom he had been profoundly ignorant up to 
that hour, contained all tbe elements of a romance' 
and the perplexities of real life. Wondering 
astonishment—a strange sensation of mingled 
dread and delight—awoke in his bosom, and he 
thought of this unknown child with something of 
the youthful enthusiasm that had almost died 
out of his character. 

For hours afteT the heavy-hearted old chief 
had left him, this man walked the floor of bis 
library, up and down, up and down, too forcibly 
excited for reflection, and fiercely battling with 
his memories. Sometimes a flash of bitter rage 
; eame upon him, that hid own child should be 
erowded into his life as the exponent of acts 
which all honorable men would have a right to 
condemn. Sometimes he thought of the girl’s 
beauty and singular Attractions with a feeling of 
pride, and a half-angry longing to fold her in his 
arms. Then he would dash the ides from him, 


scorning himself that it could have arisen. Why 
did she not keep her wild loveliness in the woods 
where it was born ? Why had the old savage 
brought the knowledge of her existence to him, 
when it imperiled the culmination of his grandest 
ambition ? 

The time had gone by, he thought, when pio- 
turesque fancies and poetic traditious could give 
a glamor of romance to the savage character. 
The white man's civilization of vices had swept 
such things away too remorselessly for that. 
Reflections like these brought to the worldly man 
a sense of loathing for the red blood that burned 
through his daughter’s beauty ; for in it he saw 
what he deemed the degradation of his own. 

By degrees this unusual excitement died out, 
and the calculating character of the man asserted 
itself. He would take time for reflection. At 
present, this secret of his life must remain undis¬ 
turbed. There was no chance that Washaning 
would be in haste to surrender his grand¬ 
daughter, or that he would not gladly take the 
girl back to her own country, with her birth 
still undiscovered. So it happened that a day or 
two went by, and no steps were taken toward 
tbe acknowledgment or rejection of Washanee. 

During this time, the underground speculators 
who were urging the Indian treaty toward a con¬ 
firmation were eagerly at work. Caleb Stewart 
had been more than pnee in the Senator’s library, 
seeking the influence that would insure success 
if once obtained. In addition to the efforts of 
this crafty man, Mrs. Camp had been seized with 
a burning desire to obtain tlie Senator's auto¬ 
graph, between that of Daniel Webster and^ 
Henry Clay, where she had left a blank space for 
the next greatest man in the Senate, if not the v 
coming man for the Presidency. 

How Mrs. Camp obtained admission to Senator 
Noel’s library I am not prepared to sny ; but the 
handsome mulatto fellow who attended the door 
looked smilingly down into the palm of his hand, 
as he went upstairs with her card, and she fol¬ 
lowed him so closely that Noel saw her foot on 
the threshold of the open door as he was about 
to proclaim himself “ especially occupied with 
several gentlemen on important public business.” 

Mrs. Camp came into the room gingerly, with 
her pink parasol neatly furled in one hand, and 
a good idbum, folded in tissue-paper, through 
which the crimson velvet binding gleamed 
visibly, in the other. Our lady hud a modest 
droop of the eyelids, which was altogether thrown 
away on General Noel, who had seen that par¬ 
ticular sweep of the lashes with a sudden up¬ 
lifting pain. Yes, in the child-like innocence of 
nature, too often for the desired effect. 
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Mrs. Camp produced her album, and leaned> on the obstinate savage: whereupon the lady 
very nearly over the General’s shoulder, as he l shook her head, and declared that though she 
placed his name, not between that of Webster and !; had found the courage to ask favors from him. 
Clay, but dashed it off quite independently on a < she never, even in behalf of others, descended 
page by itself. Then, with a smile that fairly \ beneath the level of real greatness, 
deceived this accomplished actress, he asked if \ With this adroit compliment, Mrs. Camp made 
there was nothing else in which he could do him- j her way downstairs, smiled on the mulatto as he 
self the honor of obliging her. At which she! opened the door, and two or three blocks away 
shook her head, hesitated a little, smiled sweetly, ! found Caleb Stewart loitering on the sidewalk, 
and murmured that there was nothing else—at J Of course she did not stop to speak with him; 
least nothing that she would ask for herself; but J but turning her face away, said in passing, and as 
she sometimes ventured to use a little influence < if speaking to the lamp-post: 
in the cause of humanity with broad-hearted and £ “ Have dropped another big fish into your 

great-minded men capable of understanding her s basket.” 

motive. There was one subject, indeed, that her > “Not Noel?”'whispered the man, moving 
heart was really set upon; and that was justice, \ forward a step or two. 
only common justice, to the Indians: especially | “ Yes—Noel!” 

advanced tribes like the Cherokees. \ - 1 

Here General Noel’s eyelids drooped a little, j CHAPTER XXIX. 

and Mrs. Camp did not observe the twinkle \ The moment General Noel found himself alone, 
underneath. So after she had told him of his \ betook a package carefully tied up with red tape 
infinite superiority over other men. of the won-1 from the table, and examined the papers that it 
derful influence he possessed, and the terror she j contained, one by one. The first was the copy of a 
felt in approaching so much greatness, the dis- > treaty just arranged between the Government and 
tressed condition of the Cherokees in possessing \ a commission of Cherokee chieftains. He glanced 
so much land utterly unfit for agriculture, was \ this over hurriedly, then took out a map of the 
set forth so eloquently that the little woman < lands to be ceded, and examined it with interest, 
absolutely had tears in her eyes ; at any rate, she j “ Yes,” he said, putting his finger on a certain 
lifted her handkerchief to them. \ portion of the map, “ these rude patches, so inne- 

* General Noel listened to all this smilingly, as \ cently tinted with yellow, are the very grounds, 
the most astute of our great men will when they \ Strange that I should have forgotten it so long, 
happen to be in the humor; told her that he J and more strange that I did not understand the 
would give the sutyect his serious consideration ; \ old chief’s meaning when he s£oke of them the 
that she must know herself to be irresistible, < other day. Heavens, how stupid the wisest of 
independent of her eloquent pleading in behalf \ us can be 1 Part of these hills, 1 remember now, 
of the poor savages; and gracefully rising from J is the old man’s private property, and my child 
his chair, waited to bow her out. \ is his sole heiress; Let me remember clearly. 

“The treaty will come up to-morrow,” she s This was what he said when we rode over the 
said, pausing to clench the nail she had driven { lands. I was complaining of their sterile appear- 
with so much dexterity with another becoming \ ance; he fixed those keen black eyeB upon me, 
smile. “ If you would only make one of your \ and said in his slow, measured way : 
splendid speeches, I should feel almost os if 4 it s ‘ You are my son, and a chief among us. Lest 
were done for me—” \ death should come on me suddenly, 1 had better 

Noel bowed profoundly. < tell you now, in behalf of your wife and my 

“ There may be need of your eloquence,” the '< people, that there is wealth hidden in these 
woman continued, touching his arm uncon- j barren-looking rocks that will someday make 
sciously, in her child-like enthusiasm ; “ for i our nation rich beyond the white man’s avarice, 
though the friends of the Indians have obtained J When the power of science can be brought upon 
a heavy majority among the chiefs, one of them, j these bald hills, they will be found so heavy with 
the most powerful of all, I am told, refuses to \ gold that our people need not be compelled te 
sign the treaty.” j plough or reap like white m$n. This knowledge 

Noel thought of Washaning, and with him i would be nothing to them, as yet; but the day 
came a flash of remembrance that would have \ will come when you oan reveal the riches they 
enkindled the whole countenance of a less ex- < hold to the people.’ ” 

perieneed man; but he only bowed, and in the * Again Noel read the treaty over. Then he 
most flattering way asked why Mrs. Camp did \ laid it down, with an air of disgust; and a 
not exert some portion of her wonderful influence J strange look of triumph came into his eyes. 
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“ This scoundrel has discovered the worth of 
these lands—is in league with Keene; and this 
woman is either an accomplice or dupe. Here 
lies the secret of the treaty, and the reason that 
Washaning refuses his sanction to it. These 
rocks cover the wealth he alluded to. Strange 
that I did not comprehend: his words were 
significant enough. There was a gleam of pride 
in the old man’s eye when he spoke of my 
daughter’s dower. Why, the spoil must be 
enormous, to induce so much effort to get it! 
Hounds! How quietly they have followed the 
track. But they will find more opposition at the 
Ond of the run than the wisest of them dream of. 
,Ah! now I remember. The woman hinted that 
Young's vote hod been secured. I must see to 
that.” 

It was seldom that Noel allowed himself to give 
way to any excitement so far as to affect his 
capacity for cool mental-calculation; but the 
knowledge that had suddenly burst upon him 
disturbed his nerves so far, that his hand shook 
as he attempted to,master the full contents of the 
papers that lay before him. This new combina¬ 
tion of facts aroused him to a consciousness that 
the relations of his* newly-found daughter to his 
own material interests could be of the greatest 
importance. Her claims to wealth might, after 
all, be made to outbalance any obstacle to her 
recognition, and he steadied his nerves to a care- 5 
ful reconsideration of the matter under this new j 
enlightenment. To this end he forced himself to 
review all that portion of his life that led to the 
complications that surrounded him. 

Up to that time, his marriage with the daughter 
of Washaning had been known only to the tribe 
to which she belonged. Among his own people 
the story of his life with the Cherokees, generally 
believed, was simply this: 

In a fit of disgust created by the double 
dealing of politicians and the treachery of 
friends, added to the caprices of a lady whom 
he loved and was soon to marry, Noel had flung 
up a high position in hi9 own State; broken 
from the fascinations of a woman whose foibles 
he had magnified into faults; dashed from him¬ 
self all the promises of a grand future; and 
crossing the Mississippi, armed only with his 
bowie-knife'and rifle, asked a right to join the 
young braves of the nation on the war-path and 
in their hunting-parties. 

The chiefs of this nation, being intellectually in 
advance of all other savage tribes, received him 
with hospitality ; made him a chief and member 
of the grand council; gave him lead in their hunts 
and on the war-path, and in all respects accepted 
him as a native. During some months, he had in 


fact transformed himself into an Indian; wore 
deerskin on his limbs, moccasins on his feet, and 
led a wild dashing life in the woods. When this 
roving passion had exhausted itself, so the stery 
ran, a letter reached him from the lady of his love: 
a letter full of penitence and sweet persuasion for 
his return. Dropping his savage life as suddenly 
as he had taken it up, the young man abandoned 
his Indian associates; recrossed the great river, 
and dashed into a political fight going on in his 
old district: came out victorious; and in the first 
flush of triumph, married the lady who had so 
nearly lost him, with scarcely an interruption in 
his public career as a rising man. 

This was the story of Noel’s residence with 
the Indians that lent a dash of romance to his 
after life, and proved in no way to his dis¬ 
advantage ; but beyond that lay the secret of his 
marriage, never breathed to the dearest friend of 
his own race—not even to the lady who after¬ 
ward became his wife, and the mother of Con¬ 
stance : a secret that now came so strongly out 
of the past to threaten him with revelations that 
his proud and cautious nature shrank from as an 
absolute disgrace. Indeed there had been no 
period in this man’B life when the complications 
connected with Washanee’s birth could have 
brought more painful embarrassment; for ambi¬ 
tion, which had been his ruling passion, had so 
\ strengthened with each trial of his popularity 
that no stronger candidate had yet been found to 
contest his nomination for the Presidency in a 
convention close at hand. 

* Under these circumstances, how could he deal 
with the memory of his Indian wife and the 
living child that had come to him so strangely 
out of the past ? To recognizo her in any way, 
he felt, was to destroy the dignity of his past 
career, and the respectability which seldom takes 
its full value in a public man’s life till he finds 
it questioned. Noel understood thoroughly that 
this brief episode in his young manhood might* 
tell fearfully against him in the coming contest, 
if adroitly handled by his enemies. He thought, 
almost with a shudder, that this beautiful young 
savage, once recognized as his daughter, would 
forever be a living witness of weakness or 
treachery in his youth, and would certainly 
beoome an instrument of slanderous attack in 
the sharp warfare before him. Beyond that, 
what would be the effect of this wild girl’s ex¬ 
istence on Constance, the proud fair girl who 
had so long graced his position as an only 
daughter? How could she receive this bewil¬ 
dering wild thing as a sister?’ 

All these objections had pressed themselves 
on the world-worn statesman with painful force. 
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Under any circumstances, his position was a 
difficult one. To acknowledge the girl at all 
required a degree of magnanimity and courage 
that only belongs to the highest natures; and 
these he did not possess. Long practice in 
political manoeuvring had destroyed much of the 
dash and chivalry that marked his first entrance 
into public life, and he had lost the great moral 
oeurnge necessary to a noble achievement. Still, 
he thought himself a better statesman because of 
this very deterioration of character. 

So, in spite of the tender memories of a 
passion—brief in itself, as all mere passion is— 
for this girl's mother, and of the sensations 
created by her own wonderful beauty, Noel had 
resolved to give her back to the old ohief, as 
secretly as she had been brought to him. But 
this new enlightenment of her riches changed all 
this. At this crisis of his life; he had great need 
of the aid which money could give him; and 
when, in addition to the gold lands, he remem¬ 
bered the modest pride with which the old chief 
had spoken of the wealth he was ready to bestow 
on his grandchild, the father’s heart began to 
beat fast and strong in his bosom. He had 
known, even at the time of his residence with 
the Cherokees, that the old man had ample 
means of accumulating riches by extensive traffic 
in furs among the various western tribes; and 
that his agents roamed the wilderness in all 
directions, where bis experience and friendly 
relations had given them a degree of success that 
the most crafty white trader had failed to attain. 
Beyond that, he remembered that the old chief 
had pushed his commercial and scientific knowl¬ 
edge beyond the boundaries of Mexico, and 
sometimes into Central America. Having once 
obtained the key of knowledge by his education 
in the East, his researches had led him into deep 
scientific investigation, and he in fact had become 
a pioneer in the great mineral discoveries of 
quartz and surface gold that have ainoe enriched 
the world. 

The old man had kept the secret of these dis¬ 
coveries well, while his agents gathered nuggets 
from the rocks, and golden grains from the virgin 
sands of rivers, and thought that was all. It was 
only he that knew the hidden ores the rocks 
contained, and the value that science could give 
them. 

Thus Noel now began to think of Washanee’s 
great beauty, and her wealth, with equal attrac¬ 
tion ; to reflect upon their power, and measure 
their consequences, almost with complacency. 

“The girl was more thAU half white, though the 
Indian blood in her veins gave fire and force to her 
beauty. She might,” he reflected, “ be passed off 


as some high-born Spaniard or Italian, and as 
such said to be a child of adoption.’ * 

But a knowledge of the old chief, on full con¬ 
sideration, forbade all advance in that direction. 
Washaning bad been ready to give the maiden 
up, and, with the spirit that carries martyrs to 
the stake, had done so; but he was tbe last 
person in the world to sacrifice her pride to the 
best white man or savage that ever lived, or 
allow her to be called Spanish, or Italian, when 
she was not. Was not her blood as good as any 
in tire world? 

A11 these things General Noel pondered over 
until new perplexities beset him with every 
thought; but he was decided upon one thing 
already; there must be no scandal that could 
reach either himself or his daughter Constance. 
Some wny must be found by which Washanee’s 
wealth should be turned to their advantage, and 
made, if possible, to aid his ambition. If he 
could only get possession of the girl’s wealth 
first, and acknowledge her after it had achieved 
its object, it might even give a dash of romance 
to his position. 

CHAPTER XXX. 

Ths next day, it was known that the Indian 
treaty would be up for confirmation. By this 
time, considerable interest had been excited for 
and against it in the Senate; for Keene, the 
commissioner, had been frequently on the floor, 
holding confidential discourses with members ss 
they passed from their seats to the cloak-rooms; 
while Caleb Stewart prowled through the lobbies, 
or planted himself in position, ready to allure 
any influential person into his net who rnigfa* 
happen to pass that way. 

General Noel, who now had an absorbing 
interest in the treaty, was hurrying up the steps 
of the Capitol, when he overtook Senator Young, 
and walked by hk side into the rotunda, where 
he paused. 

“ I am in great haste,” he said; “ for the 
Cherokee treaty will be up after the morning 
hour, and I shall have something to SAy about it. 
Tell me, have you considered the matter at all?” 

Young hesitated. The day before be had held 
a long conversation with Washaning on the 
sutgect, and was himself prepared to speak 
against it in the eld man’s behalf. As a matter 
of delicacy connected with his granddaughter, 
the chief hod refrained from mentioning the 
secret value of the coveted lands to her fbture 
husband, and that moment for more personal 
thoughts produced the sudden embarrassment 
which the elder statesman mistook for a sign of 
antagonism. 
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“ Let us step into the park, and talk the matter J 
over a minute,” he suggested, moving across the 
rotunda. 

Young took a quick resolution, and followed 
him into the park, then thickly wooded with 
noble trees, that our Congressional vandals have 
since cut down. 

Once under the shadow of the elms, Noel was 
about to enter into an argument against the 
treaty, when Young interrupted him. 

“ It is useless,” he said, with more appearance 
of agitation than the subject seemed to warrant. 

“ Half a dozen words have convinced me that 
our views are ilike.on this matter; but I have 
another, and to me more important subject to 
speak about—your daughter.” 

“My daughter?” repeated Noel, turning 
sharply around. “ What daughter ? Oh, excuse 
me, I was thinking of something else. Pray go 
on.” 

Young flushed a Jjttle, then grew correspond- 
ingly pale; but went on, with a forced smile: 

“You may not have been conscious of the deep 
interest I have dared to feel for the young 
lady?” 

“For my daughter? Oh, yes, I understand. 
Of course, it takes me by surprise. In these 
latter days things do come upon one like miracles. 
This idea would never have entered my mind. 
Yet why should anyone think it remarkable that 
so much beauty, so much talent—for the girl has 
plenty of that—might win the love of any man, 
even at first sight? But I beg pardon—I am 
speaking of her as if she were the child of another 
person. Before I can say more, tell me, has my 
girl given you assurances of love that authorize 
this conversation?” 

“ I should hardly Lave ventured to say what 
I have, had it been otherwise,” answered Young, 
modestly enough, though a remembrance of that 
day at Rocky Creek brought a swift glow of color 
to his face. 

Noel held out his hand, with the dignified 
frankness of manner that had won him so much 
popularity with the public. 

Young took it, with a vague sinking of the 
heart. 

“ We have no time to discuss the matter here,” 
said the General, looking toward the Senate 
chamber. “ That Cherokee swindle will be com¬ 
ing up, and we must be there to oppose it. Call 
upon me this evening, and wl will talk the mat¬ 
ter over. There will be details and arrangements, 
of course; perhaps some explanations that may 
surprise you; but, so far as I can see, nothing 
that need interfere with your wishes, though fate 
is full of surprises; she has been playing all 
Vol. LXXXII.—27. 


manner of strange tricks with me of late. I beg 
your pardon, you are not asking for my reminis¬ 
cences, but my daughter. You will come this 
evening?” 

“ Certainly, I will come.” 

“ And you are sure that we can depend on 
your vote ?” 

“ Yes,” was the strange answer. Yes, I will 
come.” 

Noel turned away without noticing this singu¬ 
lar reply, or that the voice in which it was given 
faltered painfully ; for he had no idea of tho ter¬ 
rible trial to which his invitation was dragging 
the young man. Indeed, his own mind had 
been thrown into a state of absolute confusion by 
this unexpected proposal, and he began to re¬ 
arrange his calculations for the future upon it, 
with the prompt selfishness of a man ready to 
weave any events into his own interests. While 
Young had flung himself into a garden-seat, con¬ 
cealed by the drooping elm branches, with the 
feelings of a man who has torn down the last 
bridge behind him, Noel walked forward, pon¬ 
dering over this new event in his mind, and 
hailing it as a means of partial escape from the 
perplexities that beset him. *■ 

There was everything in the position and 
character of Young to make his proposal desir¬ 
able, even to a man of qjore lofty pretensions 
than his own ; and just at this time a settlement 
for Constance, which would lift her out of all 
danger of social injury, should he feel compelled 
to acknowledge this Indian marriage, seemed 
like a miracle Of good fortune. 

Meantime, Young folded his arms on the back 
of the iron seat; bent his forehead upon them ; 
and but for the heaving of his chest now and 
then, one might have thought that he had fallen 
asleep. At last he started up, and the anguish 
he had tried so hard to conceal broke forth in a 
passionate cry: 

“Oh, my God, my God! Must I carry this 
mockery into her very presence? Is there no 
other form of abasement by which I can be 
tortured ? Must I ask for my wife under the 
same roof with the only woman I have ever 
loved—over can love ? Can I go through with it 
and give no sign ?” 

Young knew that all the strength of his man¬ 
hood, all his powers of concealment, would be 
wanted for ike interview to which he was 
condemned. Dropping his head once more into 
the old position, he strove to reason himself into 
some degree of calmness, and gather up his 
strength for this one last step of .martyrdom. 

While sitting thus, a slight sound of drapery 
sweeping the grass startled the young man. He 
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stood up, pushed back the hair that had fallen j 
over his forehead, and looked around, fearful 
that someone might have witnessed the shame of! 
his weakness; and with a shudder of dismay, j 
saw Mrs. Forbes. This lady came sweeping j 
across the grass in full walking-costume, hold- j 
ing a small sun-shade before her overheated face, j 
and gathering up her skirts very much on one 
side. | 

“ Oh, here you are, as large as life and twice j 
as natural,” she called out, wavirtg a salutation 
with her sun-shade. “ Little Camp sent me out i 
to search for you. She saw old Noel prowling < 
around amongst the trees, and felt just certain < 
that you must be somewhere about. The first j 
thing she did was to look down on your empty j 
scat, and was almost ready to cry ; for the treaty 
is coming right up, and we are getting awful j 
anxious, especially as you are expected to make j 
a crushing speech. So hurry up, or she’ll be in 
a fit.” 

Mrs. Forbes had been walking forward almost 
as rapidly as she talked; but at this moment, 
she, all at once, discovered that the violent 
signal given with her sun-shade had disarranged 
the spTing, and paused to remedy it. When she 
looked up again, Huestice Young was gone. She 
caught one glimpse of a dark figure moving under 
the distaut trees, an® then it was gone. 

When General Noel entered the Senate cham¬ 
ber, he found that the Cherokee treaty was 
already under consideration, and that the 
galleries were crowded. In that portion de¬ 
voted to ladies and their escorts, he recognized 
the old chief, who was leaning against the wall, 
which formed a background for his head, that 
stood out from it like an antique cameo. Lower 
down he saw Washanee, bending slightly over 
the railing in front, with eager expectation in 
her eyes, as they glanced swiftly from face to 
face, e;«cli moment growing heavier and darker 
with disappointment as they reached Young’s 
empty seat. The tumult of gathering people 
was so great that no one footstep could be dis¬ 
tinguished; but when Young came in very 
quietly and took his place, she seemed conscious 
of it, for a lightning flash swept the cloud fVom 
her face; she cast a smiling glance back to the 
old man, drew a deep long breath, and settled 
down to her heart worship. Young looked up, 
saw those beautiful eyes bent upon him, and 
gave them a faint answering smile. The very 
joy that he saw in them troubled him. 

Directly, General Noel arose, and stood for a 
moment, with‘one hand resting on his desk, 
looking up to the gallery, where a trifling dis¬ 
turbance ho I interrupted his attempt to address 


the Senate. A single glance revealed to him 
Caleb Stewart, sitting with an air of listless 
indifference among the spectators, in range with 
Mrs. Camp, whom he did not seem to know. 
Behind them, conspicuously filling an open door¬ 
way, stood Mrs. Forbes, flushed, panting from 
her rapid walk through the park, and beckoning 
vigorously with her sun-shade for Mrs. Camp to 
gather back her skirts from the reserved seat 
they had been adroitly made to cover. Having 
drawn that lady’s attention, she made one dash 
through a group of ladies encamped on the steps 
that would have done honor to a Camanche 
Indian ; and with a great flutter of garments, 
crowded herself into the seat. There she touched 
the spring of her sun-shade, turned it into a 
circular fan, and triumphantly cooled her face 
with it while she took an observation of her 
surroundings. 

By this time, Noel was speaking: calmly, 
deliberately, but with an Earnestness that took 
entire possession of his hearers. The tradition 
of his residence among the tribe of Indians under 
discussion, the group of young braves more or 
less in savage costume that lighted up one por¬ 
tion of the gallery, the presence of that stately 
old chief, and the picturesque beauty of his grand¬ 
child, both separated fVom their compatriots, 
gave peculiar interest to the scene. Of this, 
Noel was observant, and took advantage. He 
went into the merits of the treaty, the injustice 
and impositions that had been heaped upon these 
people in other years, and were about to be per¬ 
petuated now. He hinted at the influences that 
had been brought to bear on the young chiefe, 
spoke of Washaning, and his wisdom, his integ¬ 
rity and far-reaching statesmanship, with an elo¬ 
quence that would have brought the blood inte 
any white man’s face. But the old chief stood 
there, leaning against the wall like a statue oi 
bronze, apparently unmoved as that might hav* 
been: no feature of his face moved; his dark 
eyes looked far over the multitude, as if he stood 
alone in the woods. 

Others in the crowd could hardly restrain the 
astonishment and indignation to which the speech 
gave fire and venom. Caleb Stewart and two or 
three men near him moved restlessly, and looked 
on each other alarmed. Mrs. Camp grew crimson 
and white in flashes, and would have been deadly 
pale at times but fc for a delicate supply of color 
that did not depend on emotion for permanency; 
but when she caught one of Stewart’s glances, 
the costly fan that she had closed in dismay was 
crushed in her hand. The less prudent Mrs. 
Forbes uttered her sentiments aloud, with great 
fluttering aud many threats against the traitors 
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whom the people would know how to punish, < They should have his best strength, his most 
she could answer for that. j fervent energies. 

Some debate and counter-argument followed \ Washanee listened with burning enthusiasm, as 
after General Noel took his seat. Then Young \ she had watched the fires at night leap and surge 
arose. He too had beei^among the Cherokees in S through the long grasses of a burning prairie. Tier 
his early youth, and could speak of them with > hands shook, though so tightly clasped together, 
knowledge. Mrs. Camp had given her confed- > She could scarcely keep from crying out, in the 
erates a glowing account of her influence with \ fullness of her delight, as she had done many 
him, and they depended on his eloquence to $ a time when grand deeds of courage had hap- 
sweep away the impression that Noel had made, j pened before her in the wilderness. 

But almost the first words of his address broke \ All this time the old chief stood motionless; 
this delusion. Heart and soul the young man J but into his eyes came a light that made his face 
entered into the question. He went into the > more statuesque: as we see all the more delicate 
history of these people, their persecution, their l lines of a sculptor’s art by the light of a lamp, 
energies, the wonderful progress they had made ■ He could understand heroism *in speech as well 
toward a better civilization. He denounced this > as bravery in battle. 

treaty as a supplementary fraud to others that j Young sat down, wiped the moisture from his 

had gone before. He told the Senate how great j forehead, and looking upward returned Washa- 

and truly grand had been the government that : nee’s glance of passionate gratitude with a smile 

Washaning was consolidating for the tribes of* that lighted up his whole face, for the glow of 

his people, and his voice rang out in this with ; genuine eloquence was upon him. 

the force of a silver clarion. The presence of j There was profound stillness for a few minutes, 

Washanee and her grandfather had inspired him. j then a vote was taken, and the Cherokee treaty 

This much he could do in exchange for her love j was defeated. 

and the old man’s faith in him, if no more, f [to be concluded.] 


THE TOLLING BELL. 


BY y. H . PERRY. 


The tolling bell 1 The tolling bell l 
Oh, hear its sad, sad music swell. 

So sad and sweet 
Through village street, 

Where happy children play. 

It oft bos rung 
For those as young, 

As happy, too, as they. 

The tolling bell! The tolling bell! 
The sad sweet notes their story tell 
Of years that passed, 

But could not last; 

Of youth aud middle life; 

Of silvered hair; 

Forms bent with care. 

80 weary with earth's strife. 

The tolling bell! The tolling bell i 
The moaning, warning, tolling knell 
Floats out in tones 
That fall like moans 
On sad hearts, lost in grief, 

And tossed about 
In fear and doubt, 

That flud no sweet relief. 

The tolling bell! The tolling bell I 
Its mournful tones it) memory dwell; 
And oft in dreams 
The lone heart seems 


To hear it tolling still. 

Sad echoes roll 
Its toll, toll, toll; 

And tears the sad eyes fill. 

Oh, mourning one I The tolling boll 
Should all your sad repinings quell. 
Though it remains, 

Its music gains 
A flight to realms above. 

So what we grieve, 

This dear earth leave, 

And rise to a home of love. 

The tolling bell! The tolling bell ( 
So oft repeats—’tis well—'tis well! 
Yes, well with those 
In sweet repose; 

And well with those who wait, 
With patient hope 
That soon they’ll ope 
And paw the pearly gate. 

Triumphant ring, then, tolling bell! 
For those who—like the asphodel— 
Bloomed for a day; 

Then passed away, 

To claim the sure reward 
That waits in heaven 
For those who’vc given 
Their life aud love to God. 

Digitized by 



i 





DEACON BASSATT’S DESIRE. 


? 


BY E RS KIN E BELL. 


Deacon Bassatt’s favorite quotation, at prayer- 
meeting, was the well-known hymn: 

14 Must I bo carried to the ekfen 
On flowery beds of ease, 

While others fight to win tho prize, 

And sail through bloody seas ?” 


In fact it was almost the only poetry in which 
he ever indulged. One look, however, at the 
stern, solemn face of the good, sincere, earnest 
old man would have convinced anyone present 
that not with his lips only did he utter these 
words, but with all the strength of his heart. 

Deacon Bassatt kept the village store, as his 
father had done before him; but things were 
different now from then. There was no need for 
him to measure out sugar and molasses, as his 
parent had done. There were busy clerks to do 
it now, for the store had grown with the village ; 
and with the exception of the squire, there was 
not a richer man for miles around than Deacon 
Bassatt. His fortune had been honestly made, 
too, for the smallest child could be safely trusted 
in buying at his store. Yet with it all, a harder, 
sterner man could not be found. With him, if a 
thing was not right, it was wrong. There were 
no half-way measures, as every man employed in 
his establishment distinctly understood. 

Perhaps, if his fair gentle wife had lived, it 
might have been different. She was the only 
one who ever understood his rugged nature. But 
early one March morning, when the snow was 
melting on the hills and the birds beginning to 
chirp a little, she laid her tiny girl in his arms, 
and said, oh! so tenderly, and in such low faint 
tones: “ Zadok, dear, take care of my little 
Blossom. Keep her for me, unspotted from the 
world.” She died that night. 

“ Unspotted from the world.” He never forgot 
those words. Over and over he said them to him¬ 
self. How was he to keep his little girl in the 
world and yet not of the world ? 

Everybody thought that the deacon would 
marry again. That he would marry some good 
sensible woman, perhaps, who would take care of 
his little motherless child; and there were some 
of the good sisters of his church that would 
gladly have consented to console him, and at the 
same time take charge of the handsome house 
opposite the store. 

But the deacon himself never dreamed of such 


t 


{ 
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a thing. How could he think of another wife, 
when before his eyes always was that lonely 
little grave on the hillside, covered in spring¬ 
time with violets as blue as her eyes? No one 
ever guessed that beneath that hard, stern 
exterior he, carried a heart that was well-nigh 
broken when the great clods of earth were thrown 
on the coffin of his loved one. 

He sent for his sister, Miss Priscilla Bassatt, 
who certainly carried out his views in regard to 
raising children. She dearly loved the little 
Prudence, but like her brother she never allowed 
her affection to show itself. Strict and stern had 
been the religious training of both the deacon 
and herself. There was no compromise with 
Satan in regard to either dress or deportment. 
Anything that savored of worldly desires or 
fleshly vanities was stricken out of their lives. 

“Levity in manners leads to laxity in princi¬ 
ples,” w f as part of her creed. So she sternly 
glowered at the bad little boys who sat in the 
back benches. The possibility that there might 
be some good ones among them never entered her 
head. Of course they were all bad. How could 
they help it, with sueh raising as they had ? 

Yet when the fever raged in the village, and 
few were found willing to enter the infected 
homes, Miss Priscilla came to the front. From 
house to house she went, with nourishing food 
and medicine, and tenderly bathed the flushed 
burning brows with her cool steady hand. 

Prudence Bassatt grew to womanhood, pure and 
sweet, like a fair lonely little harebell, clinging 
with all its gentle might to the great stony rocks. 
A dainty little lady, with eyes as blue and soft 
as her dead mother’s; while her face had a rare 
beauty, like the pale-pink heart of a great sea- 
shell. 

She never had a real companion except the 
squire’s young daughter; and the latter had 
died when she was fifteen. So from that time, 
Prudence had gone on her way, lonely and quiet; 
for the deacon was very careful of his little 
daughter’s friends. 

Deacon Bassatt had one great desire. Until 
that was gratified, he could not, he thought, 
devote his time to anything else. Years before, 
he had made up in his mind just how many 
thousands were necessary to make Prudence a 
rich woman before Jie would waste one moment 
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in pleasure. So all his energies were directed to 
that end. 

It came to pass, one bright morning, that 
Zadok Bassatt was surprised by a visit from his 
second cousin, Harriet Wentworth. 

“I’m going to take that little girl of yours 
home with me, Cousin Zadok,” she said, emphat¬ 
ically. “Prue does not look very strong, and 
eertainly needs a change from the humdrum life 
she has been leading.” 

“Humdrum life?” Deacon Bassatt stared in 
amazement. It was the same life that he had 
always lived, and his father had lived before 
him; and therefore it was good enough for her. 

“ She is just the age of my Alice,” continued 
Mrs. Wentworth, 11 and I am sure they will both 
enjoy the visit.” 

At first the deacon was strenuously opposed 
to the unheard-of proceeding. He thanked his 
cousin very stiffly, but said he preferred to keep 
his daughter at home, and away from the vanities 
and follies of city life. 

But Mrs. Wentworth was not to be balked. 

“ Let her come with me, Zadok,” she pleaded. 
“ Indeed, it is for her good. She grows more 
like her mother every day.” 

That last suggestion made him falter. He 
remembered how her mother, with the same sweet 
disposition and gentle ways, had faded away 
before his eyes. , 

So, after a little more persuasion, it was 
decided ; and when Cousin Harriet went back to 
town, Prudence went with her. But not without 
many a silent prayer in her father’s heart that 
she might not be led away by the pomps and 
vanities of this wicked world. 

At first, the bustle of city life confbsed the 
quiet shy maiden. Many a time she wished 
herself back with her silent father, and stiff 
precise Aunt Priscilla. But as the days wore 
away, things altered. 

One afternoon her Cousin Alice came bustling 
into the room, exclaiming: “ Prue, Tom is 
waiting downstairs with a fViend of his, Owen 
Rainsford, who is going to try our new organ at 
the church ; and Tom says he will take us, if we 
hurry.” 

In the conftision, Prue hardly noticed the 
bright dark-eyed stranger who was introduced 
to her; and in a few minutes, under her Cousin 
Tom’s quick escort, the party reached the church. 

“ Let me stay down here,” pleaded Prudence, 
as they prepared to go up to the organ-loft. “ I 
will wait in one of the pews for you: indeed I 
would much rather.” 

4 ‘ Why, you hashftil little Prue,” laughed 
Alice. But they let her have her wish. 


j With her slim hands clasped tightly together, 

\ Prudence Bassatt looked with awe around the 
S beautiful church, so different from anything to 
| which she had been accustomed. Down through 

> the great stained windows the sun fell in a mellow 
5 light at her feet, and glittered like gold on the 
5 chancel rails. 

! Suddenly there fell upon her ear such a burst 
\ of milsic that she fairly held her breath. Louder 
| and grtinder the notes of the organ pealed forth, 

< then sank to low sweet tones, and died away into 
i silence. 

\ The pink on her cheeks deepened to a car- 
s nation as she listened, breathlessly. Was it 

> possible there ceuld be sounds like that on 
| earth ? 

! When the music ceased, the merry party came 

> down the stairs. But Prue still sat silent in the 
\ pew. 

i “Well, Prue,” said Alice, “have you fallen 
\ asleep? How did you like Mr. Rainsford’s 
\ playing?” 

I Prue did not answer; but there was a quiver 
i about the sensitive mouth, and the blue eyes had 
! grown dark with emotion. 

? With ready tact, Owen Rainsford said, quickly: 
i “ Suppose we go and ask the sexton for a glass of 
i water. The church is quite too hot.” 

| Quietly he took one of her little hands in his, t 
\ and placed it on his arm. Something in the look 

< of those sweet eyes raised to his and brimming 

> with tears made his heart beat as it had never 
? done before; and the touch of his hand made a 
\ thrill go through shy gentle little Prue. 

< That was the beginning of it. 

\ From that time, scarcely a day passed but 
| Owen Rainsford found his way to the Went- 
\ worths. Cousin Harriet noticed it. How could 
$ she help it? But then, he was her son Tom’s 
| most intimate friend; and withal, a bright 

I talented young man, and of spotless reputation : 
so he was perfectly welcome. 

The days and weeks went by, and Prue’s visit 
grew to an end. With a pang, she acknowledged 
< to herself that she was not half so eager to return 
S as she ought to be, when she recollected how 
5 patiently her father and lonely Aunt Priscilla 
j were waiting her return. 

> “ I am going away, to-morrow,” she said, 

> softly, to Owen Rainsford, as they stood before 

I the open grate, when, almost for the first time, 
they were alone together. 

“Going away?” 

He repeated it blankly, while his face grew 
pale. Then he suddenly caught her to him. 

“ Prue, little Prue,” he said, earnestly, “ I can 
do nothing without you. Day by day your face 
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has grown into my heart, until every note I play 
is for you. Only promise, someday, to love me 
as dearly as I love you.” 

A great wave of wonder and happiness swept 
over the girl, as she listened to the passionate 
words, so different from anything she had ever 
heard. 

“ Prue,” he said, looking down into the 
beautiful eyes, "I am going to ask your father l 
if he will someday let me have you. If he says > 
‘yes,’ will you say it too?” 

Such a low faint reply came from Prue I But 
it satisfied him. j 

Deacon Bassatt was dumb with astonishment | 
when Owen Rainsford asked to marry his 
daughter. It could not be possible! Why, 
Prue had scarcely been away three months. In 
vain the young man pleaded that he was willing 
to wait for years, if only he might be permitted 
to see her in the meanwhile. The deacon bitterly 
reproached himself for having permitted his 
daughter to fall into the hands of the Philis¬ 
tines : the latter being represented by this 
scheming fortune-hunter. Of course it was her 
money the young fellow wanted. The possibility 
that Rainsford might really be in love did not 
enter into the father’s head. How could he, in 
that short time? Why, he himself had gone to 
see her mother for five years before he had asked 
her to many him ! 

It did not matter to him how much Cousin 
Harriet thought of the young man. She was a 
woman, and easily deceived. Nothing she could 
say on the subject would have any effect. In the 
most decisive and sweeping terms, therefore, he 
let the young man know that never again, by 
word or deed, was he to attempt to address his 
daughter. 

But Owen Rainsford was not one to be easily 
disposed of. Until he heard from Prue’s own 
lips his fate, he would not consider it decided, he 
said. Perhaps if Prue had told her father that, 
with all her heart, she loved Rainsford, things 
might have been different. But she was too 
timid to acknowledge it in the face of his stern 
indignation. So, with trembling lips, she said 
“ Good-bye.” Her lover took the little hand in 
his for the last time, and said: “I will never 
forget you, Prue; and if ever you send for me, 

I will come to you, though it should be to the 
ends of the earth.” 

Then he went away. 

Deacon Bassatt congratulated himself that 
he had saved his daughter so promptly, and 
inwardly resolved that never again should she 
leave his sight. 

The winter was a hard one, that year, and it 


seemed to tell on Prue’s delicate constitution. 
When the spring would come, she would be 
better, she said. But the spring came, and still 
she seemed to droop. 

Deacon Bassatt’s desire, meantime, had been 
granted. With a great sigh of relief, he closed 
the account-book, tilted back his chair, and 
looked around the dusty room with gratified 
pride. At last he had accomplished the one 
great wish of his existence: Prudence Bassatt 
was a rich woman. 

At the end of the year he would leave the 
store forever, and devote all his time to her for 
the remainder of his life. He was not a miserly 
man; it was not for the mere money alone that 
he had toiled all those weary years, early and 
late: it was all for her; and now he had accom¬ 
plished at last what he had undertaken. Prue 
need never have a wish ungratified if money 
could procure it. 

So, with a tranquil sense of ease, lie leaned 
back and indulged himself in dreams of the 
future. They were suddenly brought to a close, 
however, by the entrance of Mrs. Wentworth. 

‘‘Why, Cousin Harriet, ” he exclaimed. 
“When did you come? Have you been over 
to the house?” 

Cousin Harriet shook hands with him, and 
answered in the affirmative. Then, having 
seated herself in one of the wooden chairs, she 
began, abruptly: 

“Cousin Zadok,” she said, “what have you 
been doing to little Prue? She looks ^ if she 
would not live a year; and I believe it will be 
your fault.” 

The deacon sprang to his feet, with his face 
ashen with terror, and caught her convulsively 
by the arm. 

“Harriet Wentworth,” he gasped, “what do 
you mean ?” 

She was startled by the effect of her words, 
and answered, soothingly: “ It is very likely I 
am mistaken. She mny be only a little lonely. 
But I believe in my heart she is pining for Owen 
Rainsford.” 

“She has never mentioned his name once 
since he went away,” said the dencon, engerly. 
“I think she has almost forgotten him.” 

Mrs. Wentworth shook her head. 

“ Prue is such a shy little thing,” she con¬ 
tinued, “ and believes so implicitly in you, that I 
do not wonder she does not speak of him. But! 
she will never forget him.” 

! Deacon Bassatt sprang from his seat, and hur- ; 
| ried across the road, with hasty steps. Was it 
j possible that it was for t-Hjs he had toiled all his 
\ life long? Could it be true that his little Blos- 
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som would never use the money which he hod 
spent all ftyfc'ftme in making?” 

/With trembling hands he pushed back the 
i half-opened door, and entered the room where 
Prudence was sitting. With a pang, he noticed 
how very pale and fragile she looked. 

“ Little Prue,” he said, as he bent low over 
the pretty brown hair, “did you love Owen 
Bainsford ?” 

A crimson flush swept over her face. 

“ Oh, father,” she answered, softly, “ I could 
not help it.” 

For a moment the stern old man was silent. 
Then he took her hands in his, and tried to 
smile, as he said, huskily: “ I have changed njy 
mind, and am going back to the city to tqH'iiiin 
to come and see us. Cousin Harriet tpils me he 
is a very worthy young man.” 

A surprised, happy look came into Prue’s eyes. 
She laid her cheek down on his great rough 
hand, as she said: “ You are the dearest father 
in all the world.” 

Deacon Bassatt’s visit to the city, however, 
was all in vain. Owen Bainsford could not be 
found. He had gone to Europe, his friends said, 
and they could not give his address just then. 
But the deacon did not abandon his quest. He 
would have given his life to save that little face 
at he..;. £c, week after week, he went to the 

city, '.ill at last Prue’s letter went across the 
ocean. 

• Back over the great waters there came a 
clicking message: “Will return in the next 
steamer.” 

With a pleased smile, the deacon laid the 
words in the little blue-veined hand. 

“ I am so glad,” she said, simply. “ I wanted 
to see him once again.” 

Eagerly the anxious father watched for the 
coming of the vessel, hoping by some means to 
restore Prue to health. The day the steamer 
was expected to arrive, he went up to the city, 
saying to Prue, as he bid her good-bye: 

“ I will bring him back with me.” 

He never brought him back. There was a 
message, instead, awaiting him: 

“Owen Bainsford died, the day before the 
vessel arrived.” 

How he ever reached home he never knew. 
Ashen pale, he groped his way into the great 
sunny room where Priscilla stood anxiously 
waiting for him. 

“ He is dead,” the deacon groaned. “ It is 
all my fault. I have killed my little lamb.” 

For a moment, the room seemed to reel around, 
and the sun darkened as Priscilla Bassatt’s steady 
nerves deserted her. Then she spoke up bravely: 


“ Zadok, no earthly power could have saved 
our Prudence, even if she had her lover, for she 
never was strong. What you did you thought 
was for the best, and she at least will never 
blame you.” 

Somehow, there came to the poor broken heart 
of the deacon a ray of comfort at these words. 
With trembling steps, he followed Priscilla up 
the stairs to where his darling lay. 

As they entered the room, Prue turned her 
eyes expectantly toward the door. 

“Is he coming?” she asked, softly. “Shall 
I see him soon ?” 

The deacon could not answer; but with a great 
sob, dropped down on his knees by the little 
white bed, and buried his face in his hands. 

Miss Priscilla looked at the wan wistful face, 
and a mist came over her eyes. 

“Yes, dear,” she answered, gently. “You 
will see him very soon.” 

A glad contented look came into the violet 
eyes. Then Prue slipped her cold little hand 
like a snowflake into the great gnarled one of her 
father. 

“ Prue,” he gasped, “ will you forgive me? I 
thought I was doing it for your good. But it 
was all—all a dreadfu 1 —mistake.'* 

“ Why, father/* slu* answered, in low tender 
tones, “you have always been good to me.” 

“Don't, don’t, mv darling,” he groaned, in 
despair. Then he trted to pray; but the long 
prayers that he could deliver so promptly in 
meeting failed him, and his lips refused to move. 

The shadow on the wall grew deeper. The 
white eyelids fell lower, lower, till the dark 
lashes almost swept the cheek. Miss Priscilla 
looked despairingly at the deacon. But no 
words came. 

Suddenly, there rose to Cousin Alice the re¬ 
membrance of something Owen Rainsford had 
sung the night before Prue went home. She 
softly commenced to sing, while her tears were 
falling: 

“ Art thon weary, art thou languid, 

Art thou bo re distressed ? 

1 Come to me,* saith One, * and coming— 

Be at rest’** 

Such a happy look cpme over Prue’s face, and 
the slim hand clasped more tightly that of her 
father. 

Then there fell a silence in the room. Outside 
the bees were humming and the birds were 
twitting in a slow sleepy fashion. Nearer and 
nearer crept the shadow on the wall as the sun 
went down. But another shadow had entered 
the room : a still, unseen presence; and quietly, 
with a smile on her lips, tired patient little Prue 
lay at rest. 
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BY EMILY H. MAY. 


No. 1—Is ft walking-costume, for a young j tioned materials, instead of the camel's-hair or 
lady, composed of two materials—velvet and \ other woolen goods so long in favor. In our 



model we have a self-colored cashmere, and vel¬ 
vet of the same color. The newest color is terra¬ 


cotta ; it comes in three shades; the darkest will 


cashmere, satin and cashmere, or moir6 and > be used for walking-costumes; hut any dark 


cashmere. Cashmere at this present moment is < shade of garnet, blue, olive, or brown will be 
the fashion, in combination with the above-men- \ equally fashionable for the coming season. 
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The skirt of this suit is mounted upon a foun¬ 
dation of alpaca or mohair of the same color, as 
being less expensive and lighter in weight than 
the cashmere. The front is kilt-plaited, made of 


No. 3. 

th^ cash Here. 8ix deep kilts, reaching up two- 
thirds of he length of the skirt. The remainder 
of the skrt. is of velvet, and perfectly plain, as 
seen in tie illustration. Over this the tunic is 
draped serf-wise across the front and laid in 
deep plain One width of the cashmere is sim¬ 
ply hemmt, and arranged in irregular puffs at 
the back. A round waist, buttoned up in front 
with tiny at buttons. The plaited plastron is 
of cashmer; and the lappels, and collar, and 
cuffs for thsleeves, are of velvet. The plastron 


opening. It fastens under a wide belt of velvet, 1 
which is fastened by a buckle or bow as the taste 
may suggest. Some very young ladies prefer a 
wide sash bow and ends tied at the back. Five 
yards of velvet and six yards of cashmere will be 
required fbr this costume. 

No. 2—Is another design for a walking or 
houBe-costume, of cashmere and velvet, or cash- 
mere and moirfi. This has the kilted skirt 
mounted on a foundation of alpaca or silesia. The 
kilting is of cashmere, and is eighteen to twenty 
inches deep. It is first, all kilted in deep kilts/ 


No. 4. 


and then at six inches fV6m the bottom every 
other set of four kilts are gathered with three 
opens in frot, and is made for one side to pass j rows of gathering, and fastened down to the 
tinder the ther, so as not to display any j under foundation. The illustration will explain. 
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'However, this is optional; the plain kilting is 
quite as pretty, and we think more stylish. The 
tunic is draped as a much-wrinkled apron across 
the front, and edged w’ith a deep band of velvet 
or moirti, say four to six inches deep. The back 
is arranged to simulate large bows made of loops, 
and is done by dividing one width of cashmere 
lengthwise, hemming it on both sides and then 
filling it in in the manner indicated, until a full 
panier is arranged. The bodice is a long cuirass 
basque, pointed in front and coat-tail ends at the 
back. A velvet or moir6 vest is inserted, shaped 
as seen in the engraving. Plain long coat-sleeves, 
simply bound with velvet, complete this costume. 
Cuffs may be added if preferred. Ten to twelve 
yards of cashmere, one and a half yards of vel¬ 
vet, will be required. This model may be used 
either in colors or in black. 

No. 3—Is a deep mourning-suit, of parametta 
cloth and crfepe. The skirt is bordered with 
alternate kilts and box-plaits made of the cloth. 
The front of the tablier is made of double folds, 


made on the bias. The side panels are bordered 
with a deep fold of erfepe, slightly puffed in the 
back. The bodice is a simple cuirass basque, 
pointed back and front, and edged with a cor¬ 


responding band of erfepe. The dolman has a 
plaited trimming of erfepe upon the sleeves, and 
is bordered with a deep baud of crfcpe, and has a 
crfcpe cascade down the front. A quilting of 



No. e. 


crfcpc finishes the garment at the neck. Plain 
mourning silk nr j be substituted for thu-ivi-e. 

No. 4 —Is a demi-toilette, for the cveiing or 
dinner. The foundation skirt, which is*Psnnih 
silk or black satin, is covered with narrov knife- 
plaited ruffles of the same, or lace riffles of 
Spanish lace. The pointed bodice Is ofthe silk 
or satin, and terminates with Spa*4*h ne paniers, 
edged with lace and jet fringe. The ash is of 
moirg and lace combined. Spanish Ice over a 
very deep shade of red surah maks a most 
effective costume. In that case, the Smnish net 
should form the bodice, made over the silk. 
This would also make a pretty mdel for an 
evening cashmere or surah silk, withat the lace. 
Knife-plaitings of the material for th skirt, and 
only enough lace or fringe to edge tie paniers. 
Twenty yards of surah silk for skit and waist, 
and three yards of Spanish net for paniers and 
back drapery, will be required. Lae and fringe 
only for edge of paniers. 

No. 6.—For a girl of twelve, weiave a cinna¬ 
mon-brown cashmere merino or earners-hair, 
i with darker-brown cuffs and collai The skirt is 
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composed of a deep kilting, stitched with several j insertion, and flouncing of embroidery. Tucks 
rows of dark-brown silk. Blouse polonaise, fas- ; run by hand are placed between the rows of in- 



tened with a double row of buttons, and a belt of j 
the same, bound with brown, to correspond with ? 
cuffs and collar. Cuffs, collar, etc., may be of? 
velvet, satin, or silk. 

No. 6.—For a girl of eight, we have a pale-blue 
cashmeie or chudda cloth, trimmed with satin 
one shade darker. The bodice is plaited back 
and front alike, and two plaited flounces, with 
band of satin on each, form the skirt. A belt 
fastens in front, and is sewed in place on the 
waist. Collar and cuffs to correspond. 

No. 7.—For a boy of five or six years, we have ; 
a brown cloth kilt, with white marseilles vest,!; 
and brown velvet jacket. The jacket is fastened ; 
to the vest, the vest buttons keeping all in place, j: 
The vest may be of cloth, same as the kilt. The ’ 


sertiou. Valenciennes lace may be substituted 
for the embroidery. A sash of soft surah ribbon 
is tied on the right side. 


No. 8. 


LADIES’ PATTERNS. 

Any style in this uuml>or will be sent by mail on receipt 
of full price for corresponding article in price list below. 
Patterns will bo put together and plainly marked. Patterns 
designed to order. 


Princess Dress: Plain.60 

“ “ with draper)' and trimming, .... 1.00 

Polonaise,.50 

Combination Walking Suits,.1.00 

Trimmed Skirts...50 

Watteau Wrapper,. AO 

Plain or Gored Wrappers,. 35 

Basques,.35 

Coats,.35 

“ with vests or skirts cut off,.50 

Overskirts, ..35 


No. 7. i; 

velvet jacket, should bo several shades darker 
than the kilt and vest. 

No. 8—Is a new model for a christening-robe ; 
for baby, made of fine French nainsook and fine : 


CHILDREN’S PATTERNS. 

Dresses: Plain, . . . .25 Basques and Coats, . . .25 

Combination Suits, . . -'15 Coats & Vests or Cut Skirts .35 

Skills and Overskirts, . .25 Wrappers, . 25 

Polonaise: Plain, . . . .*25 Waterproofs, Circulars 

M Fancy, . . .35. and Ulsters,.25 


In sending orders for Patterns, please send tlie number 
and month of Magazine, also No. of ]#ige or figure or any¬ 
thing definite, and also whether for lady or child. Address, 
Mrs. M. A. Jones, 28 South Eighth Street, Philadelphia. 
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PALETOT A PELERINE: WITH SUPPLEMENT 


BY IMILY H. MAY. 



We give, hew, an engraving of the latest style 
of wrap suitable for fall or winter wear. It is 
called the “ Paletot X Pelerine,’ * and is ex¬ 
ceedingly fashionable. Folded in with the 
number is a Supplement containing full-size 
patterns by which the Paletot can be cut out. 
There are five pieces, vii; 
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I.—Half of Front. 

II. —Half of Back. 

III. — Half of Collar. 

IV. — Half of Pelerine. 

We give, also, on the next page, engravings of 
the five pieces in miniature, so that it may b« 
seen how they are disposed of, although we think 
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it hardly necessary. For beginners, however, it 
may have a very considerable advantage. 

The letters and notches show how the pieces 
are to be joined. This wrap is to be made of 
cloth, and will require two and a half yards fifty 
inches wide. The piece for the plaited skirt 
should be thirteen inches deep and one and one- 
eighth yards long. This is to be laid in deep 
kilt-plaits and attached to the back, seamed from 
B to I, and joined to the front at H, and then 
tacked from H to B. The pelerine is to be joined 
A* Ike hack as ftur as G, then left open to Ball 


; over the plaited skirt. The collar is joined to 
; the paletot. 

For trimming, use three or four rows of silk 
I braid, the color of the cloth. The collar and 
I pocket flaps are of velvet. The dotted lines show 
j where the pattern turns over. We do not give 
; the piece for the skirt on the Supplement pattern, 
but have given it in the small diagram, which 
is all that is necessary, as it is perfectly straight. 
To put it on the Supplement would only com¬ 
plicate the lines of the other pieces, and perhaps 
! lead to twftision. 



DESIGNS ON ‘‘SUPPLEMENT/' 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 


We give, on the Supplement folded in with ' 
this number, two new and beautiful designs for 5 
the Work-Table. These designs may be trans- * 
ferred or cut out without interfering with the ? 
patterns for the Paletot. To transfer designs \ 
of this kind, if you do hot already know how, i 
see the September number, page 238. 

I. — Flight op Swallows. This is to be I 
worked with filoselle, on cloth, satin, or plush. 
The colors used are brown and black for the 
wings And tail, dark-blue for the back of the 
head, white shading to gray for the lightest 
parts of the birds. The design can be used for 
a chair-seat, or for a stripe down the middle of a 
chair (both back and seat), repeating the birds as 


often as needed. It ^an also be used for a small 
folding-chair, or for a tall screen. In the latter 
case, the swallows can be arranged confusedly, 
or the three in succession, according to taste. 

II. — Poppies fob Table-Cover, Etc. This 
exquisite design may be used for a table-cover, 
piano-cover, etc., etc. It may be done in 
braiding, in outline work, or in Kensington- 
stitch. Or if something more elaborate is de¬ 
sired, it may be worked in satin embroidery- 
stitch. It can be done in fine braid, silk, or 
crewel, and on cloth equally as well as on plush, 
silk, or satin. The tolors used should be poppy- 
red for the flowers, light grayish-green for the 
leaves, and yellow for the seeds. 
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DRAWN WORK. 


BY MBS. JANH WEAVER. 


In the front of the number, we give three 
designs for the now popular “ Drawn Work," 
and add here descriptions of how to do this kind 
of work. 

Drawn work, which is coeval with cut work, 
came originally from the East; but seems to 
have been introduced into Europe in the twelfth 
century, when it was known as Punto Tirato. 
It has never entirely lost its hold on the public 
taste, and is now being revived with very great 
success. 

Drawn work is a great addition to all decora¬ 
tive needlework when used in conjunction with 
it, either for borderings or as squares of alternate 
drawn work and embroidery. It is simple in 
execution, but requires care when cutting the 
threads, so that the proper number are taken, 
and those left secured. It is formed on any 
material that is sufficiently coarse to allow of its 
threads being counted; but it is chiefly made on 
linen and canvas materials, and used with crewel 
work, Holbein work, toweling embroidery, etc. 
The stitches used are overcast, buttonhole, and 
the lace stitches required in guipure d'art; they 
are formed either with fine linen thread, such as 
is known as lace cotton, or washing or floss silks, 
according to the destination of the article they 
ornament. 

One illustration (No. 1) represents a border in 
drawn work, used for the decoration of linen 
and fancy articles. It can be enlarged by being 
worked upon coarse linen or Java canvas, and 
larger spaces left; and it can be decreased by 
omitting some of the ornamental lines. The 
manner of working is as follows: Commence 
with the stitch next to the fringe. Draw out 
threads to the depth of a quarter of an inch, 
thread a needle with fine lace cotton, and begin 
at the back of the material. Fasten the thread 
securely, take up five or six of the threads left 
upon the needle and make a buttonhole-stitch, 
drawing the threads tightly together; secure 
this stitch by a stitch into the solid part of the 
material, and continue for the whole length of 
the line. The stitch described above is the one 
used for the open hems of pocket-handkerchiefs. 
For the second line, draw out the same depth of 
threads as for the first line, and work them over 
with the samo stitch upon the lower edging; for 
the upper, repeat the 6titch, but take half the 
(398) 


threads buttonholed together from one lower- 
edging stitch and half from another, so as to 
make the vandyked line shown. For the third 
and fourth lines, draw out half an inch depth of 
threads, take some fine crochet cotton, secure it 
so that it will come in the centre of the drawn 
threads; still work at the back of the material; 
count off twelve threads of material, take up the 
six farthest away first on the needle, and twist 
them over the six nearest ones; draw up the 
needle, and repeat until the lines are finished. 
Fifth and sixth rows: repeat the second row, 
but make the top and bottom line of buttonholes 
over the same threads, so that straight and not 
; vandyked lines are formed. The corners will 
; require careful work, as the threads being there 
quite cut away open spaces are left. Buttonhole 
\ over the raw edges of these, and fill them up 
J with wheels such as are made in modern point 
i lace. 

j To Work Fig. 2.—This pattern shows the man- 
5 ner of working drawn threads that is still preva- 
| lent in the East, and that was worked in the 
^ Middle Ages in imitation cf Reticella lace. It is 
; made upon toile Colbert, or some open canvas 
; material from which the threads are easily drawn 
: away; while the threads that are retained are 
; completely hidden by being overcast with colored 
; silks. In this design, it is better to draw the 
: threads as required, and not all at once, great 
care being necessary in drawing them out For 
the border, draw out half an inch of threads; 
leave three or four, draw out an inch and a half 
depth of threads, leave three or four threads, 
and draw out another half-inch. To fill the 
small spaces, overcast four threads together for 
a short distance with red silk; then divide 
them, and overcast only two together; and when 
these are nearly covered, take two new threads, 
and overcast these with the two already worked 
over. In returning, overcast the two new ones 
nearly up to the opposite edge; then add two 
fresh threads and repeat. For the centre part, 
take six threads and connect them together with 
Genoa-stitch, which is made by alternately over¬ 
casting the three right-hand And the three left- 
hand threads. Work a third of the centre space 
in Genoa-stitch ; then divide the threads, and 
overcast over three of them for the second part, 
and take in three new threads and work in 
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CHERRY DESIGN FOR SIDEBOARD-CLOTH. 
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Genoa-stitch for the third part, and until all the l 
threads are covered with the red silk. Overcast j 
with red silk over the three threads left between 
the drawn-out spaces last of all, and make the: 
lines they form thick and handsome-looking. 
For the corner, work all around the square with j 
a double line of buttonhole, and over the three l 
threads not drawn out, and that form the inner \ 
square; dam with red silk, so as to make a j 
broad and even line of darning. Work eight j 
armed wheels with buttonholed centres in each ! 
corner; rows of buttonhole-stitch, so as to form j 
triangles, in the outer spaces, and bars, worked j 
over with buttonhole and ornamented with loops, 
to fill in the rest of the space. Make these loops 
by twisting the silk eight times around the 
needle after it has been inserted, as if to make a 
buttonhole; then draw up the thread, keeping 
the left hand upon the needle to steady it while 
doing so; work the inside border in tent-stitch 
.with green and brown silk, the outside with 
green silk and in double coral-stitch, and catch 
the fringe together as in the other designs. 

To Work Fig. 8.—This pattern is intended for 
a straight border either for the bottom of a crewel- 
work chair-back, or to adorn the top of a linen 
sheet. It is worked with colored silks for the 
former, and with lace cotton for the latter. 
Commence by drawing out threads in a hori¬ 
zontal direction to the depth of half an inch; j 
leave an inch space, and draw out another set of\ 


threads in the same direction. Again leave an 
inch of solid material, and draw out threads as 
before, and repeat until the depth and length 
required for the work is obtained. Now reverse 
the drawing out of the threads, taking them from 
the perpendicular threads instead of the hori¬ 
zontal ; measure these so as to leave an inch of 
perpendicular lines, and draw away half an inch, 
and continue to the end of the space. Having 
drawn away the threads, work a line of button¬ 
hole around the outer edge, and upon the right 
side of the work; make this in gold-colored 
wa&hing-silk. Fasten a doubled thread of 
salmon-colored silk in the buttonholed edge, 
in the centre of one of the drawn-out spaces; 
take it right acnoss an open square, and when 
it comes to any drawn threads, divide them into 
two groups, and twist the last half of the first 
group around the needle before the first half; 
repeat throughout the line, and repeat in every 
line of the drawn threads. Run the threads 
that cross the work over the solid squares, and 
over the open squares, and secure them into the 
buttonholed edging. Work over the salmon- 
colored threads, filling the open spaces with 
gold-colored silk, so as to make wheels; and 
finish off the edge of the work beyond the button¬ 
hole, first with^a line of herringbone, and then 
with a space drawn out and hem-stitched ; make 
buttonhole-bars to fill in the open corners left by 
the drawn threads. 


CHERRY DESIGN FOR SIDEBOARD-CLOTH: 
KENSINGTON-STIT CH. 


BT MBS. JANE WEAVER. 


In the front of the number we give a colored 
design, made expressly for “ Peterson*s,” the 
only magazine that gives such expensive affaire. 

Material, two and a quarter yards of butchers* 
linen. Two shades of green, and three shades 
of red English crewels. 

These scarf-covers are very fashionable for 
sideboard and table-tops. Cut the linen the 
width of the sideboard-top, allowing an inch on 
both sides for hem, and an extra inch for shrink¬ 
ing in washing. Hem-stitch an inch-wide hem 
on both sides of the cloth, leaving nine inches at 
both ends for fringe. This nine inches is to be 
fHnged out and tied in three rows of knots after 
the embroidery is done. Above the fringe some 
threads may be drawn, and an insertion of drawn 
work done as a heading to the fringe. This is 
optional: for those of our subscribers who know 


how to do drawn work, such an insertion will be a 
great addition to the elegance of the cloth, but it 
is impossible to give directions for doing it. The 
cherry pattern which we give on our colored plate 
is to be worked in Kensington-stitch. The fruit is 
worked solidly, the leaves only in outline, making 
the stitch only on the edge of the leaf, as seen in 
the illustration. The stems and veining of the 
leaves are done in stem-stitch. Repeat the design 
we have given twice, and it will be wide enough for 
an ordinary sideboard-cover: sixteen to eighteen 
inches wide by forty-six long is the ordinary 
measurement. The embroidery, insertion, and 
fringe all should ornament the ends, which hang 
over each end of the sideboard-scarf fashion. 

We would suggest washing the crewels before 
working; English crewels, though, are warranted 
to wash. 
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EMBROIDERED TEA-CLOTH 


BT 08. JANE WEAVER* 


These pretty tea-cloths are usually 
made on butchers’ linen. It comes 
ia double fold, making a cloth either 
square or longer as desired. Button¬ 
hole the edge with blue or red work¬ 
ing-cotton, or both combined. The 
decorations cbnsist of Kate preena- 
way figures, either embroidered in 
dhtline-stitch with the colored cotton, 
or the same or other figures cut out 
of sateen and neatly appliqudd with 
contrasting colors. The embroidering 
in outline will prove the more ser¬ 
viceable, as they are easily lauRdried. 



BIBLE MARKER. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



We give here a design of a Maltese 
cross for a Bible or Prayer-book 
marker. It may be done in silks or 
beads upon a satin ribbon any color. 
It is worked over canvas, and the 
threads pulled away, and done in 
cross-stitch. Another way: Draw 
the design on the ribbon, and work 
the outline in gold-colored filoselle. 
Fill in either in cross-stitch or 
darned work, with a lighter shade 
of silk. 


Digitized by ^.ooole 









FOOTSTOOL: FUR AND APPLIQUE. 

BT MBS. JANS WEAVER* 



The top of this footstool is covered in fur, and \ give the design in detail. The colors to be 
the border for the sides is carried out in silks on selected should harmonize with the ftirniture of 
cloth with appliqul and embroidery, of which we ‘ the room for which the footstool is intended. 


FANCY-STITCHES: FOR FILLING IN. 


BT MBS. JANS WEAVER. 



These designs are useful as filling-in stitches j canvas or cloth, and are almost always done in 
in fancy work. They form a design over plain j filoselle. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE. 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. 

“Peterson” For 1883! Greater Inducements Than j 
Ever !—We call attention to the Prospectus for 1883, on the 


Natural Flowers For The Hair, Etc.—T he prettiest 

! ornament for the hair or the corsage is a natural flower, 
whenever it can be had. No artificial ones can be so beau¬ 
tiful. All flowers will not do: some fade too soon; but there 
last page of the cover. We claim there tliat “ Peterson " is j ftre other8 * hicb> with proper management, will last. The 

both better and cheaper than any magazine of its kind. That j first point, therefore, is to choose the right ones. None of a 
the public at large admits the justice of this claim, is proved \ succulent character should be adopted. It would be well, 

by the feet that “ Peterson ” has now, and has bad for years, \ that tho8e wlected 8houW P 088088 a Cfirtain blllk * 71,0 

. , _ \ petals should be stout, the stems wiry or woody, and the 

tfe largo* circulation of any lady', boot, in the United State., j fulioge of leoUier , aud auntie] texture. There hi no 

or, even, in the world. For 1883 “ Peterson” will be improved j difficulty in gettiug a camelia to last fresh and in good con- 
in every way, and the reading matter especially greatly increased. ( dition for a whole evening. Rosebuds will also endure in a 
We claim that “Peterson ” combines much more desirable \ 8imilar manner; so will Gardenias, Bonvardias, and sprays 
. .. . . __ \ of jasmine : but pansies, for instance, would fail in an hour, 

qualith* than any other magarine. It. rteelningreving, are s ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ of v# 

the finest, and a steel-engraving is the finest of all en- ;; ma y proceed to the second point, that of preparation, which 
gravinga. Its stories are the best published; no lady’s book > consists of mounting and making up—a matter, in a great 

ha. such contributor.. In its faahlon department, it ha. long ! <*»*««. f° r individual ta*te. It i. w.11 to obrerre, before 
. , , , , v . a ’ going further, that all flowers and foliage may be made 

boon acltnowWlgod to bo pre-eminent; it. rtyle. are tho 5 „ 0 re enduring by the aid of a clear and calorie*. relation of 
newest and most elegant; its superb colored plates, printed ^ igipgfess, or the whitest gum-arabic; a drop or two being 
from steel, have no rivals. The pattern-sheets given as x let fall into the centre of the floWer, and thu leaves jnst 
Supplements, each month, and the “ Every-Day ” department, \ washed lightly over, both being allowed to dry before being 


make it also indispensable in a family, as a matter of economy. 
Its illustrated stories and other articles are another desirable 
feature. Where but one magazine is taken, “ Peterson ” 
should be that magazine; and every family that pretends to 
culture should take at least ono magazine. 

We continue to offer four kinds of clubs. For one kind, ' 


X mad e up. This bolds good either for sprays or wreaths- 
\ Wire w ill be required to fix everything in its proper place. 

Fine green moss, to be worked in at the backs of flowers and 
| supports, moistened before use, and, where the flowers are 
[ white, a little of the best cotton wool, also moist, will help 
< to keep them fresh. The wiring ought to be kept out of 
) sight, which can be easily managed by keeping the leaves 
j well in front. Beware of using such flimsy things as maiden* 
the premium is the unrivaled engraving: “Christ Before \ hair for support; this will fail and flag long before an 
Pilate,” or a Quarto, Photograph, or Pictorial Album. For j evening is over, and destroy the effect of w hatever is mixed 

a , , . . .. . , , .. A „ _ ’ with it. Roses, camelias, and such stout flowers, will only 

another kind, the premium is a copy of “ Peterson ’’for , ’ . . V . ,. ... . __ 

;> require the piercing wire to be run through the base once, 
18*3. For .till another kind, there are two premium.: the j , he end , Mng bro „ ght dowD and twlste.1 in, re a. to support 
engraving or either of thd Allrams, and also a copy of “ Pet- \ the leaves in shape. Always use the finest wire that will 
prson.” For our very largoet clubs, the magazine and both $ suffice to give stability and enduring form to the arrange- 
the engraving and either of the. Albums, gre given ,,three \ ment » whether sprays or wreaths. Do not join many colors 

‘ together, as in bououeta, nor have too many flowers, nor use 

premiums tn au! No other magazine offers such induce- • . „ ‘.x -r.ua . * 

r 9 [ large leaves, for wreaths. Lightness and grace are prefer¬ 

ments. Only our immense circulation enables us to do it j al( , e to niM8ive abundance; but it is scarcely necessary to 
AW is the time to get up clubs. Everybody will suliscribe | indicate to ladies the importance of “keeping” in their 
for “ Peterson,” If its merits and cheapness are fairly put j arrangements as to this class of ornament White, red, and 

before them. Be Hr* (n IbcJicU. A specimen will be rent, I P lllk or >» tho colon * mo8t 8™erelly nrefol mid 

l “ candle-light ” color of course must be selected for evening, 
gratis, if wrijten ftr. po tfoi Ipse p momfnL> ); s t , 

- \ The Old Established Magazines, snch as “Peterson,” 

Always Be Doing Something.—T he cheerful people are \ are the on*e to subscribe for, as their long-continued career 
the industrious ones. It is the idle who are most subject to > proves that they have kept their promises, and so gained, 

fits of melancholy.,. In tUi&respoct, women have a great - desorvedly, the confidence of the public. Every year a 

advantage over men, in their love for fancy-work. Em- ; crowd of near periodicals starts up, most of which die before 
broidery, for instance, just occupies the mip$ and body suffl- tho twelvemonth is out, defrauding the subscribers who have 
ciently without overtasking either. Men, when they have ? prepaid. If you wish to be sure of getting your magazine, 
nothing to do, take to smoking, sometimes even to drinking. ; subscribe for “ Peterson.” 

Severe, exhausting labor is net to be desirdd by anybody, as - - 

a rule. But occupation, itnd aonstant occupation, is health- . We Abb Quite Unable to gratify all the requests for 
iest for botTt.mind and body. H is the industrious who are patterns, designs, etc., that wo receive. To do so would 
the happiest wad best-tempered. ■ $ require a magazine ten times our size. But we give all we 

- \ can find room for, selecting those which appear to bo the 

Compare This Magazine with anyone of the same price, \ most in demand. If a subscriber asks for a designed it 
or anything like the price, and see for yourselves if it is pot does not appear, she will know it is for want of room, not 
the cheapest, as well as the best of iU kind. 1 for any other reason. 
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Our Great Premium For 1883.—By a fortunate circum- j 
stance we are enabled to offer, for 1883, as a premium for j 
getting up clubs, the most valuable engraving ever issued, j 
either by ns or by anybody else. This is an original steel- j 
engraving, (27 inches by 20,) after Muucaksy’ggreat painting, 

“ Christ Before Pilate ”— perhaps the most wonderful of the j 
century. The picture Is one to appeal to every heart. It j 
is so real that the spectator seems to be actually present. The < 
prominent object is the patient, forgiving, divine face of j 
Christ. Then there is Pilate, with his puzzled, hesitating j 
air; the angry hate, the scowling brows of the High \ 
Priests and Scribes; the wild, almost insane rage in some j 
of the crowd, especially in that of the man crying “ Crucify s 
him, crucify him; ” and more than all, the unspeakable | 
pathos in the countenance of the pitying young mother, \ 
who, with her babe in her arms, stands looking on in one j 
corner. Never before was that ever memorable scene so s 
vividly conceived, much less so successfully and powerfully j 
depicted. The picture, on its exhibition in Paris, was j 
purchased at once by the French Government, for the j 
enormous price of one hundred thousand francs. No 4 
family ih the land should be without this engraving. ? 

But as there may be some persons who have already their | 
walls covered with engravings, we offer tn place of the > 
“ Christ Before Pilate,” either our Illustrated Quarto Album, \ 
or a handsome Photograph Album, or our Pictorial Annual, \ 
with 20 steel engravings, such as we give in the magazine. \ 
In all such cases, however, the person sending the club ] 
must say which Album is preferred. < 

For many clubs, an extra copy of the magazine will be j 
sent. For others, and larger ones, a copy of the engraving j 
or either of the albums. The inducements to get up clubs ’> 
were never before so great, and prolmbly will never be so < 
great again. The ongraving, especially, is a premium of 5 
such high merit as was never offered lK?fore by this or any / 
other periodical. But see the Prospectus. j 

Note is the time to get up clubs for 1883. If you defer too j 
long, others may get ahead of you. Every year we receive 
letters saying: “If I hod commenced sooner, I could have > 
done much better, for everybody likes Peterson.” Specimens < 
are sent, gratis, if written for, to those persons wishing to 
get up clubs. | 

Womrit Clerks, according to the London Daily Telegraph, j 
are found in England to possess many advantages over male j 
ones. They are always punctual and docile, and never come 
to the office in the morning stupid from a ‘‘gay supper the j 
night before.” Hard as they work during the day, they are j 
always fresh for society in the evening. They generally 
marry soon, it is said, and marry well, because their profes¬ 
sion makes them bright and quick. This renders vacancies 
frequent, and promotion rapid in consequence. For those 
who will not or eaijnot marry, office-work provides a quiet, 
steady, and decorouscgreer. 


S - 

Sunflowers are going out of fashion. Even Oscar < 
Wilde has turned against them. He now says fhat he never j 
recommended them to be worn: on the stalk they are pretty < 
enough; but in a lady's oorsage, or even in a vase, they are j 
out of place. They have been replaced by cowslips, oxlips, / 
buttercups, kingcups, marigolds, marshmallows, during the \ 
past season, when natural flowers could be obtained. > 

Never Talk Or Yourself in general society. There is j 
nothing so rude and offensive. Even in the family circle, \ 
unless on rare occasions, it is annoying, for it is one of the j 
■worst forms of vanity and selfishness. \ 

Spurious Japanese Ware of every kind is now extensively s 
manufactured. Buyers should be on their guard. 1 


Our Pictorial Annual, made up of twenty fine impres¬ 
sions from the beet of the steel engravings that have 
appeared in this magazine, is still offered as a premium for 
getting up clubs, to those who prefer it to the “ Christ Before 
Pilate,” or either of the other Albums. We offer, thus, tltree 
kind* of Albums, as a premium, to those who have enough 
large engravings for framing, and thereiore do not wish 
more. Though the “Christ Before Pilate” is an engraving 
such as no one, we think, oan afford to be without. 

No Other Magazine of equal merit is as low-priced as 
“Peterson.” No other is as cheap to club subscribers. No 
other gives premiums, really as good, for so little work. Get 
up dubs, therefore, for 1883. Begin at once. 

The Prosperity of this country, generally, was never so 
great Bemember this when Thanksgiving Day comes. 


NOTICES OF NEW BOOKS. 

History Of Woman Suffrage. Edited by Elizabeth Cady 
Stanton, Susan B. Anthony, and Matilda Joslyn Gage. Vol. //, 
8 vo. New Fork: Fender A Wells. —We bad the pleasure of 
noticing the first volume of this very interesting history, on 
its appearance last year; and now hasten to bear renewed 
testimony to the faithful and thorough manner in which the 
work is being carried out The present volume continues 
the history from 1861 to 1876. It is embellished by several 
portraits, none of which give one the least idea of what ore 
vulgarly called 44 strong-minded ” women, and several of 
which represent ladies that would be called pretty, even by 
those of “ the world, worldly.” The editors have won for 
themselves the very greatest credit by the manner In which 
they have executed their task. The amount of labor 
involved is alone considerable, for this second volume is a 
handsome octavo of nearly a thousand pages. 

Leaflets From Standard Authors. Prescott. Compiled by 
Josephine E. Hodgdon. 1 voL, 12mo. Philadelphia: J. B. 
Lippincott A Co. —This is the first of a series pf volumes which 
are intended to give, in neat type and on good paper, some 
of the best passages of the best standard authors. The idea 
is an excellent one, for It will introduce many persons to 
our standard writers, and make them anxious for a better 
acquaintance* who otherwise might never know them 
at all. The selection of Prescott, too, ns the author to 
begin with, is quite felicitous; for of all our historical 
writers, he is the most brilliant, and on that account will 
always be the most popular. The present compilation has 
been made by Josephine E. Hodgdon, who has performed 
her task with equal taste and discrimination. 

Sylvia's Betrothed. By Henry QrecUle. 1 vol., 12mo. Phila¬ 
delphia: T. B. Peterson A Brothers. —This is even better than 
“ Dosia,” which, heretofore, we have thought the best of this 
writer's works. It is not only unusually interesting as a 
story, but is a very capital study of French society. The 
translation is by Mary Neal Sherwood, of whom Richard 
Grant White has said: “ Her English is admirable, and such 
as we almost never see in such literary work.” The volume 
is printed in clear bold type, on thick cream-oolored paper. 

The Art Of Oratory. System of Delsarie. From the French 
of M. L'Abbe Delavmotne. By Francis A. Shaw. 1 vol., 12mo. 
Albany: Edgar S. Wemer. —A very excellent treatise, with 
numerous illustrations, which, we should think, would teach 
the art of oratory, with the appropriate gestures, as fully as 
it could ever be taught at all. 

Hints On School Education And Discipline. By H. Z. Lou- 
derbtkh. 1 vol., 12mo. Philadelphia: J, B. Lippincott A Co 
—The author of this excellent little treatise is the Princip* 
of the well-known Lauderbach Academy. The merit of t| 
book is proved by the fact that this is a sixth edition. 
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OUB ARM-CHAIR, 

We Caution the public ouce more against persons pro¬ 
feesing to be agents for “ Peterson,” who go about the 
country soliciting subscriptions, and offering a premium to 
ever}’ subscriber. In the first place, we do not give premium* 
to subscribers for subscribing : all we can afford we put into 
the magazine: when a premium is given by a magazine, the 
magazine is, to that extent, just so much the pooler. The 
only premiums we give are to persons getting up clubs, 
which is quite a different thing. In the second place, we 
have no agent* for whom we are responsible.'- The true way is to 
join4 club that is gotten up by some person you know or 
know of, or to remit direct to us, according to the instruc¬ 
tions at the end of our Prospectus. In the latter case, we 
take the risk. 

Back Numbers Op This Magazine for 1880,1881, and 1882, 
may be had of news agents, or of the publisher. If your 
local news agent says the number you ask for is out of 
print, or that he cannot supply it, write to us, and we will 
furnish It, at the retail price, postage free. 

No Other Combines So Much.-— The Fort Madison (Iowa) 
Democrat says of this magazine: “ No other combines so 
many qualities, and has such sustained merit in every 
department: it is emphatically .the cheapest and best,” 

Horsford’s Acid Phosphate Is a preparation of the phos¬ 
phates of lime, magnesia, potash, aud iron, in such form as 
to be readily assimilated by the system. Descriptive pam¬ 
phlet sent free. Kumford Chemical Works, Providence, R. I. 


MOTHERS* DEPARTMENT. 

[Medical Botany—Of the Garden, Field, and Forest.] 

BY ABRAM LTVEZEY, A. M., H. D. 

No. XI.— Gold-Thread—Coptis Trttolia. 

A little Indigenous perennial plant, like the Golden 8eal, 
belonging to the Buttercup family, (Ranunculacese,) with a 
slender, bright-yellow, creeping root, whence Its common , 
name, Gold-Thread. It is a low, smooth herb, with radical 
leaves and one-flowered scape. Sepals, five to seven, oblong, 
concave, colored, deciduous. Petals, five to seven, small and 
stamen-like, clavate and tubular at apex. The flowers present 
a whitish appearance, the small yellow petals being incon¬ 
spicuous. Rliizoma, thread-like, of a golden yellow. This 
little plant seems to delight in dark, su^dy, and cold swamps 
of our northern latitudes, abounding in Canada and New 
England. The root Is decidedly bitter and tonic, possessing 
considerable medicinal virtues. The Shakers deal in It 
largely. It differs from quassia and other simple tonics inas¬ 
much as it is a good remedy in aphthous ulcers of the mouth, 
either iu infusion or by chewing IN Mothers can buy it in , 
ounce packages, as put up by ♦he Shakers, and use it as a 
good alterative tonic in weakness of the stomach, want of 
appetite from arrestatio*' of secretory action, in cases of 
frequently recurring "deers of the mouth, cheeks, or lips, 
etc., as before mentioned. 

Ground Iv~ <Jill-over-the-Gbound. Nepata Glechoma. 
—This humbie little plant belongs to the Labiate family, and 
was noticed months ago under the head of Catnip. It is a 
small perennial herb, growing abundantly In grassy places, 
along fences and hedges, and often in house-yards. odor 
is rather disagreeable. Formerly it held a place iu the United 
States Dispensatory, and at one time was a popular domestic 
remedy, though without sufficient results to justify its claims. 
Jts taste is bitterish, and boiliug water exhausts all its med- j 


icinal virtues (if it poseeses any). Its chief reputation was 
in pulmonary and urinary affections, for which, I might add 
en passant, it is most probably inferior to a good mucilage 
(iufusiou) of flaxseed. 

Heal-All, Self-Heal, Carpenter’s Salve, Etc. Bsc- 
nella Vulgaris.— This is also a very common perennial 
labiate plant, growiug along roadsides, etc. It is charac¬ 
terized by an erect, square, purplish-brown stem, eight to 
twelve inches high, branching, especially towards the lower 
part; leaves petiolate, ovate-oblong, one to three inches in 
length, dentate; spikes of flowers one to three inches long; 
corolla violet-purple, bilabiute; upper lip erect, arched, en¬ 
tire; lower lip depending, three-lobed; the middle one 
rounded, concave, cronulate; corolla tube a little contracted 
at its throat; spikes, with cymules few-flowered, crowded 
into imbricated oblong terminal heads of one to three 
Inches. 

The medicinal virtues indicated by its several common 
names are not recognized by medical men at this day, or 
by other*. But fifty years ago, the writer wua informed by 
a carpenter fifty years of age, that some thirty years previ¬ 
ously, when he was an apprentice, the jours, when injured 
by tools, would pluck a stem of this plant, bruise it, snd 
apply it to the wounded part with excellent results. The 
plant, consequently, was known to them at that time as 
carpenter’s salve. It might be well for mothers to make a 
note of this, as they are called upon very frequently, in the 
country’, to bind up damaged fingers and thumbs of their 
youthful progeny, who will use, slyly or otherwise, edged 
tools on every occasion offering. The writer also knows an 
old woman who makes a salve of this plant, by bruising it 
and stewing it in lard, with a little white wax, which she 
calls king-cureMtll She uses it in wounds, cuts, old sores, 
ulcers, etc. Let mothers try it. 


PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 

4^*Everything relating to this department must be ssot 
to GEORGE CHINN, Marblehead, Mass. All communi¬ 
cations are to be headed: “ For Peterson’s.” All are invited 
to send answers, also to contribute original puzzles, which 
should be accompanied by the answers. 

No. 175.— Easy Cross-Word Enigma. 

My first is in cat, but not In dog. 

My second's in board, but not in log. 

My third is in street, but not in road. 

My fourth is in paid, but not in owed. 

My fifth is in met. but not in set 
My sixth is in get, but not In let. 

My seventh’s In eat, but not in drink. 

My eighth is in bear, but not In mink. 

My ninth is in found, but not in lost. 

My tenth is in fired, but not in tossed. 

My eleventh's in creep, but not in run. 

My twelfth is in laugh, but not in fun. 

My thirteenth’s in wild, but not in tnanew 
My whole is a worthy man of fame. 

Oregon, TFiw, Florence Bics. 

No. 176.— Transpositions. 

Tam tuorfen rewae a rwetah rof ouy, 

Fo lal het hoicects wolfors. 

Amy lal oury thyabrids thirbg seno eh, 

Don lal rouy sady eb paphy shuro. 

Oregon , Fii. Katie L Bubal 

No. 177.— Hidden Cities. 

1. Do very large cities have alleys? 


2. Uele> and 1 have been to the fair. 
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3, You speak too low, Ella. 

4. A wall! a wall! a wall! Come and see it. 

6. Go on. Sambo, stony though the road may be. 

6. Look at Roy's hands, mother 1 
Oregon, Wis. Anna Eubworth. 

No. 178 .—Diamond. 

1. A letter. 2. A drink. 3. Full of leaves. 4. Astern. 

5. A letter. 

Greenfield, la. Gertie Krabiel. 

Answers Next Month. 

Answers to Puehm in thb October Number. 

No. 173. 

t SUFFOCAT.E 


TERRITORY 


DESERTION 


T REACHERY 


1. Sharp, harp. 

2. Shark, hark. 


3. Park, ark. 

4. Manger, anger. 


GARDENING. 

Roses may be planted this month, if they have had a j 
check by frost and their wood is ripe. Any time from the j 
preseut up to Christmas may be selected for moving old rose- j 
trees, or putting in new ones. It would also be well now to I 
shorten all the long branches of your standard roses that j 
have grown large and heavy, as the high winds are apt to 
do them considerable damage; but all pruning (as generally j 
practiced) must not be attempted before March. We do not ? 
believe in autumn pruning, (limbing roses must be well \ 
fastened, and the loose branches cut away. Protect your 
tenderer sorts, such as the tea-scented, Bourbons, etc., by j 
mulching the roots, and shielding the branches with some $ 
such stuff as dried fern or litter. Wicker gaskets are useful < 
for this purpose, although, perhaps, a trifle unsightly. j 

Crocuses, and many other smaller bulbs, like snowdrops, « 
acouites, etc., should be planted at once, if you have not s 
already done so. It is very eflective to plant the crocus < 
bulbs iu patches of six, alternutiug the colors; thus you may \ 
begin with a patch of yellow, then plant one of blu», then < 
white, and back again to yellow. The bulbs should be put £ 
into the ground at a depth of two inches, and six inches \ 
from the edge of the border, and they will give a flue display < 
early in the sitring. This method is an improvement on the \ 
old-fashioned way of planting the bulb6 singly, in a row. '( 

Hyacinths iu beds like any good garden soil well drained; } 
for they will uot bear to stand in any damp place during the < 
winter. The bulbs should be planted three inches deep and | 
six inches apart The hyacinth is so hardy that no pro- < 
tection is required, unless extremely low temperature occurs 
after they have begun to grow freely, when dry litter 1 b as j 
effectual as anything. The Roman hyacinths afford an early ] 


supply of bloom, as they can be forced into flower six weeks 
after they are potted, and a continuous supply cau be kept 
going until the general collection of hyacinths are in flower. 
Plant the bulbs four or six in a pot 
A very pleasing effect may be produced in spring by now 
planting large masses of snowdrops, crocuses, and daffodils 
in the gras*, in front of shrubbery borders, or under trees. 
These should be planted in patches, and not too close to 
the house, as the tops ought not to be cut down in spring 
until after they are dead, which leaves them somewhat 
unsightly for a time. Snowdrops and crocuses may be put 
in by making holes with an ordinary dibber, afterwards 
covering the bulbs with a little loose soil. For daffodils, 
holes must be made with a spade, but whichever way 
the planting is effected, ft can be done, with ordinary care, 
without destroying the beauty of the lawn. 


OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. 

Every Receipt m this Cook-Book has been tested by a 
practical housekeeper. 

SOUPS. 

Poor Man's Soup. —A sheep’s head, six carrots, six turnips, 
six onions of moderate size, herbs and celery, one quart of 
dried peas, twelve quarts of water; any vegetables in season 
may be introduced, and a little dry mint sprinkled, in is a 
great improvement Clean and soak the head thoroughly 
for two or three hours, and put it on the fire with twelve 
quarts of water and vegetables, cut up small, about twelve 
o'clock the day before wanted; skim well. In the evening, 
add the peas, pepper and salt and still leave the soup to 
simmer. The next morning, early, take out the meat and 
let the soup simmer until twelve o’clock, when it will be 
ready; the meat should be cut up and put back in it before 
serving. Pearl barley may be used instead of the peas. 

Vegetable Soup. —Pass through a sieve all the vegetables 
used to make vegetable stock; melt a piece of butter iu a 
saucepan, add a little flour to it, 1 mix it well, then add the 
vegetable pulp. Stir well, and moisten with as much of the 
stock as may be necessary. Let the soup boil; stir into it, 
off the fire, the yolks of two eggs, beaten up with a little 
water, nud strained. Serve with pieces of toasted bread, 
fried in butter. 

MEATS, ETC. 

Ragout of Pigeons. —First, clean and wash the pigeons, 
then put a very little water in a kettle, and put them in; let 
them simmer gently until tender; then remove, keeping 
them hot, and if there is not enough gravy in the kettle, add 
a little more water; put in two ounces of butter, a littlo salt, 
pepper, and »< *ot p'^ioram; let all these boil together; 

thicken witl* »» _diuting of flour; then put back the 

pigeons, am . all boil for a few minutes, so as to season 
them; have some toast sippets cut into diamonds, pnt them 
around the edge of a dish, and put the birds and gravy In 
the centre. 

Veal Cheese. —Take a shoulder of *ake out the bone, 
cut it in small pieces, with Just war .igh t( cover It; 
stew until tender; take out ull the piw t '‘grist’.*;, mince it 
fine, and return to the liquor it was oof ed 1 ^; then aod one 
pound of cold boiled pork cb pped fine, one tablespoonfnl of 
salt, one teaspoonful each o Topper and mace, some sweet 
herbs, and two well-beaten eggs; put all into an earthen 
dish, with a plate on the top, and bake one hour. To be 
eaten cold. 

2b Make Tough Beef Tender. —Cut your steaks the day 
before using into slices about two inches thick, rub them 
over with a small quantity of soda, wash off next morning, 
cut it into suitable thicknesses, and cook. The same process 
will answer for fowls, legs of mutton, etc. Try it, all who 
love delicious, tender dishes of meat. 
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FASHIONS FOE NOVEMBER. 


DESSERTS. 

Baked Apple Pudding.—Vive moderate-sized apples, two 
tablespoonfuls of finely-chopped suet, three eggs, three 
tablespooufuls of Hour, oue piut of milk, a little grated nut¬ 
meg. Mix the flour to a smooth batter with the milk; add 
the eggs, which should be well whisked, aud put the latter 
into a well-battered pie-dish. Wipe the apples clean, but do 
not pare them; cut them in halves, and take out the cores; 
lay them in the batter, rind uppermost; shake the suet on 
the top, over which also grate a little nutmeg; bake in a 
mode lute oven for un hour, and cover, when served, with 
sifted loaf-sugar. This pudding is also very good with the 
apples pared, sliced, and mixed with the batter. 

Blanc Mange.— In two piuts of sweetened cream (or milk) 
put oue ounce of Russia isinglass and a little salt; place it 
over the fire, and stir the isinglass until dissolved, then boil 
it well for ten minutes; it will not taste so rich if only 
scalded; flavor and strain into a pitcher; stand the pitcher 
where it will keep hot and All the sediment will settle; 
pour carefully into forms, that the sediment may not darken 
the ornaments. If peach water or almond is used for 
flavoring, put it iu after boiling. The peel of a lemon and 
stick cinnamou boiled together in the milk is very pleasant. 

Mousseline Pudding.— Four ounces of pounded sugar, four 
ounces of fresh butter, the rind of one lemon, and the juice 
of two, with the yolks of ten eggs, to be mixed together in a 
saucepan and stirred on a slow fire until quite hot; then 
strain the mixture into a basin, and amalgamate lightly with 
it, as you would for a souffld, the whites of the eggs whisked 
into a stiff froth. Pour into a well-buttered mould, and 
steam for twenty minutes. Serve with jam sauce uuder 
(apricot or red cnrraut Jolly). The water should boil when 
the pudding is put in to steam, but on no account after. 

Tout Fail, —For this ulce dessert-cake are required the 
yolks of four eggs, three tablespoonftils of sugar, the same of 
flour, about two tablespoonfuls of milk, and the juice of half 
a small lemon; the whites of three eggs are beaten to a stiff 
froth and mixed with the yolks, flour, etc., the compound 
being then put in a buttered pan and placed in a quick oven. 
“Tout fiiit” signifies quickly done, and a very appropriate 
name it is for this cake, as but little over fifteen minutes are 
required for its production. 

Gooseberry Jelly (Green). —Boil some carefully-picked green 


Potted Chicken or Game. —Take the white meat of some 
poultry or game, well freed from skin and outside parts, and 
pound them in a mortar with some fresh butter, about one- 
third of the weight of the meat, season with pounded mace, 
pepper, salt, aud cayenne; and when reduced to a smooth 
paste, put it into pots and cover with the clarified butter. This 
can be used as a relish on bread aud butter, aud can be 
varied with flavorings when approved. 

Croquettes. — Add to some carefully-prepared and very 
finely-minced meat, poultry, or game, the beaten-up yolk of 
an egg; roll the mixture up into small balls, egg, bread¬ 
crumb, and fry them in hot lard or butter. A little crisply- 
fried parsley to garnish the above will add to the tempting 
appearance of the dish, even if not wholesome for the 
invalid. 

Panade. —Take a quart saucepan, break into it one slice of 
a loaf an inch thick; add a piece of butter or sweet drippiug 
half an ounce, half fill the saucepan with hot water, a little 
salt and a little pepper just to taste, and boil and stir the 
whole until it is a soft paste. It is very soothing and 
reviving, especially pn a cold day, aud the cost is next to 
nothing. 

Chicken or Game, with Vegetables. —Take the white meat of 
some chicken or game, and mince it finely; put it into a 
saucepan with a little good gravy, a little butter, flour, and 
pepper and salt; simmer until hot, then add a few cooked 
peas, French beans cut up finely, or a little tomato sauce; 
toss all on the fire together, and serve very hot. 

Purte of Chicken.—To make this, after having been minced 
as above, the chicken must be pounded In a mortar, seasoned 
with pepper aud salt, and then, with a small quantity of 
good white sauce, stirred over the fire until hot; this can 
also be served uuder a poached egg, and within a wall of 
French beans, mashed potatoes, etc. 

8ANITART. 

Remedy for Chapped Hands. —Quarter of an ounce of 
! camphor, the same of sweet-oil and white wax; place 
| together in a cup to melt until thoroughly mixed. Wash 
the hands clean, and wipe dry; apply before retiring. 

A good Lip-Salce , useful for chaps, etc., is made of equal 
parts of almond or olive-oil, and the best white wax; melt 
the latter in a clean gallipot, set at the side of the fire, then 
1 add the oil. 


gooseberries in water, three-quarters of a pint to each pound 
of fVuit, reduce them to a pulp—it will take about half an 
hour—strain through a jelly-bag, weigh the juice, and to 
every pound allow one pound of pounded sugar; boll up the 
juice quickly, add the sugar, boil till reduced to a Jelly (about 
twenty minutes), skim and stir well; pour into potB. 

DI8HES FOR INVALIDS. 

Minced Chicken or Mutton, irith Egge. —Take—if chicken— 
some of the white meat from the breast, and remove all skin 
and outside parts: if muttouwan underdone slice or two 
from a log, saddle, or loin; mince it very finely; put it into 
a stewpau, with a little very good strong gravy or beef-tea, 
free from fat; flavor It, if liked, with a few herbs and spices, 
and simmer gently until quite hot, but not boiling; then 
thickeu it with a little butter aud flour, and season to taste 
with pepper and salt. Put this mince on a small dish, and 
servo on the top a nicely-poached egg. 

Small Meal Boudins. —Take about a half-pound of well- 
propared veal, rabbit, chicken, or game; mince them finely, 
and then pound them quite smooth, moistening with some 
strong veal or chicken. Now pass all through a wire sieve, 
then add one ounce of butter, an egg well beaten, and a 
small quantity of cream, with salt, pepper, and mace to 
tuste; infx and pound well; put the mixture into some 
small plain moulds, buttered, and steam for fifteen to twenty 
minutes. Tliese can be served with a white bechamel, or 
croum, or tomato sauce. 


Remedy for Chilblains. — If they are very bad, apply at 
night a plaster of brown sugar, mixed with scrapings of 
common soap; wash the feet daily with brown soap and 
water. 


FASHIONS FOR NOVEMBER. 

Fio. i.— Reception-Dress, of Dark Cardinal-Red Strah 
Silk. The lower part of the skirt is trimmed with two skle- 
plaited flounces of the silk, with a white lace ruffle between. 
The upper flounce has fan-shaped plaitlngs Inserted. The 
top one is finished with a white lace ruffle, which trims the 
| broad collar, and extends iu a Jabot down the front of the 
dress. Black lace would be very rich on this dress, and less 
conspicuous than the white lace. 

Fio. ii.—House-Dress, of Olive-Brown Silk. This ex- 
^ ceedingly stylish dress, which suggests that of Marie de 
\ Medici, is made of a trained underskirt of the silk, with side 
i pieces of olive-brown watered silk, striped with a darker 
\ shade of velvet. Down the front of the skirt are many nar- 
\ row plaitlngs, caught together low down by a large rosette. 
\ The panier is plaited into the waist, and turned under, 
> forming a puff. The close-fitting waist is made of the 
' olive-brown watered silk, striped with velvet. It is fastened 
i down the front with buttons of old silver, and lum a ahouMar 
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knot on the left shoulder. The sleeves are of the striped > 
material, with cufft of the plain silk. . < 

Fio. hi.—Dinner-Dress, of Blue Silk. The underskirt j 
is of plain blue silk, with an organ-pipe plaited flounce. \ 
Tho apron front and long train are of watered silk, of the l 
color of the underskirt. The apron front is trimmed with a 5 
ruffle, on the plain parts of which are ornaments of iridescent f 
beads, and tho train is edged w ith a harrow' ruffle of the \ 
plain silk. Tho c<iat-waist is of tho plain silk, and orna- j 
mooted with iridescent beads. Full standiug-up collar of 
white lace. 

Fio. iv.—Visiting-Dress, of Forest-Guef.n Figured 
Cashmere. Tho bottom of the skirt is laid in side-plaitings. 
Above this, tho skirt is of very richly-colored satin, in pur¬ 
ple, gold, and black stripes, uud is fastened on the left side 
by largo buttons. The greeu cashmere skirt folia low and 
plain on tho right side, and is draped very high on the left 
side. The close-fitting waist is double-breasted, and buttons 
diagonally from the left shoulder. Largo hat, of forest-green , 
velvet, trimmed with a blue feather 

Fig. v.—V isiting-Dress, of Dark-Green Silk. The 
bottom has a plain flounce, headed by several rows of shir¬ 
ring. Tho cloak is of black velvet, made in a long plain 
Bacque shape, with wide sleeve* inserted. The trimming 
around the bottom, of the sleeves, and the collar and muff, ; 
are of browu fur. Bonnet of black velvet, with yellow 
plume and strings. 

Fios. vi and vii.—Front and Back of thk D’Orsat 
Habit-Coat. This coot, to look well, should be made by a 
tailor. It is of darjc brown cloth, with a large collar, and ; 
revere and pieces set in tho skirt at the back, of a darker 
shade of brown. It has two rows of buttons, and is cut away 
square In front Brown plush bonnet. 

Fio. viii.—Paletot, for Deep Mournino, to be made of 
black cloth, trimmed with erdpe. The sleeve is in the Hub¬ 
bard form. There Is a large cr&po collar, and the front is 
trimmed with plaited ertpe. Bonnet of dull black silk, 
trimmed with erdpo. 

Fio. ix.— Velvet Paletot, Trimmed with Either Skunk ; 
or Seal. Cloth might be substituted for the velvet, and 
plush for the fur. The lining is of plaid satin. The dolmau 
sleeves are bordered with a deep hand of fur, and the collar 
Is entirely of fur. Bonnet of brow'n plush, with ostrich 
feathers. 

Fios. x and xi.—F ront and Back or House-Dress, 
of Gray Satin and Plush. Tho skirt is bordered with two 
aatin plaitings, headed by a puffing of satin. Puffings of ; 
Batin also extend up each side of the skirt, between the plush 
overskirt, which opens at the sides, and then foils perfectly ! 
straight and plain, back and front. The body is of plush, ; 
and terminates with satin pauiers. Large bow of the gray ' 
satin at the back. Collar of gray satin. 

Fio. xii.—Walking-Dress, of Almond-Colored Cloth. ^ 
The underskirt is of brown camel’s-bair, with a knife- £ 
plaited rulde. The almond-colored cloth skirt falls perfectly > 
plain in front, but is laid iu deep plaits at the back, which j 
turn underneath. The close-fitting bodice and coat-sleeves > 
are ornamented with large browu wooden buttons. Almond- \ 
colored felt bonnet, trimmed with brown velvet > 

Fio. xiii.—Walking-Dress, of Dark-Blue Woolen Plaid. | 
The skirt is plain in front and plaited at the sides and back, f 
The overskirt opens with shawl-like ends at the sides, \ 
crosses iu froct, and is draped at the back. Walking-jacket ; 
of dark-bine c^oth. fastened with silver buttons. Felt hat i 
trimmed with blue ribbon and red flowers. > 

Fio. xiv.— Walkino-Drum, or Slatb-Colored Cashmere. > 
Plain ruffle around the bottom, put on with shirrings. The j 
front of the dress is composed of puffings of cashmere, headed > 
by rows of shirring. Ulster of plaid tweed, made with a ? 
deep cape. Gray felt hat and plumes. \ 


Fio. xv ,-rW alkino-Drrbb, op Black Silk. Sacque cloak 
of diagonal cloth, trimmed with black lynx for. Grevo hat 

General Hem auks. —There are many new shades of old 
colors. Many of the blues have a grayish tinge, and one of 
the prettiest 1 for house-wear is very light and is culled 
telegraph-blue or electric-light blue. Tim reds vary very 
much. In ribbons and tilfomiugs, it is difficult to tell 
where the red color ends and yellow' begins. These last 
colors are very rich, very new and distinguished-looking, 
hut more becoming to brulfcttes than to blondes. When 
combined with black, howeve^ they may safely be worn by 
anyoiie. i 

Figured materials divide thepalm with plain ones. Either 
is equally fashionable. Often a figured aud a plain material 
are used in the same dress; hut most frequently the color in 
both Is the same, and not contrasting. This; however, is not 
obligatory; iu fact, nothing is obligatory in the way of 
fashion, as we have so frequently said, except that short 
dresses are always worn for walking, and that even if a 
small crinoline is worn, H must not extend to the front. 
The sides and front of the drees must foil dose, though a 
small tournure is now frequently added to the bade of the 
dress, without there is much puffed drapery behind. 

Passementerie or gimp Is much used to trim cloth, cash¬ 
mere, and camePs-halr, as wdl as mantles, jackets, eta 
Some tailor-made costumes are only machine-stitched, others 
ore trimmed with gimp; but the gimp should be entirely 
without jet or beads of any kind. The richer kinds of gimp 
are very expensive. » 

The doth suit* are now more often In small checks, speckles 
and dashes of rich dark colors, than plain, as was formerly 
the case. Bottle-green,’ mahogany-brown, and very dark 
StraWberry-red are hew colors. For calling-dresses, much 
shot taffeta Is used, and for walking-costumes, serge-cloth; 
the skirts kilted aud machine-stitched, and the Jacket bodices 
braided. 

In the make of dresees there is nothing new; for everyone 
shapes a bodice or drapes a skirt ns best suits them and Is 
the most becoming, and thus a great variety of costume Is 
obtained. 

Borne of the new mantles are loose, and reach below the 
knee. They are made with dolm An-shaped sleeves, fre¬ 
quently slightly shirred at tho ueck, hare a heavy ruche 
about the ueck, aud are tied with a bow of ribbon with long 
ends. These wraps are made in light-colored and gay- 
figured camel's-hair, and are comfortable-looking. They are 
also very stylish if made well and of pretty material; but 
with a home-made garment, a plain camers-hair is much 
safer. 

Bonnets and hats seem to have recovered from the vagaries 
of the summer and early autumn, and to have settled down 
to reasonable proportions. 


OUIt PARIS LETTER. 

Rue des Petits Champs. 

One of the most gratifying features in the fashions of the 
present season is the return of the small bupnots. Feminine 
headgear bad indeed assumed such overwhelming propor¬ 
tions, both as to size and trimming, that a reaction was 
inevitable, only it was hardly to have been hoped for so 
soon. The change bps come already, and it is altogether 
charming. The small bonnets are of tho ever-populur caj*>te 
shape, aud are covered with velvet laid on in perpendicular 
folds, or else shirred across tho centre of the crowp. 
Medium-sized birds, such as doves or small paroquets, are 
often placed at the sides of these small hats, which are al^o 
ornamented with pheasant breasts or wings, and sometimes 
with a cluster of small ostrich-tips encircling an aigrette of 
herons* feathers. But this last style is by no mpans new, 
though always graceful aud pretty. Velvet rosea are the 
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newest flowers of the season; they come with the petals very 
finely shaded in different hues of red, and have quite a rich 
appearance. 

Worth’s show-rooms are now encumbered with a very 
bewildering choice of materials and styles. Heavy plain silks 
uud satins, and the. new corded silk stuffs called Ottomans 
and Trocadero, dispute the palm of supremacy with velvets 
and brocades. The figures on the latter seem to increase in 
dimensions with the passage of each season, and wa are 
threatened with a return of those patterns of which it is 
recorded that it took two ladies to show off each design 
properly. One of the latest ctyles is in satin, brocaded all 
over with a sunflower in its natural size, though fortunately 
in solid colors. These gigantic figures are of course made up 
with plain satin or velvet, and sometimes all three materials 
are combined in a single dress. Worth ig now making np a 
good many plain velvets for evening-dress. The skirt is 
caught up just below the waist at the back in a large bow, 
with one loop at either side. From between these loops the 
train falls lu full folds. Tho front breadths part just below 
the waist, and are edged with a finger-wide black lace laid 
over red satin. Beneath is a petticoat front, also of black 
velvet, drawn into slight fullness, and raised at one side, so 
as to show a narrow flounce of the velvet, houdod with a full 
puff. Over tliia flounce is set one of black lace. The corsage 
is cut low, with short, sleeves, and is trimmed with black lace, 
lined with red satin. For short dresses, Worth employs 
velvet or faille, or else Otto mane mixed with figured plush. 
Faille is not used for evening-dresses, as it does not 
drape well, and lacks tho lustre that mokes satin and satin 
morveilleux so effective by gaslight. 

For walking-costumes, cloth suits trimmed with bands of 
velvet are greatly in favor, and are very stylish when worn 
with a r.uff and bonnet of the same velvet as that upon the 
suit. Scotch cashmere is more fashionable thau the camel's- 
hair goods. Wraps are in all sorts and styles and eliapes; 
mantles, dolmans, and loose long sacques being shown. 
Stamped velvet is still employed for cloaks of all kinds, \ 
though It is for less popular than it was last season. 'Wraps < 
of this material sometimes show three different trimmings ) 
on one garment, such as full plaited ruffles of black lace, <; 
combined with jet fringe and a wider fringe of chenille. [ 
The prettiest trimming of the season, for evening-dress, is a < 
fringe composed of small floss-silk balls in shades to match •, 
the flgures on the brocade; it is light, delicate, and yet j 
durable, and is extremely tasteful. j 

The new colors of the Beqsqn are manifold. There is a ? 
series of new reds introduced, the most popular of which is \ 
a deep poppy shade known as “ drop of blood ” (goutte de ? 
soup). Then there are various hues of bright crimson, j 
J^pown as raspberry, Oriental ruby, etc., which are in reqlity j 
only modifications of the Magenta shades of. some twenty j 
years ago. All the new blues have a grayish cast. Moss- j 
green is very popular for deml-tollottc, and so too is a rich < 
nud very handsome tint something ^ctwqen brown and \ 
crimson, which is called mahogany-color. It is very eflec- j 
tive by gaslight, yet is not too brilliant for street-wear, f 
The new shade of pink, known as startled nymph,” is very j 
lovely, being between the hue of a blush-rose and that of a l 
tea-rose; it is much more detfehte than the crevettes and \ 
rose-pinks of last Senson. It combines very charmingly, in j 
1 satih dr flhfin merveilleux, with seal-broWn velvet or plush. > 
Tliis Very dark-brown, ns well as an extremely dark shade of j 
plum-color, will be much worn for Btreet-costumes this \ 
winter. Velvet and cloth, or Velvet and Scotch cashmere, j 
form tho favorite combinations for street-dr esses. j 

Very elegant and bocoming bonnets for evening-wear are < 


the ears, where the long ends of the scarf or fichn form ths 
strings. Currants are used to border a bonnet of black lao* 
and forget-me-nots or pale-tinted violets are employed fora 
white one. The luce ends are attached together at the throat 
with a tiny bouquet of berries or tiowere. 

For evening-dresses, the material most in vogue will be 
satin merveilleux for young girls, aud velvet, or brocade and 
satin combined, for elderly ladies. Skirts composed of ruffles 
of lace will still be used in ev.eniug-dress, with corsages oi 
satin. These skirts are always made short; they lose their 
peculiar style when made even with a deml-train. A very 
handsome short evening-dress is made by covering a skirt 
with four plaited flounces, alternately of satin and faille of 
precisely the same color. The corsage is in satin, cut 
square, and with balf-long sleeves, and is trimmed with 
ruffles of lace. For street-wear, the same style is duplicated 
in cashmere and satin, the corsage being in cashmere, with 
cuffs and collar of satin. If velvet and satin are employed, 
the corsage must be of velvet. In all cases, the two materials 
must match perfectly in hue. 

Luct H. Hoops*. 


CHILDREN’S FASHIONS. 

Fio. i.— Little Girl’s Costume, op Gray Cloth. Ths 
coat is of the Direct'dre shape, and is made of soft cloth, 
trimmed with plush. The fronts are donble-breasted, and 
the backs are plaited. The cape fastens slantwise, and is 
trimmed with plush. 

Fro. ii.—Boy’s Costume, op Brown CtoTH. It is donble- 
breasted, and has dark-brown collar and cuffs. 

Fio. hi.—Boy’s Suit. The trousers and overcoat are of 
dark-blue plaid. 

Fio. iv. — Boy’s Suit, or Claret-Colored Diagonal Cloth. 
The kuickerbockers are rather tight The deep coat opens 
in front, showing a vest of the same material. Wide linen 
collar. 

Fio. v,—C oat, fob a Little Girl. This coat may be 
made of cloth, plush, or velvet, of any dark color. It is 
trimmed with heavy white guipure lace. Tlie cai>e, as well 
as the pockets and cuffs, is trimmed with guipure lace. 

Fio. yi. — Gjbl’s Paletot, or Fawn-Colored Cloth. It 
is trimmed down the front with brandebourgs. The pockets, 
narrow collar, and cuffe, are of fur. 


OUR PURCHASING AGENCY. 

Afltr mauy nr gent requests, ice some lime since established a 
Purchasing Agency, and encouraged by the substantial recogni¬ 
tion that has followed our efforts to meet the wants of persons 
wishing'the best selected goods from the eastern markets, (A the 
LOWEST PRICES, we again call attention to our unsnrjtaesed ad¬ 
vantages for supplying everyth I NO used in the house, to the 
entire satisfaction of all who furor us with their orders. Special 
attention is given to every article bought; and the list includes 
Ladies ', Gentlemen's , and Children's Wear, Wedding Outfits, 
Infants' Wardrobes, Wedding, Holiday, and Birthday Presents, etc. 

The a dv e mt iges gained by ad persons sending their orders to 
our Ihtrdiasing Agency have been appreciated by Ok large number 
who have been served since it has been established, w the easing 
of money, time, and trouble. 

Samples furnished, only on receipt of 25 cents. Circulars ars 
free to any one writing for them, containing full particulars, ami 


made by draping a scarf or fichu of Spanish lace over a j ***** °f doin 9 business. Remember all are served, not only our 
specially-prepared frame, which gives the effect of a capote ^bscribert, but any one else in want of goods or wearing appursL 
when finished, but which has a ronhded crown instead of a | Address ad communications for our Purchasing Agency to 
set one. This fhuno Is bordered all around 1 with small ber* j MRS- MARY THOMAS, 

ties or very small flowers, intermixed with foliage, except at / P. 0. BOX 1096, PHJIjADBLPHTA , PA. 
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A Thorough * 

„ , Practical Test 

HaS made by many ladies residing near our Branch 

Offices, resulting in very large purchases of our 

“Automatic” Silent Sewing Machine. 

THIS ° 

OPPORTUNITY 

Is now extended to those living remote from any 
. established Branch of this Company. | 

With the large number of applications received, many I 
of them from persons whose business standing cannot read- I 
ily beascertamed, we ask that all orders for machine* 
on approval, sent to us from a distance, be accom¬ 
panied by the cash price of the machine selected. 
To any one ordering the machine under the above condi¬ 
tion, and not entirely satisfied with it after 
reasonable trial, the 

MONEY WILL, BE REFUNDED. 
IVIore than Twice the Work 

accomplished than with any other, in the same time, as it 

Sews directly from one spool, 

besides which the work is 

Far Better and More Durable. 
By Far the Lightest Running, 

and the only Sewing Machine that can be 

Used with Safety to Health. 

With these and many other unequalled advantages, 
can you afford to neglect this opportunity to investigate it 
in your own home? Until you have done so, do not be in- 
flucnced by a low price, nor hurried into a decision. 

\V me for full particulars and New Illustrated Price List. 

Willcos & Gibbs S. M. Co., 658 Broadway, N. 7. 

Philadelphia: 1437 Chestnut Street (cor. 15th). 


Wei De Meyer’s 

CATARRH 

CURE 

Dr. Wei De Meyer’s Catarrh Cure “ Is worth 
ten times its cost.” 

Rev. C. J. Jones, New Brighton, S. I. 

Dr. Wei De Meyer’s Catarrh Cure ,l Is truly 
a cure for Catarrh” 

Rev. Hannibal Goodwin, Newark, N. J. 

Dr. Wei De Meyer’s Catarrh Cure “ Cured ms 
effectually of Catarrh.” 

Rev. C. H. Taylor, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Dr. Wei De Meyer’s Catarrh Cure will be for¬ 
warded by mail or express at our expense on 
receipt of @1.00 for One Package or $5.00 
Zzi Six Packages, also sold by Druggists. 

Dr. Wei De Meyer’s “Illustrated Treatise” 
on the causes, coneeqnen es and cure of Ca¬ 
tarrhal Diseases, will be mailed free on your 
request, 

D. B. Dewey, & Co., 182 Fulton St., N. Y. 

RA LARGE New Stylo Chmmo Cards, no two alike, with 
na me, 10c. 6packs60c, 0 . A. Brainaud, Hlggunum, Ct. 




N P A R E I L 
VELVETEEN 


THE ONLY REAL SUBSTITUTE FOR 


LYONS SILK VELVET. 

We would respectfully notify the public that none of those goods Are gennino nnless stamped with the trado mark 
on the back of every yard, a fuc-simile of which is herewith represented. 



FINK IN 


RICH, 


FULL-TONED 


COLORS. 


8UPERB 

IN MAKE, 
DYE AND 

FINISH. 


_ v HARPERS’ BAZAR.—“Another velvet season is one of the certainties Announced thus early bv the 
merchants. Tho l>est Bcrvlce is given by the close ehort-pilo velvets, such as the NONPAREIL VELVETEEN, which is 
not easily marred or creased. Tho NONPAREIL VELVETEEN is found in all the stylish new shades, and when 
mane up, with the pile turned upward, it cannot be distinguished from silk Telvet. The difference in tho price 
makes a garment o-t about one-third as much ns if made of Lyons Silk Velvet. 

. To be Purchased Throughout the United States from all First-class Retailers. 

Wholesale Only } S H A E N & F!THIAN,55 Leonard Street, New York. 

4>pt posses* ° f lmItator8 ’ who » to 86,1 Inferior goods, are now clainV-g qualities for their velveteens which they do 



UAR^l?^Om^I H N U n^t a F..-BERT WTltltKT. ytllLAIWCL'Pl. IA% PA. _ 

LADIES’ -CHICKERIWG 

Cachemire Oriental, PlAlvfl 

Abyssinian, 

Norma, '“IS THE BEST IN THE WORLD.” 


ABE THE BEST LYONS BLACK SILKS FOB WEAR, | Before baying elsewhere, write for New Ilia* 


NOW IN GREAT FAVOR WITH THE LADIES. FOR | 
TnE PAST TEN YEARS CONTROLLED EXCLU¬ 
SIVELY BY MESSRS. A. T. STEWART A CO., BUT I 


trated Catalogue and Price List, just published. 

Alentlou this Mucuzlne. 

CHICKERINC & SONS, 


NOW FOR SALE BY ALL FIRST-CLASS RETAIL 
DRY GOODS HOUSES THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY. 

SILKS. 


BOT.F. AOBNTS Fou ) A. PERSON, ITARRIMAN & 
wuollsall: only, ) CO., New York, 


EVERY LADY 

Should send for Strawbridge & Clothier’s Catalogue, which 
contains one hundred and twenty-eight large pages, over 
one thousand illustrations, and four pages of now music. 

Is especially valuable to those who shop hy mail, or are 
Interested i n home art. Send fifteen cents for copy of same. 

STRAWBRIDGE 4 CLOTHIERJWlada. 

A 48-jwige illustrated book,and a set of 
our new Fun and Escort cards, sent to 
your address on receipt of 3c. stamp. 
The above are given away to introduce 
Other poods. Don’t miss this chance. 

WORTH BROS., 723 Sixth Street, New York City. 

tic rap Picture!, 10c.; 100 Transfer Pictures. 10c.; 

5 Christmas Cards, 10c.; Christmas Morn, 10c.; 2 
Birthday Cards, 10c.; 12 Perforated Mottos, 10c.; 

5 Chromos 6x8,10c.; 3 Oil Cliromos 9 x 12.10c.; 

3 Engravings 9 x 12,10c.; 4 Panel Pictures, 10c.: all for 60c. 
Post-jwUd, J. W. 1 'Kl/./ELL, Baltim ore Md. 

”© H ORT HAN Db/M 

WHitumions procured for pupils when competent. 
Wend fur circular. W. U. CllAITLL, Oswego, N.Y. I 




WAKEIIOOMS I 

130 FIFTH AVE., N. Y.; 153 TREM0NT ST., Boston. 

(Write for particulars; mention this publication.) 

An Age in Advance of all other Inventions. 

From a single spool makes a seam stronger and more beM- 
ti/ul than by any combination of two threads. 

THE 

AUTOMATIC 


OR “NO TENSION” SEWING MACHINE. 


Ladies careful of Health aiul appreciating the 
Rest will now have no other. 


WILLC0X & GIBBS S. M. CO., 658 Broadway, 
New York. 



~ONLY •>S 

IO CENTS 


DIAREOMP 
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LADIES! 

Ncntro-PMcnc, only Hair Solvent known. Per- 
matuntiydiHolict nupcrlluoos bair, root and branch 
In five m:nutce.in7Ao it pain, discoloration or injury. 
C lcopntru'n Secret devclopn the Hunt to propor¬ 
tions of perfect nature. Safe and certain. Bend S 
stamps for particulars. Tub Wilcox Chemical 
Prevahatio* Co., 603 Bprncc St.. Philadelphia, P 


R A Elegant Chromos, name on, in funcy caso, 10c. 3 packs 
vv & liaudsoine Present,30c. VANN & CO.,Fair Haven, Ct 

R A Large Chromo, Motto, Ruee«, etc., now style cards, name 
Ov on, 10c. G. A. SPRING, New Haven, Conn. 



ADIPOSTDIA 

renders thin, lean and 
slender persons stout. 


LADIES 


m Spruce St., fhilada., Pa. 1 


I TTT1 ¥ T\ ¥ A TTT1 Almost instant core. Merii- 

Hr A A( ,H H «»tedSnie|ilng Salta. Semi by 
LixxA/ XL v/ULJLi lun ^ pf **!* 0 ' 41 *>» remittance of 

30C. per but tie. Postage Ktum|*« 
accepted. WM. DUPREE & CO., Wholesale Druggists, 123 
Fulton Street, New York. 


Premium Eng ravings. 

It is the custom of “Petrrson’s Magazine,” as all its old subscribers know, to engrave, every year, a pruhtbc 
plate, in order to rewurd persons getting up clubs. These plates are executed in the highest style of art, at an original 
cost of from ONE THOUSAND TO TWO THOUSAND DOUL.AKS. “Peterson” having kept up this 
practice for many years, has now an unrivaled selection of such engravings. These are now, as a great inducement, 
ottered (postage Ire#; for Fifty Cents each, as follows: 

The Surrender of Cornwallis ..* . . . (27 inches by 80) 

Washington,’s Adieu to His Generals, .(87 " " 20) 

Bunyan on Trial, .(27 " t( 20) 

Banyan in Jail, . . .(27 " "20) 

Washington's First Interview with His Wife, ..(24 « "20) 

The Star of Bethlehem, . .. (24 " "16) 

" Our Father Who Art in Heavetn,” .* * *.(24 " "16) 

Washington at Trenton ...(84 " " 16) 

Bessie's Birth-Hay, .(24 " "16) 

Christ Weeping over Jerusalem, .(24 " " 16) 

Angels of Christmas, .(24 " "16) 

Not Lost but Gone Before, . . .. (24 " "16) 

Christmas Morning ....(24 " " 20) 

Christ Blessing Little Children. .(24 " "20) 

Washington at Valley Forge, .(24 " "20) 

Gran'father Tells of Torktown .(24 " "20) 

" Hush I Don't Wake Them,» .(20 " " 10) 

The Farable of the Lilies, .(20 " " 16) 

N. B .—Any reader of this advertisement can have either of these engravings by remitting fifty cents, which is the mere cost of 
printing and paper. Or five will be sent for two dollars. Always say which you wish. 

Addr ~- PETERSON'S MAGAZINE, 

No. 306 Chestnut Streep Philadelphia, Ph. 


Mrs. Emma D. E. N. South-worth’s New Book. 

SELF-MADE. 

OUT OF THE DEPTHS. 

BY MRS. EMMA D. E. N. SOCTHWORTH. 

Is now Complete in Book Fora, in Two Volumes. Price $1.75 Each, or $3.50 a Set 

It Is also Issued in two voltunes v under the names of 

ISHMAELI and SELF-RAISED. 

Price $1.75 each, or $3.50 for the two hooks. 

Copies of " Self-Madeor “Ishmael,” or “Self Raised,” will be sent to any one , to any 
address, at once, free of postage, on remitting the price of the ones wanted, to the Publishers, 

T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS, Philadelphia, Pa. 

fif&^Mrs. Southworth's Popular Works will be found for sale by all First- Class Booksellers 
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A NOTED BUT UNTITXED WO-JIAN, 
[From the Boston Globe.] 


Messrs. Editors 

The above Is a good likeness of Mrs. Lydia E. Pink- 
ham, of Lynn, Mass., who above all other human being* 
may be truthfully called the "Dear Friend of Woman," 
os some of her correspondents love to call her. 6he 
Is zealously devoted to her work, which is the outcomO 
of a life-study, and is obliged to keep six lady 
assistants, to help her answer the largo correspondence 
which daily pours in upon her, each bearing its special 
burden of suffering, or Joy at release from it. Her 
Vegetable Compound is a medicine for good and not 
evil purposes. 1 have personally investigated it and 
am satisfied of the truth of this. 

On account of its proven merits, it is recommended 
and prescribed by the best physicians in the country. 
One says i “ It works like a charm and saves much 
pain. It will euro entirely tho worst form of falling 
of the uterus, Lcucorrhoea, Irregular and painful 
Menstruation,all Ovarian Troubles, Inflammation and 
Ulceration, Floodings, nil Displacements and the con¬ 
sequent spinal weakness, and is especially adapted to 
the Change of Life.” 

It permeates every portion of tho system, and gives 
new life and vigor. It removes faintness, flatulency* 
destroys all craving for stimulants, and relieves weak¬ 
ness of the stomach. It cures Bloating, Headaches, 
Ferrous l*rostratlon, General Debility, Sleeplessness, 
Depression and Indigestion. That feeling of bearing 
down, causing pain, weight and backache, is always 
permanently cured by its use. It will at all times, aud 
under all circumstances, act In harmony with the law 
that governs the female system. 

It costs only $1. per bottle or cix for $5., and Is sold by 
druggists. Any advico required as to special cases, and 
the names of many who havo been restored to perfect 
health by the use of tho Vcgetafclo Compound, can be 
obtained by addressing Mrs. P., with stamp for reply, 
at her home in Lynn, Mass. 

For Kidney Complaint of either sex this compound is 
unsurpassed as abundant testimonials show. 

u Mrs. Pinkham’s Liver Pills,” says one writer, “are 
the best in the tcorld tor the euro of Constipation, 
Biliousness and Torpidity of tho liver. Her Blood 
Purifier works wonders in its special line and bids fair 
to equal the Compound in its popularity. 

All must respect her os an Angel of Mercy whose sole 
ambition is to do good to others. 

Philadelphia, Pa. Cl) Mrs. A. M. D. 


THE HARMONETTE. w&hVIK!^S| 

the best Mechanical Musical Instrument the World. Novel 
in construction, elegant in design, powerful and melodious in 
effect, ML'bio AND MUSICIAN COMBINED. More Reeds and 
more powerful than $8 Orgsnette*. Til it Harmonette plays 
anything, from a simple song to a difficult waltz or operatic 
selection. Any child can opera!© it. Music only 4 cents per 
Jo<*. It Is beautifully finished in black walnut, and of hnnd- 
eome shape and design j lXl*KE88IOV BwEM.. and many 
patented improvements. It is as loud as a cabinet organ, and 
will furnish music for any occasion, and it Is a most completo 
present lor any one, old or young. VVe send the Harmonctte, 
with selection of music, to any address, on receipt Of price, 

a .”*. Extra Music can be ecnl by Mail at any time. This ia 
e most Wonderful musical instrument that has ever been 
Invented. Address the MA88ACfltJUTTS OBUAN CO., St 
Washington Street, Boston, Mass. 


I Morphine Habit Cured in 10 
to 20 Days. No Pay until Cured. 

J. L. Stephens, M. 1)., let'anon. Ohio*_ 

on 60 Large Handsome Chromo Cards, 
ltic. They are entirely new, made ex- 
83 trade. 13 pack* for $ 1 00. Agents Book 
"ranklin Printing' Co. New Haven, Ct. 

RYIS'FRF.F.! Entire'y New. 


knowledged the best pack ever produced. Noonoebe 
i them. Sond ua lO ct h. f.»r our New Prlce-Listt and 
lustrated Catalogue, and we will print vour name 
lOO of tho handsomest cards you ever saw' FREE, in- 
ding Feather Series, Verse Cards, Unique 
urine Views, etc., all iu brilliant color*, on heavy 
-dboard. Watches, Gold Pings, Silver Ware, 
»velties, etc., given os premium*. Agents’ OouipUM 
tuple Book, 25 cents. Inducements to Agents un* 
[Muled. Printers and Dealer* supplied with blank 
da. STEVENS BROS., North ford. Conn. 

O NEW and Elegant Hand, Bouquet, Pond-Lily, Horse¬ 
shoe. Lily of the Valley, etc. Cards, mt me on, 10c. Sam- 
* Book. Free with $1 order. Siar Card Co., Clintonville.Ct, 
Caa now grasp*fortune. Outfit worth 
LlTillN I Q free. HIDEOUT Sr CO., JO 
* ** Barclay Street, New York. 


PHOTOGRAPH OUTFIT 


This Scientific production cannot fall to Interest, 
amuse and Instruct every person whoBeoalt. with it 
any ono by following tho direction*, 

Can Moke Their Cwn Photographs. 

It contain* all of the needed Chemical* for working. 
Printing Frame, Silver, Toning and Hxlng baths. Albu¬ 
men Paper, Mounting £arde, Ac., Ac. kver? bodJMr*nts 
one It I* something new, and not only does It farnlaa 
amusement but by its use the operator become* 
i with many lutereatlng chemlrftl expeHroeiiU. Pacxao 
I B ©curely In atioat case with ^indirections which an* so 
l Bhnpto that any Boy or Girl can. with a Mtue Mudy .u.d 
patience make apood photograph. Price by mall. Fifty 
Cento. Pottage stamp* taken. World Manut g 

Co. i 122 Naaeeu Street, New York. 
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MASON & HAMLIN 

ORGAN & PIANO GO 




(CCtfull 


_ announce the invention by Mr. ALHERT K. 

Jv HEBARD, for twenty-five years foreman of one of their 
departments, of 


IMPROVEMENTS IN THE PIANO FORTE 


Jp which, after two years* careful test, they are satisfied are of 

3rf great importance, and which have induced them to add the 
-V V ^ \ manufacture of Pianos to their already very extensive Organ 

Having erected—adjoining their previous ample works—a 

- large factory, and furnished it with every appliance lor best 

Piano making, they have now ready 

UPRIGHT CRANb PIANO FORTE8 

which they confidently believe to surpass all previous instruments in exocllence and practical value, and to be excelled 
“by none in elegance of design and exquisite finish. 

The improvements affect not only the musical capacity of the instrument, but especially its durability and power 
to stand trying situations and use. MASON & HAMLIN PIANO FORTES WILL NOT REQUIRE 
TUNING ONE QUARTER AS OFTEN as those strung upon the old system. 

THE MASON & HAMLIN CO. pledge themselves that every Piano Forte of their make shall illustratcthat 
■very highest excellence which has always characterized their Organs, and won for them recognition of HIGHEST 
EXCELLENCE in EVERY GREAT WORLD’S EXHIBITION FOR SIXTEEN YEARS. CIRCULAR, 
with fu!i dcscription and illustrations of improvements, sent free. 

A NEW CATALOGUE OF ORGANS (*o pp., 4 to) is issued this month, adding illustrations and descriptions 
of SEVERAL NEW AND POPULAR STYLES. They now make 

MORE THAN ONE HUNDRED 8TYLE8 OF ORCAN8 

adapted to all uses ; unquestionably the Best Instruments of this class In the world, and sold either for cash or easy 
pay ment, at the lowest prices at which instruments of sich excellence can be afforded, even by the manufacturers 
having greatest facilities for their production. 8 T Y LE log.— 3 Octaves, having sufficient power and compa«s fcr 
Popular. Sacred, and Secular music generally, with bc*t quality, only $39. One Hundred other Styles, $ 30 . $ 57 . 
$7*» $ 78 , $ 93 , $ 108 , to $500 up. CATALOGUE FREE. 

THE MASON & HAMLIN ORGAN AND PIANO CO., 

154 Tremont St. f Boston; 46 E. 14th St. (Union Square), New York; 149 Wabash Ave., Chicago. 


1*1 Kiss Me, Kiss Tour Darling. 

123 A Flower from Mother’l Grave. 

124 The Old Log Cabin on the H11L 

130 Coming Thro* the live, 

131 Must We. Then. Moot as Ftn jgors 
138 The Kiss Behind tho Door- 

130 1’li Remember You, Love, In My 

[Prayers. 

148 Ton May Look, bntMusn't Touch. 
150 The r o'a Always a beat In tho Far- 


1 Baby Mine. 

5 The Old Cabin Home. 

6 The Little Ones at Home. 

13 See That My Grave's Kept Green. 

13 Grandfather’s Clock. 

18 Whore Was Moses when the Light 
94 Sweet By and By. I Wont Oat. 

SO Whoa, Emma. [Maggie. 

*3 When you and I wore Toung 
S0 When I Sow Sweet Nelllo H>me. 

-48 Take this Letter to My Mother. 

49 A Model Love Letter,—comic 
£3 Wife’s Commandments.—comic. 

44 Husband’s Commandment *. 

60 Little Old Log Cabin In the Lano. 

68 Marching Through Georg! v 
«o Widow In tho Cottago by tuo Sea. 

C5 The Minstrel Boy. 

70 Take Back tho Heart. 

73 The Faded Coat of Bine. [Night. 

77 My Old Kentucky Home. Hood 
ti 1 11 be all Smiles to Night Love. 

®8 Listen to the Mocking Bird. 

S3 Tier Bright Smile Haunts Me Still 

64 Sunday Night When the Parlor’s 

65 TheOypsj s Warning. (FulL 

103 ’Tis But a Little Faded Flower. 

104 The Girl I Left Behind Mo. 
los Little Buttercup. 

107 Carry Me Back to Old Tlrglnny. 

113 The Old Man 's Drunk Again. 

118 I Am Walling, Essie Dear. 

119 Take Me Bock to Home A Mother 

120 Como, Sit by My Side, Darling. 

We will send by mall, post-j 

Fifty for 25 cents. Or wo wil_ 

not send less than ten songs. Order songs bi 
Catalogue Free. Moutlon this paper. WO i 


853 Darling Nellie Gray. 

355 Little B.own Jug. 

258 Ben Bolt. 

357 Good Bye Sweetheart. 

200 Sadio Kay. 

270 Ttm Flnlran’s "Wake. 

S73 The lint My Father Wore. 

275 I’ve Only Been Down to the Cluba 
277 Kiss Me Again. 

*79 The Vacant Chair. 

£80 The Sweet Sunny South. 

233 Como Homo Futher. 

284 Little Magglo May. 

288 Molly Bawn. 

238 Sally In Our Ally. 

2 )9 Poor Old Nod. 

2J2 Man In tho Moon is Looking. 

235 Broken Down. 

3<j 0 My Llttlo One's Waiting for M«. 
30t I'll Go Back to my Old Love Again 
302 Tho Butcher Boy. 

8c5 I’so G wlno Buck to Dlxlo. 

308 Where Is My Boy To-Night. 

310 The Five Cent Shave. 

31# Linger, Not Darling. 

328 Dancing in the Sunlight, 
twenty.flve songster 15 cents; any 


lor for Vou. 

152 I've no Mother Nrrw, I’m Weeping 

158 Massa’s In de Cold, Cold Ground. 

159 Say a Kind Word When You Can. 
1C5 I Cannot Sing tho Old Songs. 
lfi« No rah O’NeaL 
187 Waiting, My Darllnc, for Thee. 

10 # Jonnlo the Flower of Kildare. 

170 I’m Lonely Since My Mother Died 
172 Tenting on the Ol J I’ampGround. 
178 Don’t Yon Go, Tommy, Don’t Go. 
l*o Willie, We have Missed You. 

152 Over the Hills to the Poor lions©. 
185 Don't be Angry with Me, Darling. 
191 Flirtation of tlie Fan. 

194 Why did She Leavo Him ? fother. 
198 Th >u Hast Learned to Lovo Au- 
203 There's Nono Like a Mother. 

804 You Were False, but I’ll Forgive. 
208 Whlsoer 8oftly, Mother’s Drlng. 

2ll Will You Love Mo, IVhem I’m Old. 
220 Annie Laurie. 

222 Shorman’s March to tho Sea. 

224 Come. Birdie, Como. 

dd, any ten of theso songs for | O cents ; any 


i for |5 cents; any 
Remember, we will 
stamps. Valuable 

let. New York. 

Cold Medal. Paris. 1878. 

The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 332, 
351, 170, and his other styles. 

8old throughout tho World. 


JOSEPH Ql (.LOTT'S 


,r BFCHlTPAIB A 

hoyfng Kidney Diseases, 


[nick, complete cure, all an- 
>1 at druggists’. 


DON’T J>IK iu the lions, 
out rats, mice, flits*, loaches, 

Digitized by VjOO^ 


Clears 


Ibugs. 13 cents. 




UILDING 


1 '/liK AO I' R ( »Y \ t-i t G S 


I $1.00. ONE DOLLAR. $1.00.1 

o: — »:—D-O-L-L-A-R —:o * —:o 

THE BEST VALUE IN THE WORLD FOR $ I .OO. 


BY MAIL! 

OVER THHEE-QUART£KS OP A MILLION Uf 
stock TO SELECT PROM. 

All bough! fop cash, and told al lowest city pri¬ 
ce*. Dress Goods,Silks, Shaw Is, Trimmings, Hos¬ 
iery, Upholstery, Fancy Goods, Ladies| Dresses, 
Wraps, Underwear, Ties, Lace', Gents Furnish¬ 
ing Goods, Infants’, Boys’and Girls* Outfits, &Q. 
Correspondence solicited. 

Samples and Information free. 
"SHorrixo guidjh” mailed free on 
application. 

COOPER & COWARD f 

Kinth and Market Streets, Philadelphia, Ta. 

Please say trhere you saw this adrertisement• 


They received the highest award nt Paris ex¬ 
position, world’s PAIR IN LONDON, CKNTBNNIAL, 
AT PHILADELPHIA, and AMERICAN INSTITUTE PAIR, 
NEW YORK. 

This cut is a correct representation of our R. H. 
quality. If you cannot find this mo^t desirable Cor¬ 
set where you are accustomed to purchase, we will 
send it for ONE DOLLAR, postage free. The best 
value in the world for the money. Our celebrated 
O, extra quality, Si.50. F, crossed bone, $2.25. 
Send for desciiptive Catnloguo of other styles. 

THOMSON, LANGDON & CO., NEW YORK. 


Of Interest to all bulldlnsr, decorating or furmrhlne. 
Issued the middle of each month, beginning with Octo¬ 
ber. Subscription, $1.00 a year. In advance. Send 
25 e rt nti f<>r three months’ sample subscription. 

WILLIAM T. COMSTOCK, Publisher, 
6 Aator Place. New Yorfc. 


Mrs. THOMPSON’S 


Celebrated Patent 

# v ‘“WAVES.” 

Y? j The remarkable .neve*.ol 

Wilt" ^ this camming anulo of a lorn- 
p Y? merit, la dee to the COaYE.’V* 

T\( C, t OMI OILT Si III;, 
rini.n inciiovKnAPiTAn. 
W4 m>-V AatC rlv.ntoevrrvwfmr. Ao ab* 
r solute KECESSH Y to tbn*e who 
,Jt Mr have Inct a portion of tLclr orre abundant 
/ lv.tr—n r to thoae who wbh to LOOK 
l ■ F ' VOUXC—Whose forehead, are high—and 

Mi'j'yjrvvi who.o hair will not remain In crimp ; made 

imam* ofnatumlcnr! hairtheycunuot g-toutof wave. 
ll^(, . r f r One CII5XD FEATURE they haT# no 
vJTT- 1 ' FALSE WVU.-LIEE n f .«arance,ao EASILY 
r**V HELX in ALL OTIILH warn-, and crimps— 
w/T7>- while the tln|n(c away with crimping pins and the 
flanferor REIAIAO one's own hair la very Imoonantto «v*rj 
Imly who YALUE8 h^r personal beauty and tho OPIKIOXS 
of her fi Icmls. PRICES,fmm Sfl tV.Sl* (Itlonrfannd Oray, 
extrO. Also, tho most ELEfiAXT AsSOHTMEXT oi 
HWITt UE , from §5 to gGO. CRAY HAIR A SPE¬ 
CIALTY* Remember th-so goods ean ORLY BE FOLXD 
►* mv F'*s't«|oarte r a. 32 FA^T I 4YH ST.- M. V,« No 

BOH Washington St., Boiton. 8endforI11n*trotcd Cat¬ 
alogue. Good, sent C. 0. D.. with privilege of examination. 


A'RREMoy^ 


fnmi any j... 

MINUTES without Injury to'the skin.bv 

‘‘Uwham’s Depilatory Powder,” 

Mailed for 1.2 o (stamps taken for the 
««»25cent*.) Scaled circnlar Free. 
> H.\.U, P. O. tin X 2(107, Philnda., Pa. 


On 50 elegant new ChromoCard* 10e. 11 pl».$t 
•Mm make oO per rent. Please *end HOc f.»rAgent's 
of .ninples Premium Lbt Ar. Klank turd* at 
NOKTIIKOKU f.tKU WORKS, Xorthford.Conn. 


^TISITING CARDS FOR LADIES. 

W A pack of the latest stylo visiting cards with your 
name neatly printed (White Bristol!, 10c. a pack; Gold 
Edge, fancy corners, 15o.; Fancy Slippers, 20c.; Satin 
Bevel Edge, 25c.; Lapped French Artificial Flowers, 
50c.; Priuco Albert, painted by hand, @1. Sent to any 
address. A. P. MOUL, York, Pa. 


PEhfa' 


Beat Uaivl tty 
Ever 
Otic red. 


A GOLD PEN AND RUBBER HOLDER, containing 
ink for sevoml dnys’ writing. Can be carried in the popket. 
Always ready for use. A luxury to persons who caro to 
preservo their individuality in writing. 

MABIE, TODD & BARD, 

180 llroailway, New York. 

Send for Price-List. Our goods nro sold by first-class dealers. 


PLAYS! PLAYS! 


FLAYS! 


The best edition published. Also, Wigs, Beards, Fare 
Preparations, and all articles needed for Amateur and 
Parlor Theatricals. New Catalogue sent free an appli¬ 
cation to DE WITT. Publisher. 33 Rose St., N. Y. 


Permanent business for ajrenta. Catalogue for stamp. E. 8. 
Frost Si Co. , 22 Tremont Row, Boston. Same this pave r. _ 

\ Beautiful Chnuao Cards with name, 10c. Send 3 
names and thirty cents, and we will send a fourth 
pack free. ROYAL CARD CO., North ford, Conn. 

SKINNY^MEN. ^“Wells’ Health Reuewcr ,r restores 

health and vigor, cures Dyspepsia. $1. At Dru ggist 8 ._ 

OA Fine White Gold-Edge Cards, name on, 10 cents, 
fill Sample Book, 25 centa. An Elegant Birthday or 
Christmas Card, 10 ctg. F. M. Shaw A Co. Jersey City,N. J. 


00 Popular Sonys for 30 eta. 100 Comic Songs, 30 cts 
10 SeDtimmtal Songs, 30 cts. 100 Old Favorite Song*, 
5 cts. |0D Opera Song*. 30 cts. 100 Home Song*, 
jets. fOO Ethiopian Songs. 30 cts. An v 4 lots, $|. All 
( Songs have words and music, and are the most popular 
blished. Order NOW, For 50 cts. wi'I send Violin In- 
uction Book and 558 Pieces Violin Music. BIO- BAR- 
MliS in all kinds of instruments, lllus. 44 p Cataloguo 


litres. G. £L W. BATES ti CO., importers, itostuo, Maas.! 
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Views. German, 
ettcs. I*»nel < 

Mottoes etc.. 

containing all the most stylish cards 'now in use. Foreign* 


or>*l Domestic Chromos. Hcvcl-cdge. 8atln Fringe. Birthday. Sunday School and Faster Cards, to¬ 
gether trith our private terms to aoenfs all sent for .*IOcfs. hundreds of ornamental and useful articles given to 
agents for clubs, or liberal cash c<wi missions raid. PAXTON PRINTING- COMPANY, Northlord, Conn. 


KIDN EY-WORT 


HAS BEEN PROVED 

The 8UREST CURE for 

KIDN EY DIS EASES. 

Does a lame back or a disordered urine lndl. 
cate that you are a victim? THUN" DO NOT 
HESITATE; use KIDNEY-WORT at onco, 
(druggists recommend it) and it will speedily 
overcome the disease and restore healthy action. 

It Is a SURE CURE for all 

DISEASES of the LIVER. 

It has specific action on this most important 
organ, e _abling it to throw off torpidity and in¬ 
action, stimulating the healthy secretion of the 
Bile, and by keeping the bowels in free condi¬ 
tion, effecting its regular discharge. 

|La| If you are Buffering from 

fvl CSidl Ida malaria, have the chills, 
are bilious, dyspeptic, or constipated, Kidney- 
I Wort will aurcly relieve and quickly cure. 

| In the Spring, to cleanse the System, every 
| one should take a thorough course of it 

| or {! Ar For complaints peculiar to 
kdvlla?9B your rex, such as pain and 
weaknesses, KIDNEY-WORT is unsurpassed, 
as it will act promptly and safely. 

Either Box. Incontinence, retention of urine, 
I ! brick dust or ropy dcpocits, and dull dragging 
pains, all speedily yield to its curative power. 

r?TIt Acts at the same time on tho KIDNEYS, 
UVER AND B0WEL3.JL1 Ter Constipation, 
Piles, or Rheumatism it is a permanent cure. 
SOLD BY DRUCCI8T8. Price $1. (*) 


KIDNEY-WORT 



Toany suffering with Catarrh 
or Bronchitis who earnestly 
desire relief, I can furnish a 
means of Permanent and Pos¬ 
itive Cure. A Home Treatment 
No charge for consultation by 
mail. Valuable Treatise Free. 

"Hisremedies are theoutgrowth 
of his own experience; they arj 
tho only known means of per¬ 
manent cure.”— fioptint. 

Rev. T. P. CHILDS, Troy, 0. 


8 T 3c. T” 17 Pages of Music 

in the Great Illustrated FOLIO. 

White, Smith ft Co., Boston. 

CONSUMPTIONr 

I have a positive remedy for the above disease; by its 
use thousands of cases of the worst kind and of long 
standing havo been cured. Indeed, so strong Js mv faith 
In Its offleary, that I will send TWO BOTTLES FKEK, to¬ 
gether with a VALUABLE TREATISE on This diabase, to 
any bufferur. Give Express and P. O. address, 

DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Puarl St., New York. 

n ■ T\J\n Sendtwothree-centPtampstoC.Tollner,Jr., 
1 IA r\ I f Brooklyn, N. Y., f.»r a new set of elegant 
v/fl Ik U U chromo cards, and catalogue of latest 
designs for fall and winter. ( _ 

Beatty’S *27 Stops, $125. Pianos, $‘297.50. Fac- 

tory running day and night. Catalogue free, 
Xuarera Daniel I . Ii«atty, Washington, M. J. 

i . I DAf'l/ of handsomely 1 rriit> n tarda, 30c. Circular 
l j rML/ r\ free. Prof. M a daram, B ox 8106, N. Y. City. 


HABIT EASILY 

CURED TvitU DOUBLE 
CHLOKIDK of GOLD. 

Essay Free. The Morphine V$ r; 2<K) pp. $1.00. 

LESLIE K. KEELET, M.l)., Dwight, Ill. 

ABSOLUTELY^PURE._ 


f C S ELEC 

O'- F 


OPIUM 


FITS 


LAVOR S 


A Great Sarhuf in Actual Cast to All. 

S ELECT your Visiting Cards from our Beautiful Sample 
_ Package, only 10c., ami see the quality and price before 
purchasing elsewhere. TODD & CO., Clintonville, Conn. 
YflTTD NAME on fa) nrti-lic Chnuno Cards,and a Pocket 
I UU A Memorandum Dock all sent for 10c. Agents’new’ 
Samplo Dook only 12c. Assorted Package of Embossed 
Pictures 10c. Give us a tri il order. 

CLINTON & CO , North Haven, Conn. 

va Superb Clirotuos, ILIcli and lta.ro Designs, with name 
0* f on, 10 cents. VANN ft CO., Fair Haven, Conn. 
Ill Case .'•<> Latest Chr.mio Card*, B-'auii-**, N.un<> on 1 <a . 

Sample Book 25c. F. W. AUSTIN, New Haven, Conn 
A Largo New Chromos, no two alike, with name, 10 
ttU cents. Nassau Card Co., Nassau, N. Y. 


A Leading Loudon Phys* 
tclun establishes an 
Ollirein New York 
for the Cur© of 

EPILEPTIC FITS. 

From A m Journal of Medicine* 
Dr. Ab. Meserole Gate of London), who makes a spe¬ 
cialty of Kpllepsv, has without doubt treated and cured 
moro cases than any other living physician. Bis success 
has simply been astonishing; wo tiavo hoard of cases of 
over 20 years’ standing successfully cured by him. Ho 
has published a work on this disease, which he send* 
with a large bottle of his wonderful cure freo to any suf¬ 
ferer who may send thedt express and P. 0. Address We 
advise any one wishing a cure to address 

Dr. AB. MESER0LK, No. 90 John SL, New York. 


R 


AUE COINS WANTED.—Send 12c. for catalogue 
showing prices paid. E. F. Gam its, St. Louis, Mo. 


62 


Chromo Cur.la with mune u;id case. 10 cents. 

C. H. KISLEY & CO., Meriden, Conn. 


S U_ 

permanently removea Superfluous hair without injuring 
the skin. Send for a circular. Madame Wombold, 34 
Sawyer Street, Boston, Mtiss. ___ 

R A All Chromos, elegant doBignB,Bouquet,Gcodluck tr. name 

Uvon,incaao, 10c. E. II.Pardee,New Haven Ct., Branch PIO . 

Chromo Cards. So two alike, with name,' 10 
cents Post-paid. G. I. Uf.kd ft Co., Nassau, N. Y. 
t Large New Chromo Cards (1883 peri es) Gold and Sil ver, 
" Assorted, nomeon, 10c. Naasan Card Co^NaBsau, N. Y. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS 



R. H. MACY & CO. 


14th Street, 6th Avenue, & 13 th Street, New York City. 

GRAND CENTRAL FANCY AND DRY GOODS ESTABLISHMENT. 


O UR cut this month represents a section of our establishment as seen from the southerly staircase, 
looking north, toward the corner of 14th Street and 6th Avenue; showing, in the foreground on 
the right, the Telegraph Office, and farther on, the Mail and “ Found” Desk combined. Here postage- 
stamps of all denominations are kept on sale for the convenience of our patrons. To this desk is also 
brought all articles that are found in the store. A careful record is kept of them, so that customers can 
have no difficulty in recovering them, even if not claimed for months after they are found. This desk 
is also used for checking all articles that customers may wish to leave for safe-keeping. All pocket- 
books found are taken directly to the head cashier's office on second floor of the 18th Street side, and 
carefully kept until identified by their owners. Then follows a portion of the Notion Counter, which 
extends to the main stairway on the 14th Street side. 

Returning, on the left side of the passage shown are the Untrimmed Hats, which take up the 
whole side on the 14th Street front, west of the staircase. Then follow Artificial Flowers and 
Feathers, from the medium to the finest quality imported; then Fans, Swiss Carvings, and Vienna 
Qoods of all descriptions; next Gents’ Furnishing Goods, Ladies' Hosiery, Silk Balbriggan, and Cotton 
Underwear. Our Handkerchief Department comes next; then Laces and Embroideries, and still 
fUrther on, the White Goods Department, which is a large store in itself. 

The last Departments shown in the foreground are the Fringes, Worsted, Buttons of all 
descriptions for dress-trimming, and Worsted Goods. 

We have exercised great care in showing these Departments exactly ns they are located, so that 
our outrof-town patrons, who are not able to visit us daily, may find them without difficulty. 

All orders by mail will receive prompt and careful attention, and Goods forwarded to any part of 
the world. 

5: 1 : whS,}^ *• h- macy & co - 
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feferson's Marine—©ecemftet*, 1882* 
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DETAIL OF NIGHT-GOWN SACHET, OR COUVERPIED, Etc., Etc. 
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THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET 



























































THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET. 



cat - a - raet fell; The cot of my fa - 
bot tom it fell; Then soon with the em 
tru-sive-ly swell; As fan - cy re-verts 


dai - ry house by it, 
health o - ver- flow ing, 
fa - tiler’s plan-ta - tion ; 


Chorus. 


the nide buck et that hung in the well. The old 
ping with cool-ness it rose from the well, 
for the buck-et that hung in the well. 


oaken buck - et, the 
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PETERSONS MAGAZINE 


Vol. LXXXII. PHILADELPHIA, DECEMBER, 1882. 


No. 6. 


P.RUE AND THE PROFESSOR. 

BY BARBARA Y EC II TON. 



amid her auburn tresses, and brought out, as 
in a picture by Rembrandt, the lines of In r 
graceful figure and the exquisite fit of her dress. 
Many ladies would have shrunk from the sun¬ 
shine, even in winter; but not a whit cared 
Prue. She was a veritable sun-worshiper; and 
to lie curled up in a Sleepy Hollow chair, with 
the sun shining softly upon her, and a new 
book in her hand, was to Prue a dream of bliss. 

She was so occupied now, and profoundly 
interested in her novel, when there came an 
interruption. The maid-servant brought in a 
card. 

“A card? A visitor?” cried Prue, in dis¬ 
may. “ And no one at home but myself!” 

She arose, half pettishly. 

‘Professor Edson Partridge,” she read, 
scowling at the small piece of pasteboard. 
“ Ben’s paragon, whom lie has invited for 
HE sun shone bright and warm into a Christmas, come at last, and of course at a m< -t 
comfortably-furnished room, one winter after-^ inopportune time: we didn’t expect him before 
noon, lighting up the elegant yet home-like j to-morrow. Now I’ll have to go and entertain 
furniture; resting lovingly on the plants in j him. How provoking ! And Jane must be told 
the window ; tinting the Jacqueminot roses in j to get his room ready. How I do dislike people 
the big Wedge wood bowl on the table; and j having names of birds and beasts and things! 
dancing daintily about Miss Prudence Prescott, j Partridge—ugh! Might as well be duck, or 
who was the sole occupant of the apartment, if j goose, or chicken, at once. I’m so glad I 
we except a large tortoise-shell cat, nicknamed j haven’t such a name. Pussy,” turning to the 
the Admiral. It shone into her eyes, und glowed \ cat, “ I wish you would go into the hall and 
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Professor was coming 
to-day instead of to¬ 
morrow. Well, you and 
he, I see, have made 
friends. That’s jolly. 

I knew you two would 
like each other first- 
rate.** 

At this astute remark. 
Prue elevated her chin 
in the air, while the 
# Professor looked mis¬ 
chievous. 

The days passed on. 
Christinas was rapidly 
approaching. But in 
spite of Ben’s belief and 
desire, Prue and the 
Professor did not seem 
to become friends. They 
were extremely polite to 
each other: at least the 
Professor was always 
polite; but Prue did not 
succeed as well. 

41 It*s all his name," 
she said, once, when 
Ben had remonstrated. 
14 Whenever he comes 
into the room, 1 imagine 
a gray-speckled name¬ 
sake skulking in behind 
him. And you know, 
Ben,** very plaintively, 


demolish that gentleman: you like birds, and I j 44 1 have always disliked birds. I would never 
don’t.” Then, as the door opened, the book was \ have a canary or a mocking-bird. I don’t even 
tossed on the chair; and with an injured air, \ care to eat game; and now to have a partridge 
the young lady advanced to meet the guest. 5 forever thrust upon one is too aggravating. 1 
Now it had so happened that Bridget had left J have no positive dislike for him, and I’ll try to 
the door open after delivering the card, and Pro- ! be civil; but one must draw the line somewhere, 
fessor Edson Partridge, out in the hall, got the j and I draw it at partridges.*' 
benefit of Prue's remarks. 44 Flattering, I must j 44 Very unfair. W-what's in a name?” 
say,” he muttered, smiling under his mustache; j commenced Ben, but was speedily ejected from 
He was even in repose a handsome man, tall and \ the room. 

graceful; but when he smiled, his whole face lit i So the days wore along. The weather was 
up. 44 That,” he said to himself, 44 must be \ stormy and cold, and the Professor stayed a good 
Ben’s sister Prue. I wonder if the young lady’s $ deal in the house. Hence Prue had to get aocus- 
opinion could ever be changed?” \ tomed to him, whether she would or not. He 

Calmly, most frigidly polite, Prue introduced j wandered in and out of the parlor and library 
herself, and shook hands. But conversation j in a tame-cat sort of fashion, and won golden 
rather languished, though the Professor did his < opinions by his kindliness and courtesy: at least 
best. At last, Ben—awkward, near-sighted Ben, s from everybody except Prue. He and Prue 
the torment and delight of Prue’s heart—came < somehow could not agree; they constantly had 
rushing in, in his headlong fashion. \ long discussions about every imaginable and 

44 8-so glad you've come,” he stammered, with j unimaginable subject, and they invariably ended 
a beaming face. 44 Forgot to tell you, Prue,” turn- j by quarreling: that is, Prue quarreled; but the 
ing to Mb sister, 44 1 had a telegram saying the \ Professor never by any chance lost his temper; 
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he always continued polite: “ Aggravatingly so,” ; 
said the young lady. “He is the most qelf-; 
opinionated person I h^ye ever met. I shall; 
he glad when lie goes home to Cambridge, and < 
we can have our quiet evenings again. Some- ! 
how, his mere presence rasps me. 1 can’t even ■ 
enjoy this lovely scene.” For Prue was looking I 
out of her window, after everybody else had 
retired, at the leafless trees and the moon ' 
wading through clouds. 

But the Professor showed no sign of going: • 


after everybody else had retired. The next day 
even, she continued so absorbed in reflection, 
that she forgot to quarrel with him, which un¬ 
usual occurrence impressed him as much os even 
she could have desired. 

Grandma owned some very fine old china, 
which Prue always took charge of, considering 
its care and arrangement a pleasure. The 
morning before the Professor was to leave, Prue, 
in a plain gown, with her sleeves turned back 
from a pair of very pretty round arms, stood on 



indeed his time was not up, tor he had been 
invited till New Year. Yet in spite of what 
she said, Prue had a certain pleasure in his 
presence after all. She could always tease 
him, and that had quite a zest for her. To 
her astonishment, a week later, when Christmas 
had come and gone, and the Professor fixed a 
day for his departure, she did not feel the un¬ 
alloyed pleasure at the news which she had 
expected. She could not understand herself. 
What did it mean? She put this question to 
he rself again, as she sat, once more, according 
to her habit, looking out at the moonlight, 
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But my poor head 
is,’ groaned the Profes¬ 
sor. clasping both hands 
over that member, and 
sinking into a chair. 


•i step-ladder, singing, and whisking a feather- ( 
duster lightly and dexterously among the treas- ; 
ures on the top shelf of the china-closet, when l 
suddenly the door flew open, something rushed ; 
violently against the step-ladder, turning it com- ; 
plciely to one side; and Prue, with the words { 
“ My love, he went a-sail—” on -her lips, and ■< 
with grandma’s best punch-bowl clutched tightly \ 
in one hand, and with the feather-duster as j 
desperately held in the other, came tumbling \ 
down upon the Professor, who was in the act \ 
of entering the room. 

“Thank goodness, the bowl isn’t broken,”; 
were the first words of Prue, as she reached S 
the floor. ; 


Meanwhile, the Ad¬ 
miral, the cause of all 
this excitement, slunk 
aw:iy, frightened, and 
sought the seclusion that 
a table granted. Here, 
furtively looking out at 
Prue, and prepared for 
instant escape if she made 
for him, he sat calmly 
washing his face, as if 
such a contretempi were 
an every-day amuse¬ 
ment, and he had done 
nothing objectionable. 

Are you really hurt?” 
i-ked Prue, as the Pro¬ 
fessor groaned again. 

I—I should think I 
was,” he replied, plain¬ 
tively. “See how my 
head is bleeding.” 

There was really blood 
on it, and Prue’s sym¬ 
pathy was immediately 
roused. She flew into 
the kitchen, brought 
back some hot water, 
hunted up a bit of court- 
plaster, and proceeded 
to bathe the wound, with 
many apologies for her 
share in the affair. 

At last the operation 
w i over, and the narrow 
strip of plaster carefully 
trusted, and the hair 
brushed back, carefblly and deftly, over the 
wound by Prue’s own fair hand. 

“There, that will do nicely,” she said. “No 
one would ever know you were hurt.” 

The Professor was proftise in his thanks, and 
would have taken her hand; but somehow a 
sudden fit of shyness seised Prue, and she 
hastened to escape. 

She did not see the Professor again until after¬ 
noon. She kept studiously out of his way, in fact. 
What was the matter with her, she said to herself? 
Why did she tremble even yet when she thought of 
his look ? What made her heart beat so ? Could 
it be ? Nonsense ! In love ? Pshaw! Not, at 
least, with a partridge. And vet—and yet— 
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She had dressed for dinner and for the evening 
together—for there was to be a little dance, it 
being New Year’s Eve—and was sitting before the 
fire in the parlor, her elbows on her knees, and 
her chin resting on her hands, revolving all this 
over, when the Professor entered the room. She 
did not hear his step, and he actually stood over 
and spoke before she was aware of his presence. 

“Oh, is it you?” she cried, starting to her 
feet in some confusion. “ I—I—did not hear 
you come in.” Then rallying herself, she said: 
“ But the hurt ? I forgot that. How is it coming 
on ? Only a trifle, I hope?” 

“ I don’t know exactly about its being a trifle. 
I feel very queer,” said the Professor, gravely. 
“ You know a sudden blow on the head some¬ 
times works a good deal of mischief. What 
would you say if auything serious were to 
happen to me? It would be all your fault.” 

“I kuow it,” answered Prue, meekly, and to 
her own surprise; “ and I am very, very sorry.” 

“Are you?” assuming a very woe-begone 
expression. “ My head feels worse and yrorse. 
I am sure I shall never be able to master Greek 
and Latin verbs again without efficient help. 
Really, Prue, so long as you have broken my 
head, I certainly think it is your bounden duty 
not to break my heart also. Suppose you marry 
and take care of me?” 

“ Oh,” said Prue, quickly, turning her face 
away so he could only see the tip of one small ear. 


“Will yon?” queried the Professor, in the 
same tone. 

“ I’ve always declared I would never own a 
bird,” she answered, demurely; “and there is 
something so ordinary about a partridge.” 

“ Yes,” allowed the wounded man, mildly, 
“ there is. But it might be worse. 1 might be 
a canary, and sing until 1 deafened you ; or a 
mocking-bird, or a nightingale, or—” 

“A turkey-gobbler,” suggested Prue, “and 
have to fly for your life at Thanksgiving time.” 

“Oh, the case might be a great, deal worse,” 
brightening up wonderfully, and in his most 
persuasive tone. “ Do take me in hand, Prue, 
and see what you can do with me. Will you, 
dear?” 

When Ben burst into the room, half an hour 
later, in his usual abrupt way, he suddenly 
cried “Oh!” and made a precipitate exit, 
muttering: “ B-beg your pardon. D-didn’t 
know—” 

After this, retiring to the extreme end of 
the hall, he rubbed his glasses vigorously, in 
a dazed sort of way, with a pair of light-colored 
evening gloves, which, in his agitation, he had 
unearthed from some pocket, believing them to 
be his handkerchief. 

“ W-what a surprise!” he muttered. “N-never 
dreamed of such a thing. T-thoittght they liAted 
each other. After all,’*- with a grin of intense 
amusement, “Prue will d-dfo game.” 


IN THE HALL. 


BY MARGUERITE 

Lrr us ft it still on the stairs a while: 

Surely our absence they cun not feel, ^ 

Who in the parlors laugh and romp. 

Quite as a part of Virginia Keel. 

Luttghing and romping are well enough: 

We did it too, a month ago. 

Little dreaming in our light hearts, 

Laughter ever would hurt ns ho. 

But it jars, to-night, as we two sit here. 

Quiet, at lost, in the grateful dusk, 

While the dancers lightly trip up and down. 

To the tuneful cadence of M Money Musk.” 

We have not known what It was to sigh; 

We have laughed and jested our romance through. 
Forgive me, to-night, if I dare to be sad, 

Here alone with the dark and you. 

Your arms are ’round me for the last time, 

I make to it hut a faint demur. 

Your future wife can scarcely miss 
The three little months I stole from her. 

So short, so sweet our love-dream w*as, 

So dead it lies, with its grave-clothes on. 

And you gaze in Its face and say: “ Ah. me! 

It was wondrous fair to look upon.” 

Vox.. LXXX1I.—30. 


MORVH. 

And I whisper: H l shall try to think, 

When 1 journey toward the setting sun, 

I go from sorrow, going from you— 

That this sad stage of my life is done. 

We will outlive this heavy time. 

And rest wiU come to our hearts one day: 
Soon for you—for a man to forget 
Is a wofaliy easy thing, they say. 

But oh I to think, wlieu the sun goes down 
To shine the sooner on yours and you, 

Tliat the long miles are the smallest part 
Of the distance laid between us two. 

I shall not fall, with my woman’s pride. 

To be brave and bright the hard day through. 
But when I kneel in the dark alone. 

How my heart will cry, dear love, for you. 

I ask but this: when that tlay shall come— 

As I know, at last. It surely will— 
i Tliat another’s hood leans on your breast. 

' You think on our night of parting still. 

| God bless her: the girl whom you shall rhooso 

/ To be Queen Rose of the world for you. 

\ I was but a poor wild flower, at lieat: 

^ But, darling, remember your daisy too. 
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NEW TREATMENT FOR D 0 0 R - W A Y S . 



"HILE we think that 
the “esthetic craze” 
has been carried too 
far, we favor incon¬ 
testably such adorn-. 
merit as is in good 
taste and is not too 
expensive. The mis¬ 
take made by esthetic 
upholsterers, for ex- , 
ample, is always to 
recommend the cost¬ 
liest things. It would 
seem, indeed, as if 
they could behold no 
beauty unless in lavish outlay. They recommend 
nothing except what rich people can afford. Yet 
some of the most tasteful rooms not uufrequcntly 
cost the least to ornament. 


In illustration of this, we give two engravings 
showing a new treatment for door-ways. The 
doors, it is to be stated, connect a parlor, or 
library, with the dining-room. The object is to 
give the door on each side a suitable character. 

Our first cut is the parlor, or library, side. 
Here a series of shelves, very slightly orna¬ 
mented at the sides, and made of plain wood, 
are built up on either side of the door, and above 
it ; and on these shelves are disposed books 
vases, plates, etc., at the taste of the owner. 
Over the door itself is hung a curtain or portiere, 
either embroidered at home, which is best, or 
made of some one of the many artistic yet 
comparatively inexpensive fabrics no* so com¬ 
mon. The design we give is in sunflowers. But 
any other design would do ns well, and some 
perhaps even better—all this depending on the 
paper, the pattern of the chair-coverings, and the 


PARLOR BIDE OF DOOR. 
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object of the apartment, viz: whether parlor' three book-case shelves on each side, rising not 
or library. A small curtain in embroidery • quite half way up the door. There are two 
may be used, or not, to cover some of the book- brackets on the wall for vases, and a shelf over 
shelves. the doqr-way/fo^ {Jacques, etc. The pattern for 

Our other engraving illustrates the dining- the dining-room portiere should, under all cii- 
room side of the door. Here there are only ' cuinstances, be different from that of the oiln 



ItfNjMO-UMUl SIDS or DOOR. 




faraSH 
mfc&t V' 


one. Even if the designs thus given are not thus ornamented are certainly more really 11 es- 
followcd exactly, they will afford capital hints, thetic” than those where you see only bric-a-brac. 
We may add that the introduction of book- The initial letter represents a dining-room 
shelves into parlors, in the wny proposed, is chair of the time of Chartes the First: a chair 
irow considered a mark of refinement. Rooms that is artistic in feeling, yet strong and useful. 


‘SHALL WAIT T II Y T I M E . ” 

BY K M M A B Y F. It I. F. V . 


“What time I am afraid, I trust in Thee," 

Though gloomy and perplexed my eurthly atate. 
For Thou art wine, and merciful, and grout, 

And all Thou will’Bt ia only good for me, 

If to Thy will I bow Hubmiftrively, 

And with unwearied fuith and j*atiew* wait, 


A dally suppliant at Thy royal gate. 

Oh, lot this patient faith my portion be! 

Yet larger gifts l.crave: to me impart 
Cheerful contentment and abiding peace ; 

So, through the hleakeat winter day, my heart 


Shall wait Thy time for outward storms to rense. 
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“BEWARE, BEWARE!” 


BY EMILY LENNOX. 


Pretty Mrs. Floyd was standing at the gate, ; To be sure, this was only the payment of a 
in a marvelous morning-robe. A charming j bet; but Lester argued that a married woman 
black-lace ficliu was draped across her breast; her j had no right to make bets with a marriageable 
beautiful hair flowed in heavy curls down to her / young roan ; and in particular, Mrs. Floyd 
shoulders; and she wore the most bewitching) should not do such a thing with Kenneth Gray, 
little breakfast-cap you ever saw. In short, she ' Now the truth of it was, that as the rupture of 
was a perfect vision of loveliness. j her engagement with this man hod occurred 

She seemed to be all ribbon and lace, and she \ under circumstances which left her in a rather 
should have been all smiles, as she usually was. : disagreeable position, Mrs. Floyd was bent upon 
But then her liege lord had just gone off in high ' showing him that he had passed entirely out of 
dudgeon; and she stood looking down the j her regard, and that she could meet him on n 
avenue after him, with a half-rueful counte- > familiar footing without the slightest concern, 
nance. Yet what a pretty picture she made, J But Lester could not appreciate this motive; 
with the trees and sky for a background. \ hence the stormy scene after breakfast, and Mrs. 

«* How perfectly abeprd,” phe elclaimed. 14 1 ! Floyd’s indignant soliloquy, 
wonder why it is that American husbands are all I “ A man who is so unreasonably jealous,” she 
so unnecessarily exacting. In Europe, the mar- j said, as she stood listlessly at the gate, afler her 
ried women are the charm of society, and I don't j husband’s disappearance, 41 ought to have somt- 
see that the proprieties suffer in consequence, j thing to be jealous about. I think that if Lester 
But here one is censured for appearing natural. » were made thoroughly miserable about me for 
Oneoannot be at ease in gentlemen’s society, but \ once in his life, and were to find out that there j 
must be prudish to the last extreme. The idea j was no occasion for it, H might cure him of this 
of my having flirted with Kenneth Gray l Why, \ uncomfortable weakness. I have thought of it 
I am sure I never dreamed of such a thing. I i frequently, and I’ve half a mind to concoct a 
hope. I have more regard for my reputation, i scheme of some sort, that would bring it to 
Lester ought to know that, too.” • pass.” 

Whether Mrs. Floyd was more sinned against j Her thoughts were running in this channel, 
than sinning, in this matter, is rather difficult to * when she saw Lester’s brother, Terence, coming 
decide. To be sure, Lester, who loved her after j up the road. Instantly her face was w reel lie* 1 
the manner of few husbands, was somewhat j in smiles, and arthly smelling at a flower she 
prone to be jealous; but then Mrs. Floyd had \ held, she said, half coquet tislily : 
certain little coquettish ways, which, while very j “ I am so glad you came, Teddy. I am just 
becoming to her beauty, were not at all conducive ? brim-full of a project, and I must tell it to some- 
to Lester’s peace of mind. On the whole, they j one. I hope you are a safe confidant ?” 
were about equally culpable, if so strong a word i *• The best in the world,” was the reply, 
can be used. j thinking, as he said it, how pretty his sister-in- 

In the particular cose of Kenneth Gray, Mrs. j law looked. “ It is one of roy accomplish- 
Floyd may have been unusually provoking; for j ments.” 

that handsome young physician had once-been/ “ Well—but come into the house. You know,” 
her fiancis, and she might have known that i she began, when they were there, and with a little 
Lester would eye him with disfavor. But she) hesitation, “you know Lester and I have just 
had taken no pains to avoid a misunderstanding, j had a—a—” 

She had danced with Kenneth Gray at Mrs. \ “Row? No, I didn’t know it. But I might 
Lathrop’s lawn-party; she had talked to him on j have supposed as much. That is the conven- 
numerous occasions; and once or t wice, when j tional thing between married people, I believe.” 
she had met him on the street, ahe had allowed | Teddy was a bachelor. 

him to walk home with her. But the crowning j “It wasn’t a row,” Mrs. Floyd explained, 
offense, in Lester’s eyes, had been the acceptance j “ Rows are vulgar. This was—a—difference, ft 
of a beautiful basket of flowers from the young \ misunderstanding ; but it was very disagreeable 
physician. i all the same. Lester went off, this morning, 
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terribly angry. Would you believe it, Teddy? 
He accused me of flirting with Kenneth Gray*” 

“Of course I’d believe it,” Teddy replied, 
promptly. “You are just thoughtless enough, 
and Lester is just jealous enough, for you to get 
up the semblance of such a thing between you. 
Why, there are times when you are the very iw- 
personation of Longfellow’s: * She gives a side- 
glance and looks down.* If I were not your 
brother-in-law, I should say to myself: ‘ Beware,’ 
as Longfellow did.' The fact is, you are a natural- 
born flirt.” 

Mrs. Floyd pouted, and almost changed her 
mind about telling Teddy ; tut she was mollified 
when he added : J 

“ Of course I know there’s nothing in it; it’s 
only your way; it comeS frOm your sympathetic 
nature. You ithd Lester are too fond of each 
other for you to flirt seriously. But sometimes 
people arc made very miserable by What is rCaTly 
and substantially nothing at all.” * 

“ Lester is so terribly jealous,” Mrs. Floyd *aid, 
by way of apology. ^But Lhttve made up my 
mind to cure him. I think that if I allowed him 
to suppose there was realty bccftsion for jealousy, 
and he were to get 1 pretty well worked up Over 1 
something that would prove a trifle after ail, he 
would see the folly of such indulgence.” 

“ Very likely,” Teddy answered. 

“It occurred to be that to-day would be 1 a 
particular opportunity for carrying out such a 
plan. Lester ibqtiitb angry with me, and will 
be ready to credit ariytHing; so I am going to 
make him bteHeve that* there is something very 
serious between Kenneth flfray and myself. Fn 
fact, I shall leave a ttOte'On the bureau where he 
can find* it'When he corttes : home. * -It wilt tell 
him that I have eloped with iny ltfTer. I have 
written ! otie already: Here it is.” J ‘ 

Flbyd handed him the note, which was 
gotten up to give the itnpressibn of prbeipithney 
and mental distraction. It read f 1 

“ When your eyes fall upon these lines, Lester, 

I shall be beyond your bitter reproaches. I would 
not have lqf)t yyu^bqd ypp uotjpupsufc} Yjith 
your jealous doubts ; but you have made my life 
intolerable, and I shall seek my happiRUP^ in the 
love of a man who will not torture me with con¬ 
stant upbrnidings. 

Gladys FLoyd.” 

+ , - 

“ I tried not td tell a Stetyf’ she observed, as 
he was reading this. “ I made my statements 
equivocal, you see. I am sure I am seeking my 
happiness in .the loYe of 1 such a man as I have 
described, and as I hope Lester will be after he 
has learned this lesson.” 

Vol. LXXXII.—81. 


Teddy laughed uproariously. 

“ So you are going to leave this on the bureau ?” 
he inquired. “ By Jove! I believe I will come 
home to dinner with Lester, just to see the 
denouement:” 

“ Do,” Mrs. Floyd urged. “ I shall hide in 
the bay-window behind the portiere, and shall 
listen to every word that is said.” 

“What Bchemers you are, Gladys you 
women.” Teddy observed this as he was 
going away; but' Mrs: • Floyd only-laughed in 
great glee over the plot she had produced. 

It was six o’clock when Lester came home to 
dinner.< -Ted<ty returned with Kim, os he had 
said he would. Mrs. Floyd, havifag discovered 
their approach, flew 4ol therbaywindow; con¬ 
cealing herself behind the hewrjr Persian drapery 
that, strap off the hlbove from fhd bed-room. 

Teddy lingered in the library,* was proper. 
BuiLebter, after balling his wifef in vain, came 
upstairs to look for ber, 

Mrs. Floyd bad arranged the portiere so as to 
allow herself a little peep-hole; *and through this 
she-watchedfetai Intently. 

He entered the room with an unfenapkriouaair, 
and called for name sevtral times*. In passing 
tbe bfocdn. the neb* caught his .<eye? and he 
picked it bp. i ' . 

It so happened that, as he stood thero.reading 
it/his baek'waatqrried towbrd the window, and 
Mm. Floyd could ndt seenhisfaice. 

But she saw him reel as though setfocokehnd 
stT«ek him a deadty blow ; she saw hhft crush 
the Hole in his fingers; land: she heard a 16w 
e xo hw n atfcon > that burstNittoonsoibusly from his 
lips. Then—oh, heaven^!. * ’ 1 1 .. 

She nevbr knew* how it was. done. It seemed 
that this discovery: of her supposed elopement, 
mode at a tiine when he was/tf ready deeply 
depressed, had : driven him to desperation. But 
before* sfo had dreamed of Bubk a thing, he drew 
a pistol front pockety placed indirectly over 
his heart, and fired. 

There was a loud report, a gurgling cry from. 
Lester’s lips, and he fell to the floor. 

fTht’ next IbsUnti, Ttckty was lb jthq frodtn. , He 
had* come upstairs three steps at a time, and 
Toufld Glactytf standing like one paralyzed: her 
face as pale as death, and her eyes wildly 
dilated. *' ’' 1 

Lester’s pistol had fallen beside him, and at a 
glance Teddy grasped the horrible truth. 

He sank on his khees at Ms brother’s ’side, 
and lifted his head. , 

“ Miserable woman,” he cried, in a voice of 
horror. “ Yoit have murdered your husband.” 

His words seemed to break the spell that * 
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“THAT SOOTHES THE TROUBLED BROW. 


t t 


bound Gladys. Her hands sank nerveless at her 
sides; a moan escaped her pallid lips; and with 
the bitter cry: “ Oh, my God !” she sank insen¬ 
sible at Teddy’8 feet. 

When she opened her eyes again, she was 
lying on the bed. There was a dim light in the 
room, and standing by the window the figure of 
a man. 

Mrs. Floyd raised herself, with a heart on 
which the weight of the whole world seemed 
resting. The horrible truth flashed upon her 
recollection, and pieroed her like a thousand 
arrows. 

Then, in the dim light, she saw the figure turn 
toward her. - It was net Teddy, as she had .sup¬ 
posed ; but—oh, merciful heaven—It was Lester 1 

A cry of agony hunt from her lips, 

44 Oh, my God !" she cried. 44 Already— 
already he has come back to haunt me." 

In a passion of gricff and horror, she buried 
her face in the pillows; and for a few momenta/ 
she was wholly insensible to the light touch Jifiat 
fell upon her shoulder. 

But at the words that were wfcitycpred in her 
ear, she started up, wildly. 

Lester was standing beside her; aid the next: 
moment he seated! hiihselfi on. the edge, of ike bed; 

44 Gladys, my darling,” he murmured, “ I am 
not dead. Look at me!” * 

44 You are dead,” she cried, pasatenately. 41 1 
killed you—God pity tne. But I did. not mean 
to—I dftcbnet mean to.”’ : : t ‘ : 

44 Little wife,” he whispered, gently, “taticb me 
—feel my hands—let me kiss you. Lam here— 
real, palpable, in the flesh. Yon hearsay re fo e , 
and I tell you, Gladys,.! am alifve.” 

44 You are dead,” she answered, wildly. 44 1 
know it. I killed you—you, my husband, whom 
I loved better than my own life—oh* my God !” 

44 Darling,” he said, gathering her up in his 
arms, 44 do you feel my embrace? Do yen tel 
my kisses? De you hear me say I lore you?” 


44 Yes,” she answered, in a dazed way, at last, 
putting her hand to her head, 44 yes, 1 do.” 

44 listen to me, Gladys,” he continued, turning 
up the gaa brightly. 44 This tragedy was all a 
farce. I did not shoot myself, dear. See! I 
am not even wounded; for, Gladys, the pistol 
contained nothing but powder. 1 was paying 
you in your own coin, yon see. 1 knew all the 
time that the note was a deception. Teddy told 
me all about it,” 

Slowly the facts presented themselves to her 
understanding, and with a cry of hysterical joy 
she flung hex arms about Lester, her husband, 
alive and unhurt, and sobbed wildly. 

44 Darling,” she murmured, brokeuly, 44 forgive 
me, forgive me.” 

44 We will mutually forgive, little wife,” he 
answered, tejgdqrly. 44 Henceforth, I will try 
and not be so jealous, and you—” . 

44 I will hold yeur feelings sacred, Lester,” she 
said, solemnly. 44 If at any time you should be 
jealous, it will be without reason; but even then, 
the mere fad, tha^ypu are so shall govern my 
conduct.” j ; ■ 

44 That is mere than enough,” he 8Aid, sealing 
the compact with a kiss. 44 1 am wholly satis¬ 
fied, now and forever." 

44 And I, too,” she answered. 44 Oh, Lester, I 
thought I had lost you.” 

Her'arma wane about his neck, and she clung 
to him passionately, . Looking fpto her sweet 
devoted face, Lester Floyd Irkpqght and swore 
that he would never doubt her again. 

He kept his oath right fcithfolly, too; for his 
44 never” was more than a 44 hafdly ever.” 

But, after all, what a scamp Teddy was for 
telling. HU e?musq now is, that it cured Gladys 
of even the suspicion of flirting. 

44 She’s as charming as ever,” he says tehim^ 
self, 44 only not quite so coquettish in manner" 
And then he hums to himself: 

44 Beware, beware.” 


“THAT SOOTHES TH E* TROUBLED BROW." 

BY W. B. MITCHBLL. 

» 

1 Thk touch that soothes the troubled brow 
When cares, distract or Ills betide, 

The eye that melts with tender glow 
When friends forsake or foea deride, 

The heart that, tike the faithful vine. 

Clings closer when the storm is driv'n. 

And still its bleeding tendrils twine 
Around the trank the bolt has rtv’n— 

( * The voice whose geode accents thrill 

The Heart the world hath turn'd to stene, 


And in the mem'ry lingers still 
The sweetest) when the years have flown— 
The loTe that always is the same 
Through every elymge, and wavers not, 
The lips that tremble with the name 
The busy world hath long forgot, 

The sweetest fhce. the gentlest eye, 

The smile that seeaaeth most divine, 

The brightest tear, the softest sigb, 

Most noble woman, these are thine. 
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MISS ALDERLY’S LAW-SUIT 


II IK1SI LIE BENEDICT. 


CONCLUDED rxox PAGE 364. 


CHAPTER V. 

Mark Crawford could not credit the evidence 
of his own eyes; he knew thkfc he had put the 
envelope in its place; he recollected the precipi¬ 
tancy with which he had done so, and his 
annoyance at his own peevishnesa-» still be tried 
to convince himself that he must he mistaken. 

He knew how silly it was, but he began to 
search his writing-desk,, the tables, every drawer 
and corner in the room; then went back and 
peered helplessly into the pigeon-holes again. 

But he should find the lost sheets somewhere 
—he must. He said this over and over, while 
he hunted a second and third time, even empty¬ 
ing the contents of the waste-paper basket upon 
the floor, in his determination to leave no recep¬ 
tacle unexamined. 

At length he stopped ; he was behaving like 
an idiot. He knew, as well as he knew it was 
daylight, that he had hidden away the envelope 
—and it was gone—gone. He repeated the 
words half aloud, and felt a stupid sort of aston¬ 
ishment to hear his own voice uttering them, ns 
if the assurance had come unexpectedly from 
some bystander. He had gone up to the cabinet 
to close it, when he suddenly remembered by 
whom he had been shown the pigeon-holes. 
Great heavens, nobody but Julia Southgate had 
been his confidant. Besides themselves, no per¬ 
son in the house possessed the clue to the secret. 
He stood aghast at the idea of the dreadful sus¬ 
picion to which the loflp of this treasure might 
expose her. No sho&w of doubt crossed his 
mind. It would no more have been possible for 
him to suspect her than it would to persuade 
himself that the whole occurrence was a dream; 
but the wAy in which the matter might look to 
others absolutely frightened him. 

The construction which Grace, for instance^ 
might be capable of putting upon the disappear¬ 
ance of the papers—and it was precisely Grace 
whom he must tell. All his former hopes of suc¬ 
cess died out; he wondered how he could ever 
have indulged any expectation of winning the 
suit, with such evidence as had been at his com¬ 
mand before the discovery of the lost docu¬ 
ments. His carefolly-prepared arguments sud¬ 
denly looked so weak that he marveled he could 
have spent so much time over them. Without 


those papers Henry Doane and his lawyers would 
triumph. Gone 1 Why, the ‘thing was like a 
nightmare—a fact so preposterous that his mind 
still refused to grasp it, even while fully compre¬ 
hending—nay, exaggerating—the consequences 
which must result therefrom. That, very exag¬ 
geration calmed him a little; still, one thing 
remained certain—the suit would have to go on 
now, and he should be obliged to tell Grace the 
reason; but after all, even in the height of her 
disappointment and anger; she could not really 
think evil of Miss Southgate. Or could he man¬ 
age to leave her name out of the business—say 
nothing of her having shown him the pigeon¬ 
holes? Bat then Grace would talk to Julia, and 
Julia would at once mention her part in the 
affair. 

Oh, it was useless to stand there and try to 
think; he felt as if his brain' were softening. 
He shut the cabinet, seized his hat, and went out- 
on the lawn. In the distance, he saw Julia 
Southgate and the children walking to and fro 
under the beech-trees. Crony, just returned, 
from having put the peacock to flight for the 
second time that day, came hopping along in his 
most absurd side-wise fashion, holding in his 
beak a long feather, which he deposited trium¬ 
phantly at Mark’s feet. Then he executed a war- 
dance, nmfcat its close stopped before Crawford, 
regarded him ftran instant, and croaked out: 

“ Addle-pate I Addle-pate!” 

“ Upon my word, I believe yon are the foul 
fiend himself,” muttered Mark. 

“Ha, ha!” said Crony; then started off in 
pursuit of a butterfly’that was hovering over the * 
shorn turf. 

“Uncle Mark, Unole Mark!” called little 
\ Elsie, catching sight of him, and running eagerly 
[ forward, while Julia and Tom followed more 
slowly. When the two came up, Elsie was 
clamoring for a story, and Miss Southgate heard 
Crawford say: 

“ I can’t tell you one now—you shall have it 
[this evening.” 

“lam afraid you are not well, Mr. Crawford,” 
Julia said, struck by the odd expression of his 
i face. 

| “Tired, perhaps. I got so little sleep last 
night,” he answered. 

( 448 ) 
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She thought it more than probable Grace had < 
been teazing him; for she knew the young lady ; 
was in a very strange humor. The news of the I 
rooming had excited her so much, that she was j 
as nervous and aggressive as if it had brought j 
disappointment instead of triumph. If Grace ; 
chanced to see her standing there with Mr. Craw¬ 
ford, they would each be separately treated to a 
lecture. When in an amiable mood, Miss ; 
Alderly desired them to be friendB, and indeed ] 
often reproached Julia with being indifferent and < 
stiff towards Mark; but to-day, any show of; 
friendliness would undoubtedly call for severe 
animadversion on the young lady’s part. j 

“Come, children,” Julia said, “you must get ; 
ready, if you mean to drive with Cousin Eliza¬ 
beth.” 

She added some trivial remark to Crawford 
and passed on, the children dinging to her with \ 
their usual demonstrative affection, which it so < 
often annoyed Miss Alderly to witness, causing 
her to declare that Julia spoiled them l>eyond 
measure, and did it, not from love, but just to 
render their aunt’s judicious firmness odious in \ 
their eyes. 

Mark stood looking absently after the trio, and 
when they disappeared, lie went back to the 
library. As he entered the room, he saw the 
contents of the waste-paper basket lying on the 
carpet, and began to pick them up. Silly as it 
was, he could not keep from scrutinizing nar- ; 
rowly each fragment in turn, as if ho expected to 
find the missing documents, though his mind 
was all the while occupied with the thought 
of how he was to tell Grace of the loss. He must ; 
caution Julia Southgate not to mention her ; 
knowing where he had put the packages. Yet < 
to do that would make it plain that there was a ; 
possibility of suspicion resting upon her. She < 
might even fancy some such had crossed his own : 
mind. 

* While thinking thus, he mechanically unfolded ; 
a torn sheet of note-paper he held in his hand, i 
His eye was caught by certain words: “Our \ 
conversation of yesterday ”— “Impossible, my dear \ 
Henry ”—bits of disconnected sentences without ‘ 
beginning or end. J 

Grace’s writing 1 He had no business to look at; 
it. Then, ns he was flinging the page into the ; 
basket, a new thought started up: Grace had i 
been writing to Henry Doane. He recollected : 
now, just before luncheon, having seen her * 
seated at the table, as he passed along the ! 
verandah. / 

“Our conversation of yesterday l* 1 Why, she * 
had held an interview with him. Cousin Eliza- j 
beth had mentioned his having been in the ' 


village; had asked point-blank if she had seen 
him. Grace had appeared greatly annoyed, then 
gave a sharp decided negative. And this morn¬ 
ing, too, when he had spoken of Henry, she 
turned so white—looked so strange. He had 
fancied her agitation caused by the suddenness 
of the joyful reaction from her bitter disappoint¬ 
ment ; but that was not it—she had met the man 
and talked with him. 

But for what purpose—and why had she told 
a falsehood ? Hod she conceived an idea of some 
compromise with her cousin—was that the reason 
why she had bagged him—Mark—to remain qui¬ 
escent for a tow days? It was odious to find 
himself obliged to accuse her of such treacheiy, 
but how could he help it? , If she had taken the 
papers! After all, she might have known of the 
existence of the secret reoess, and found the 
documents; but why should she carry them 
away? 

Then he heard Grace’s voice exclaim : 

“ Oh, there you are, Mark. I have been busy 
ever since luncheon with some accounts.” 

He looked up and saw her standing in the 
window, smiling and gracious. Her mood had 
veered towards sunshine again, he perceived. 

Mark’s first thought vtas to ask her what she 
had done with the papers: but before he could 
speak, she demolished his hasty conviction that 
they were in her possession by asking, gaily: 

“ Where did you put your proofs, Mr. Lawyer? 
I have leisure now, and should like to see them, 
if you have no objection.” 

She had not taken the package: unconsciously 
this disappointment deepened the wrath in Mark’* 
mind caused by her duplicity. He put the hand 
which grasped the letter behind him, and moved 
towards her; then the consciousness that he was 
not only angry but disgusted made him fear 
being unjust. He must give her one chance: 
perhaps she might tell the truth of her own 
accord; late as it was, to do so would be some¬ 
thing in her favor: the excuse that she had not 
chosen to speak before the others. 

“Didn’t you and Cousin Elizabeth say you 
saw Henry Doane yeshfrdty ?” he asked. 

“Elizabeth did,” she replied; then added, 
eagerly: “ Now show me the papers, Mark.” 

“ Did you not see him, too?” demanded Craw¬ 
ford. 

“ I ? What an idea! Was I likely to want to 
see him—” 

“ Grace, Grace,” he interrupted. 

“ Do you mean to accuse me of a falsehood?" 
she cried, angrily. 

“ I do not accuse you; but if you deny having 
seen him, this paper will,” Mark replied, holding 
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out the fragments of the note. “ There, that j 
part of the matter is settled. Now tell me what j 
reason you had for the interview.” j 

“An interview?” she repeated, trying to 
laugh, though she grew red and white, and her j 
voice shook. “ That’s a huge word to employ—” j 
“ Our conversation of yesterday” quoted Mnrk, ) 
before she could finish. “That is what you 
wrote on this paper.” ■ ? 

“ How came you by it?” retorted she. | 

“ I found it in the waste-basket.” j 

«“ Are you in the habit of hunting there?” j 
sneered Grace. | 

“ I upset the basket to find something of my \ 
own,” he said, quietly. ”1 am very glad I did ) 
examine the things; And now you must answer ? 
my questions, frankly and honestly.” < 

“ Really, Mark, I suppose I have a right to j 
talk with Henry Doane—to write to him also, if < 
I choose. If I were engaged to Blue Beard j 
himself, I do not see that he could be vexed \ 
at my being civil to my own cousin.” \ 

“Certainly not; but as your legal adviser, I \ 
have a right to know what your holding an i 
interview with Henry Doane meant, just at such ' 
a juncture as affairs were in yesterday.” j 

“ I—I didn’t mean any harm,” faltered Grace, j 
“ Nevertheless, you **ay have done great ] 
harm,” Mark said. Now, Grace, I must J 
speak plainly. I am not speaking as your) 
engaged husband, but as your lawyer. You } 
cannot have any concealments; to take a step j 
without my knowledge gives me ample reason to j 
throw up your case at once.” j 

“Mark, Mark, you wouldn’t do that?” she! 
pleaded, looking terribly frightened. “ Oh, how j 
harsh you always are to me—how cruel !” J 

“Grace, you must remember that we are 
talking now simply as lawyer and client,” he j 
answered. “ There can be no reservations on J 
your part; no effort on mine t,o spare your feel¬ 
ings : the truth must come out.” j 

“ Why, it’s of no consequence,” she persisted, j 
with her usual determination of never seeing j 
anything except from her own point of view. \ 
“ None whatever.” < 

“ You can’t tell your lawyer that,” returned \ 
Mark. “ Listen—these are the facts : I found a 
letter which justified Henry Doane’s claim—” ) 

“ But you know now it did not.” j 

“That has nothing to do with the matter in ! 
hand, Grace. I told you I must acquaint Doane 
with the contents of that letter; you begged for 
time to get used to your disappointment; you 
took advantage of my absence yesterday to hold 
a conversation with him : now you must tell me 
what your motive was.” 


“It—it was Very silly of me, Mark. Oh, I’m 
sorry—don’t be vexed. 1 only wanted to hear 
what he would say—to see if he was not tired of 
carrying on the suit,” Groce said, breathlessly. 

“ That could not have been your reason, since, 
in any case, we had found evidence which forced 
us, as honorable people, to admit his claim. Oh, 
Grace, all this fencing is useless and foolish. Of 
course I understand what your motive was: 
you got the idea of trying to compromise with 
him—buy him off; just own it and be done.” 

He spoke so mildly that Grace began to hope 
he did not judge her conduct so severely as she 
had fteared, and her trouble and uncertainty since 
the good news of the morning made her long for 
his advice. 

“Yes, I did,” she said. “Oh, I am so sorry; 
but you were sure grandpapa meant him to have 
the property. I knew he didn’t. So I thought 
if I could find out that Henry was willing to 
take a sum in ready money, you would be satis¬ 
fied.” 

“Satisfied, when he ought to have had the 
whole?” cried Mark. “Good heavens, Grace, 
don’t you understand that you would have oeen 
cheating?” 

“No, I don’t,” she exclaimed. “It was my 
money. I had a right to save as much as I 
could.” 

Mark did not answer; he saw that it was 
perfectly useless to argue; but it was a terrible 
pang to feel the extent to which her sense of 
right and wrong was perverted, and to remember 
that he was her ^fianccd husband. 

“ Ah, you did make Doane an offer?” was all 
he said. 

“ Oh—well—not really an offer—we talked a 
great deal. You know how smooth and plau¬ 
sible he is; but I don’t think our conversation 
amounted to anything.” 

“ Then why did you write to him to-day ?” 

“ I didn’t. I began the note and tore it up.” 

“Can you tell me what was said between 
you?” 

“But it is of no consequence now: we have 
got the proofs that grandpapa never meant to 
leave him a penny. Oh, Mark, let me see the- 
papers,” she cried, with some absurd hope in 
her mind that she could interest him in them 
and escape further questioning. 

“ You must tell me just how much you offered 
Henry Doane, or for what sum he agreed to 
compromise,” said Mark. 

“ What do you talk about a compromise for, 
when my case is certain to win?” demanded 
Grace. “ Give him money, indeed 1 I never 
: heard anything so absurd.” 
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“ Are you aware that a promise is binding?” j his lips to break with her, then and there; but 

Mark asked, coldly. j her sudden submission left him powerless. If 

“ I didn’t say I made an absolute promise—” 5 she were ready to atone, to do right, he had no 
“ But you did.” j reason to offer for asking or demanding his 

“I won’t be brow-beaten in this way,” ex- i release: except, indeed, that he did not love her; 

claimed Grace. “ A promise, to be binding in and it is not easy for a man, when his marriage- 
law, must be written or have a witness. 1 don’t j day is set, to look in a woman’s face and scy 
see what pleasure you can take in tormenting ] that. There can be no doubt that to wed her 
me, Mark.” \ under such circumstances is, of the two wrongs, 

He had struggled hard with himself, but he ; the greater; but as society is constituted, a man 
could not repress the bitter pain and contempt < cannot feel this. Then, too, Mark knew that if 
these words aroused. j he told her the truth, Grace would not set him 

“ I congratulate you on your legal knowledge,” \ free: to her the mortification of breaking their 
said he, with a short savage laugh. “ Excuse j engagement at this date would outweigh all 
me for reminding you of what you do not seein j other considerations. 

to be aware of: that to an honest man or woman, j lie heard her talking very fast and excitedly, 
a promise is binding whether it holds good in j but he did not take in a word she said; his mind 
law or not.” was busy with that one dreary thought: he was 

Grace took refuge in a storm of sobs; but fettered—chained—only death could set him free* 
Mark was beginning to learn that she had a “Now that will satisfy you—you can’t find 
habit, when pushed to the wall, of using this fault with me after that, Mark,” she was saying, 
means to end a troubled discussion, if people when he roused hinaeelf to listen, 
grew angry, or she was proved in the wrong. “ What you agreed to do must be done, Grace,” 
Her tears did not soften his heart now ; he was lie said, wearily. 

too indignant and heart-sick at the revelations of “I want those papers,” returned she. “I 
her character forced upon him during these last j wish to show Henry exactly what grandpapa 
dnys. He might have learned to endure her meant—” 

petty obstinacy; he might have tried patiently “Your grandfather’s intentions have nothing 
to help her subdue her capricious temper; he to do with your promise to your cousin,” intcr- 
could—at least he thought so now—have kept rupted Mark. 

reasonably hopeful, whatever her faults, so long i “ Oh, a promise! now you do harp on that, 
as he could trust her words, and believe that, j Well, well, call it so if you like. You mny be 
however much she might err,, it was from j sure I shall do what is right; you will sec that 
impulse, not lack of principle; but alas! she j Henry will be perfectly satisfied—admit that I 
was not merely artful and domineering—she j am not only just, but generous.” 
was absolutely destitute of any real sense ofj “ It will be better for me to see Doane myself,” 
honor, and the truth was not in her. j said Mark. “What did you agree to give him?” 

To marry her, to be bound for life to such a j “Oh, you would get into a quarrel. I’ll not 
woman, to think of her ruling in his home— j have it,” cried Grace, in pretended alarm. She 
becoming the mother of his children—the idea j had quite resolved upon her line of action: 
was too dreadful; he could not support it. j armed with the evidence which Mark had 

“Grace, there must be an end of this,” he $ declared rendered her triumph secure, she could 
exclaimed. force Doane to accept any small sum she might 

She ceased sobbing, and began to dry her bring herself to offer; and she would prevent an 
tears: they had given her an opportunity to appeal to Crawford by telling Henry that she was 
reflect upon a plan for getting out of her strait. : acting without her lover’s consent: after the 
No perception of the real meaning of Mark’s discovery of those documents, lie had forbidden 
passionate speech struck her; but she saw that her giving him a penny. 

he was resolved to make her fulfil her pledge to ; She had promised to meet Doane, that after- 
Henry Doane; if she did not promise to do so,;! noon, where she had met him on the previous 
he would take fhe matter into his own hands. ; day : in a summer-house in a distant part of the 
“ Yes, I’U settle it,” she said, eagerly ; “ indeed ; grove which stretched at the back of the house. 

I will, Mark. Of course I will do whatever you ; “Now give me the papers, Mark,” she said, 
say—you know I will.” “ There is no hurry,” he answered. “ Besides, 

She went up to him, and laid her hand on his lawyers don’t scatter the originals of important 
shoulder; her very touch was abhorrent to i documents about in that fashion: all you need 
Crawford at this moment. It had been upon show Doane is a digest of them.” 
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If he could keep her from the pain of knowing 
what had happened, he would; he could easily 
remember and transcribe the significance of the 
papers. After all, the only thing necessaiy was 
that she should fulfil her promise: he would take 
care that she did 80; and there would be no 
further question about the original writings. 
Doane would consider himself lucky, after 
reading the transcript, to take what he could 
get and drop the suit. 

44 Then will you copy them now?” asked Grace. 

41 Yes,” he replied, glad of any excuse to be 
left alone. “ I must have quiet in order to do it. 
I'll call you when I’ve finished.” 

He sat down by the table, and drew his 
writing-desk towards him. Grace leaned her 
hand on his shoulder, whispered a few loving 
words, kissed his forehead, and went out of the 
room, leaving him shivering from head to foot in 
a chill that seemed to freeze his very heart. 


CHAPTER VI. 

Mark Crawford sat gating absently out of 
the open window. The sunlight played Across 
the verandah, where the raven was slowly 
marching up and down, croaking attd muttering 
to himself. The quiet and peacefulness wearied 
Mark, as the repose of nature always does a 
human being when oppressed by that dreariest 
of sensations—the utter emptiness and useless¬ 
ness of life. 

And very empty life looked to the young rnkn 
just now, so far as enjoyment was concerned. 
It held pain enough, in all conscience: pain So 
sharp and deep that it took every touch of sweet¬ 
ness out of existence. But these reflections were 
weak—wrong, too. So he roused himself to the 
work in hand. He should have no difficulty in 
recalling almost word for Word the contents of 
the lost papers. After all, let Groce and her 
cousin settle it between themselves. They were 
fitly matched, each ready to take any advantage, 
one as incapable of really comprehending what 
honor meant as the other. 

And it was of his future wifb that he was 
so thinking—a terrible reflection. It could not 
be right for him to marry her without telling 
her t he truth. He would do it, difficult as it was. 
If after that she still chose to hold him to his 
promise, he must submit; but she should know 
the whole truth. 

He drew some sheets of paper forward, and 
was just beginning his tASk, when he heard a 
step on the verandah, and Julia Southgate looked 
in at the window, holding several letters in her 
hand. 

“These are for you, Mr. Crawford,” Bhe said. 


“ I tnet the postman at the gate. Don’t rise. I 
will lay them here on \he table. You are busy. 
Excuse my interrupting you. I thought the let¬ 
ters might be of consequence.” 

“Thanks,” he answered. 44 They must wait, 
whatever they are. I want to tell you something 
very strange,” he added, feeling a sudden and 
unoontrollable desire to share at least one of his 
perplexities with some human being. 44 Weren’t 
you sure I put the papers in that cabinet?” 

14 Why, oertainly.” 

44 Well, when I oaftie to look for them about an 
hour ago, they were gone.” 

“Gone? Impossible,” returned Julia. “Oh, 
I know. There are two of those secret compart¬ 
ments ; you opened the wrong one.” 

44 Good gracious, what a dunce I was to worry 
myself, instead of coming at onoe and telling 
yon,” cried Mark, springing up. 

“Well, why didn’t you?” 

44 Why—I may say it now, since we can laugh 
over my distress,” replied he. “ I was afraid of 
annoying you. Nobody but you knew where I 
had put the confounded things, and I actually 
feared you might get it into your head that you 
cduld be blamed—” 

44 Well, I should have been open to suspicion,” 
interrupted Julia. 44 You, or anybody, would 
have had reason to accuse me.” 

“Heavens, what an idea!” exclaimed Mark, 
trying to laugh, though the recollection of his 
terror, when he had thought it wouid be neces¬ 
sary to tell Grace, rendered his merriment a 
little nervous, 

“ Ample reason,” said Julia. 44 Don’t laugh. 
The bare idea frightens me. Let us get the 
papers immediately.” 

She ran across the room to the cabinet, and he 
followed. His elbow hit one of the ourtains, as 
he passed through the archway which divided 
the room, and the draperies floated heavily down, 
Unnoticed by either. 

44 See, here are the two rows,” said Julia, open¬ 
ing the doors of the cabinet; 4 ‘one to the right 
and one to the left.” 

As she dpoke, she touched the spring at the 
left. The slide flew back, dinclosing the package 
of papers. 

44 Why, the envelope « gene,” she cried, in 
dismay. 

44 Yes, I must have put it in the other row,” 
Mark exclaimed. 44 1 odtne back before luncheon, 
and took out the envelope. Grace sent for me. 
In my hurry I must hate hit on the spring to 
the right. If I’d tried to find it, of course I 
couldn’t have done so. I didn’t even notice the 
package was not there. Now this time, I opened 
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the left-hand place—of course the envelope had 
vanished—don’t you understand? Quite a con¬ 
juring sort of business/’ he added, laughing. 

Miss Southgate stood listening to this explana¬ 
tion ; but she did not lough ; a strange premoni¬ 
tion of evil struck her; she could not find 
courage to touch the other spring- 

“Now, then, for the second legerdemain trick/’ 
said Mark, gayly. 

Julia pressed the spring of the opposite reoess; 
it. opened ; the pigeon-holes were empty. 

Crawford uttered a cry; but Miss Southgate 
neither spoke nor stirred; her face was livid; 
her eyes, wild with trouble. 

41 1—1 must be mistaken. I couldn’t have put 
the envelope back, after all,” Mark stammered, 
quite frenzied by the sight of her distress. 

*• Why should you try to deceive yourself or 
me?” returned Julia, in a slow, difficult voice. 
“ You did put it back—you know you did. 
Gone—it is gone. Oh, what must you think?” 

“Nothing wrong of you, certainly,” cried 
Mark. 

“ You must—you can’t help it,” 

“ Miss Southgate, for God’s sake don’t suppose 
me capable of such utter vileness,” he exclaimed, 
unconsciously stretching out his arms so that 
one hand touched her shoulder; but in their 
excitement, she was no more aware than he that 
it did so. 

She gazed searchingly into his face with her 
agonized eyes. A faint smile crossed her pallid 
lips. 

“No, you do not,” she answered, “but any¬ 
body else would.” 

“ Luckily, nobody need learn of the loss—” 

“ But you have got to produce the papers.” 

“Listen—let me explain. Grace is going to 
give her cousin money j she agreed to without 
my knowing it; she must keep her word; but 
that is no matter—I mean, the business will be 
settled; the original papers will not be called 
for—” 

“ Will they not ?” interrupted a voice close 
behind. They turned. Grace Alderly was con¬ 
fronting them. Julia Southgate had too often 
seen her in terrible paroxysms of rage to be as 
utterly confounded as Mark was by the fury in 
her face; but even Julia had never seen her look 
as she did at this moment. “They are wanted, 
here and now.*' *r . 

“Grace!” exclaimed Crawford, in horror, for 
the instant unable to think of anything except 
the fiendish onielty in her blazing eyes and 
sneering mouth. 

41 Wanted, here and now,” Grace repeated, 
with a dreadftil laugh. 44 1 hope you are oon- 


j vinced at last, Mark Crawford. You reproached 
me bitterly the other day when I told you that I 
\ knew this woman hated me; when I told you 

i that she was false and revengeful.” 

44 Grace, be still,” cried Mark. “ Come away 
and let me speak with you; you don’t know 
what you are saying; you are beside yourself 
with anger. When you get your senses back, 
you will not dream of accusing Miss South- 
gate—” 

44 1 will accuse her in open court, if it is nec¬ 
essary,” broke in Grace, f 4 Don’t dare try to 
defend her in my presence. You have insulted 

! me enough already through her. I know—I 
knowl I have been standing here for some 
moments. I have seen her behavior. I am not 
| so blind as you think.” 

44 1 think you are a mad woman just now,” 

! returned Mark, contemptuously. ‘‘Stop, I beg; 
/ you are debasing yourself without any occasion.” 
\ “Grace, Grace,” pleaded Julia, “only a*k 

! yourself what I could have gained by taking the 
papers. Nothing in the world—nothing.” 

44 Grace does not mean to accuse you,” Mark 
exclaimed. 

“Do I not?” cried Miss Alderly, laughing 
again. “Julia Southgate stole those papers— 
stole them 1 She is a thief-r-a thief!” 

44 Miss Southgate, go away. Do not allow 
yourself to listen to this crazy creature’s in¬ 
sults,” urged Mark. 

44 1 cannot blame Grace for suspecting me,*” 
Julia said ; 44 only, in spite of her suspicions, she 
knows me too well to believe me guilty, when 
she has had time to think.” 

44 1 do know you too well. I know you for 
what yon are,” hissed Grace, turning upon her 
| with absolute ferocity. “You asked me what 
j you had to gain by stealing the papers. I’ll tell 

I you—rrevenge* You hate me; you are envious 
and jealous; you are—” 

“ Admitting that these accusations are true,” 
interrupted Julia, “ though you know they are 
\ not, I still had nothing to gain.” 

44 Ah, I am not a man ; you oannot hoodwink 
| me,” retorted Grace. “You could gain money— 

| money. This is what you did : You told Henry 
5 about those papers; he agreed to pay yon well 
| for their possession; and you stole them—you 
\ stole them.” 

j “ God forgive you, Grace,” exolaimed Julia, 
l sinking into a chair. 

? 44 But I never will, unless she retraets those 

> words,” cried Mark. “Never, Grace—I swear 
j that.” 

| Again Miss Alderly laughed—that low dreadful 
1 laugh which sounded so painfully like insanity. 
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She moved across the room, and laid her hand on 
the bell-pull. 

“What are you going to dot?’* demanded 
Mnrk, starting forward. “ I tell yon, Grace, 
that for the moment' you are an* absolute lunatic. 

I cannot even hold you accountable’for your 
conduct ; but for your own sake, don’t bring 
anybody else in to witness your degradation. It 
will be bad enough for you to remember, when 
you get your senses back, that we two saw and 
heard.” 

“Julia Southgate,” cried Grace, without even 
glancing towards Mark, “ I will give you just 
three minutes to produce those papers. If you 
don't, I will send for the constable and have you 
arrested.” 

“Then you must arrest me, too. Grace,” said J 
Mark. “ If Miss Southgate took the papers, I j 
am her accomplice. I shall insist on the con* j 
stable's taking me also, and Cbusin Elizabeth will j 
have to go bail for us both.” , 1 

“Julia Southgate, will yod give up the j 
papers ?” demanded Grace. i \ 

“ Don’t answer, Julia,” said Mark, uncon- \ 
sciously employing her Christian name. “ Grace, j 
I warn you; stop where you are. We have \ 
reached the furthest limits that human beings < 
can endure.” j 

“I reached it some minutes since,” cried j 
Grace, her fhry redoubled, “ when I saw you 5 
just ready to take that vile creature into your j 
arms. Leave my house, sir. Don’t ever dare to j 
cross my threshold again. I demand my liberty ! 
—I set you free.” 

“ I thank you heartily,” Mark replied. “ Now, j 
Miss Aklerly, send for the constable as soon as you 
please ; but remember, whatever you do or leave 
undone, these are the last words yon and I 
exchange in this world.” 

“ So be it," rejoined Grace,, and she pulled the 
bell. 

“ Ha, ha,” laughed the raven, close to Julia 
Soutligate, so suddenly and in a fashion so utterly 
fiendish that she fairly shrank back; then 
remembered that some seconds before she had 
noticed him hopping across the carpet. But 
Grace and Crawford neither saw nor heard. They 
were gazing still in each other's eyes, blind with 
wrath. 

The cabinet stood a little way out from fhe 
wall, and was supported by four carved dragpns’ 
heads, which raised it more than a foot from the 
floor. As Julia Southgate looked, Crony hopped 
from tinder the bottom, dragging in his beak a 
long envelope, which she recognized at a glance. 

“The papers—the papers!” she shrieked. 
“Here they are—here they are.” 


Mark rushed towards her, and seized the enve¬ 
lope which she had taken from Crony, to his 
great wrath. 

“ Here they are,” echoed Mark. 

Julia hastily examined the cabinet and cried : 

“Now I understand. See, Mr. Crawford, 
there's a panel at the back which has given way 
—done in moving it downstairs, no doubt. You 
must have pushed the envelope so far in that it 
slipped through and fell on the floor—don’t you 
see ?” 

“ Yes, I see,” he answered, looking back at 
Grace, who hod dropped into a chair aud sat 
speechless. The Bombre fire in his eyes, the 
stern expression of his mouth, warned Julia that 
he was about to pronounce some unrelenting 
judgment, and she longed to soften him. Even 
yet she could feel sorry for the wretched girl, 
whose baseness had met such sudden and terrible 
retribution. 

“ Grace, Grace,” she cried, “ I don’t wonder 
you were angry. I know you did not mean it. 
See, the papers are found—don’t let us think 
any more about the matter.” 

Graco lifted her head, her eyes fastened on 
Mark; but she sat dumb—she knew there was 
no hope. 

He crossed the room, and laid the package on 
the table beside her. 

“ I restore you these, Miss Alderly,” he said, 
“and 1.could wish you more happiness than 
their possession is likely to afford you.” 

“ Murk 1” she groaned, “Mark!” 

Julia Southgate turned to go, casting an im¬ 
ploring glance at Crawford as she passed; but 
ns she reached the door, Victor opened it and 
looked in, saying: 

“ Did you ring, Miss Alderly ?” His mistress 
only shook her head, motioning him to retire. 
“ If you please, ma’am, here is a note for Mr. 
Crawford. It was left just now by Mr. Doane.” 

Mark stepped forward and took the letter. 
Victor went out of the room. 

“Miss Southgate,” said Crawford, “I must 
ask you to remain for a moment.” 

! “ Mark, Mark !” moaned Grace again. 

! He opened the envelope without heeding her 
appeal, glanced over the letter, and said : 

“ This note concerns you, Miss Alderly. I am 
sorry to be the person to tell you, but you will 
have to pay your cousin the forty thousand dol¬ 
lars you promised him.” 

“ I never promised any such thing,” she cried. 

“ Will you read the letter?” asked Mark. 

“ Anyway, I am not bound,” continued Grace. 
“We were quite alone while we talked. It was 
he asked that—I never promised.” 
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44 Exouse me/’ said Mark. 44 Your cousin is a 
very shrewd man. Your not meeting him this 
afternoon, as you agreed to do, made him fear 
you wish to be off your bargain, so he writes to 
me to state the facts—” 

44 He will get nothing—nothing,” broke in 
Grace—able, wretched os she was, to find a gleam 
of consolation in the thought that she need not 
lose a peony of her beloved money. 44 Not a 
dollar—I am not bound.” 

“As I said, your cousin is a very shrewd 
man,” pursued Mark. 44 He felt confident, from 
your asking for a private interview, that you had 
something important to communicate. He had a 
witness stationed outside the arbor, who heard 
the whole conversation—a reliable person—who 
can swear to your offer.” 

Grace uttered one despairing cry, and sank 
back insensible. Mark aided Julia to restore 
Miss Alderly to her senses; when she showed 
signs of returning animation, he said, softly : 

44 1 must go now, Miss Southgate. I—” 

44 Ah, wait,” Julia interrupted. 44 Don’t leave 
her like this.” 

44 It would be useless for me to stop,” he 
answered. 44 Miss Alderly has, set me free. No 
power under heaven could change my resolve.” 

Grace opened her eyes, and called: 

44 Mark! Mark!” 

But he was gone. He left the house without 
even waiting to pack his portmanteau. Victor 
was to do that, and send it after him. 

Two days later, Julia and Cousin Elisabeth 
came together to see him, at Grace’s request, to 
intercede for her pardon. Julia employed all 
the eloquence she could master, but it was 
unavailing; and Grace, when the pair reached 
her house again, quarreled with them both: at 
least she behaved to Julia with such insolent 
ingratitude that even gentle Cousin Elizabeth 
was roused into action, and declared that she 
would not remain under Grace’s roof after Miss 
Southgate left it. 


Shrewd Henry Doane took advantage of the 
strait in which Grace had placed herself, and 
employed his powers to such purpose that the 
first inkling the world in general got that there 
had been a rupture between her and Mark Craw¬ 
ford was accompanied by the astounding news 
that she hod married her cousin, so hastily and 
privately that the wedding possessed almost the 
secrecy and doubtful charm of a runaway match. 

When the tidings reached Crawford, he went 
without delay to the home where Julia and 
Cousin Elizabeth had established themselves, 
along with the children. 

44 1 listened to you patiently,” Mark said, as 
soon as he found himself alone with Miss South- 
gate: 44 it is only fair that you should listen to 
me. I could not speak before : you would have 
allowed all sorts of unnecessary scruples to 
influence you—you cannot do it now. It was 
not only beoause Grace Alderly was false and 
cruel and mean, that your arguments in her 
behalf had no effect; there was another reason— 
and it was she who, by her evil conduct, opened 
my eyes to the fact: I loved you—you. Tell 
me, Julio, if there is any hope ?” 

She could not deny that there was, though she 
considered that the children formed nn insuper¬ 
able barrier to any idea of a speedy marriage; 
but her lover disposed of this objection by 
promising to aid in the care of them until 
their father returned: so Mark hod his way. 

They are two very happy people ; and contrary 
to most persons’ expectations, and the law of 
poetical justice, Grace Doane has neither sepa¬ 
rated from her husband, nor has he squandered 
her fortune. Prosperity seems to have brought 
out his better qualities, thsogh Grace frets over 
(his extravagance and is horribly jealous. 

On the whole, she finds as much happiness in 
life as her ohrri character will allow ; and perhaps 
that is truer of the rest of us than we are usually 
prepared to admit. 

[thb «md.] 


UNDER THE SOUTHERN CIOSS. 

BY ARTHUR P. J. CRANDALL. 


A stabiiy beacon blazes o’er the deep, 

Lighting the new-born firmament’s expanses; 

The line is passed, the pok*-etar stalks to sleep. 

Ami sends through misty veil its parting glances; 

The Southern trade-wind through tite night advances. 
Walking the waters with majestic sweep— 

A mighty spirit, sea and cloud compelling, 

Beneath whose breath the dusky sails are swelling. 


i Through sudden tempest and through death-like calm. 
Lead on, celestial sign, To some fair Eden; 

Where, with sweet taU and flower, aad balm. 

The lightrwiuged whispering zephyrs come, all ladtn: 
Where languid cavalier nud dark-eyed maiden 
Murmur their love beneath the drooping palm: 

A land of slumbers and delicious dreaming, 

And coral shores, where opal waves are gleaming. 
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“ Co mixo— coming at lost!” cried I, in a tri¬ 
umphant tone, throwing open the parlor-door. 

“What is coming—Christmas, or the Mil¬ 
lenium ?” asked my brother, looking up from 
his book. 

“ Clare is coming. I have just had a telegram. 
It’s so like Clare,” I answered, gazing fondly at 
the message. 

“ What is it that is so like Clare?” said my 
brother. “ Surely not that hideous old yellow 
envelope?” 

“ No, John,” I returned, holding up the crum¬ 
pled dispatch. “ This, as you may observe, is 
sallow, and wrinkled, and ugly, whereas Clare is 
fresh, and fair* and comely. I mean that the 
telegram sounds just ns the dear girl talks. 
Listen,” and I read : 

“ To-morrow at five, 

If I am alive, 

I shall surely arrive.” 

Then I added: 

“ Remember, John, I warn you beforehand. 
You may as well prepare to surrender at first 
sight. Clare captivates everyone.” 

“ ‘ Forewarned, forearmed,’ you know,” 
laughed my brother. “ It would have been 
better to have taken me by surprise.” 

Clare Howard was an old school-friend of mine, 
and although two years had elapsed since we 
graduated, there had been no change in our 
girlish affection. We bad spent the summers at 
the same watering-places, and on several occa¬ 
sions I had visited the Howards. For a long 
time, my friend had promised me a visit, and at 
lost she was really coming. The Howards were 
going West to visit some relatives, and in response 
to my parents’ urgent invitation, they had con¬ 
sented to leave Clare with us during their 
absence. 

Best of all, Clare was coming to ns heart-free. 
There was no odious lover to claim half her time 
and thought. And then I had long cherished 
the hope that John and Clare—well! Wasn't 
my brother the best fellow in the world, and 
wasn’t Clare loveliness itself? And was it at all 
strange that I should indulge in a little match¬ 
making? John had never joined us in our sum¬ 
mer trips, always preferring to “ camp out” with 
some college friends; and so, up to this time, in 
spite of my ingenious devices for bringing the 


I two together, destiny seemed to have kept them 
1 apart. 

The day following the receipt of the telegram, 
I drove to the station to meet my friend. After I 
showed her to her room, at her request I re¬ 
mained there, while she made herself ready for 
tea. She put the few finishing touches to her 
dainty toilette, and then twined her arm, school¬ 
girl fashion, around my waist, and signified her 
readiness for the parlor. As she stood chatting 
; with my parents, I espied my brother, who had 
enseoneed himself behind the window-draperies, 
in order to watch my friend unobserved. 

“ Clare—Miss Hownrd,” said I, turning toward 
him, “this is my big brother. He’s a lit tie 
bashful before strangers; but you’ll find him 
quite agreeable for all that.” 

John looked daggers at me, but bowed stiffly, 
and then there was an awkward pause. Not one 
word more did he vouchsafe. At tea-table, how¬ 
ever, I saw that Clare had succeeded in inter¬ 
esting him. In truth, it would have been hard 
to find anyone wlio did not approve of Clare. 
Her beauty and her simple easy ways made her 
a universal favorite. 

During the three weeks that followed, I could 
see every day that John and Clare were growing 
; to be better friends. They had many tastes in 
; common. Jolii^ was a fine reader, and Clare 
j happened to be especially fond of his favorite 
} poets. My brother had a good baritone voice, 
j and Clare was an excellent singer also, so that 
j most of our leisure evenings at home were 
\ devoted to music. I was just beginning to con- 

I gmtulate myself that affairs between these two 
loved ones were progressing satisfactorily, when 
> one day my father handed my mother a letter. 

| “Good news for you,” he exclaimed. “The 
| Newcomes are coming back this week.” The 
| Newcomes were our nearest neighbors, their 
j grounds adjoining ours. 

i “ I should think you would be delighted,” said 
| Clare. 44 That great house looks so dismal. It 
j seems a pity to have so handsome a place unoc- 
| cupied.” 

> I made a face, and John shrugged his shoulders. 
“What is it?” she asked, looking from one to 
the other. “You don’t seem to be particularly 
; pleased.” 

j “ Mr. and Mrs. Newcome are very dear friends 
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of ours, and their son will be quite an addition 
to our little circle,” remarked my mother. “ He 
is a wtdl-bred young man—a trifle spoiled, per¬ 
haps—the natural result of being the only child 
of wealthy and indulgent parents.” 

“A trifle?” echoed my brother, contemptu- 
ou ly. “ Miss Clare, Arthur Newcome is a selfish 
tyrant: but he is a wonderfully handsome young 
fellow, and can be very agreeable when he chooses 
to exert himself.” 

The Newcomes had been home only a few 
hours, when Arthur came in to pay liis respects 
to us. Very striking he looked, with his hand¬ 
some Greek face, becomingly bronzed by his 
ocean voyage. His dress was as faultless as 
ever, and his ease and grace of bearing were 
irresistible. I presented my friend, and saw his 
usually impassive features light up with un¬ 
wonted enthusiasm as his eyes rested on her 
lovely face. 

When he had taken his leave, she turned to 
John. “ I like Mr. Newcome exceedingly,” said 
Bhe, frankly. 

“Oh, yes,” replied my brother, bitterly, 
“there’s no doubt but that you will like him 
immensely. All the ladies do.” 

“ I never saw so handsome a head,” she 
returned, with spirit. “ I couldn’t help studying 
it all the evening. He seems to lack animation, 
but there is a charm even about his nonchalance. 
That languid manner suits his face exactly.” 

My brother looked vexed, but there the subject 
dropped. During the three weeks that followed, 
we saw Arthur Newcome almost daily. He was 
indefatigable in planning all manner of enter¬ 
tainments : picnics, excursions into the country, 
riding-parties, all in Clare’s honor. As day after 
day went by, my brother’s face grew more and 
more stormy. He seemed moody and taciturn, 
and there was a marked change in his manner 
toward Clare. He avoided her; and in place of 
his former frankness and cordiality, treated her 
with a marked reserve. I was in despair. Was 
this to be the end of all my Pond hopes? Had I 
invited my friend to my house only to ruin my 
brother’s peace of mind? One evening, Clare 
came into the parlor, and took a sheet of drawing- 
paper from the portfolio which she held in her 
hand. Clare drew remarkably well, and the 
picture was a profile of Arthur Newcome, which 
we all pronounced a good likeness. “ Isn’t it 
handsome?” she asked. “Fine enough for a 
cameo, with its pure Greek outlines. If I were 
his mother, I would put him on a pedestal in my 
parlor. His face is so fearfully and wonderftilly 
classic that it somehow seems out of place among 
our pug-noses and hybrid profiles.” 


“ Yes, it’s undeniably a handsome head,” was 
my brother s criticism; “and you have caught 
the expression of the face to a charm. Selfish¬ 
ness, effeminacy, weakness, are all there.” 

“ Then if that is what you see in the picture, 
I have done my work poorly ; for effeminate he 
is not. Neither is there weakness in the face.” 
Clare said this almost angrily. 

“It is possible, because I have found those 
traits in his character, that 1 fancy the face 
corresponds,” answered my brother, with pro¬ 
voking coolness. 

“ Come, come, John,” remonstrated my father, 
“ are you not putting it too strongly?” 

“No, sir,” responded John, promptly. “He 
is weak, he is cowardly—” 

“How shockingly unfair,” murmured Clare. 

“ He is a man in whose ears the words self- 
denial, self>sacrifice, have no meaning whatever. 
He doesn’t know what it is to deny himself for 
the good of others. If the lift of the woman he 
loved was in danger,”—here John’s voice trem¬ 
bled as he gazed fixedly at Clare—“ he wouldn’t 
risk his precious little finger to save her.” 

My friend flushed scarlet, and answered: “7 
do not believe it; he would do, he would dare, a* 
much as anyone.” Suddenly, the meaning of 
her blushes, and Arthur’s embarrassment, as I 
had interrupted an eager conversation that very 
afternoon, flashed across my mind. 

It was Clare’s last week with us. Although I 
should miss my friend, yet, on the whole, I was 
rather glad that her visit was 6o near an end, 
for I could not help seeing that her presence 
pained my brother in a thousand ways. I hoped 
that when she was gone he might forget her; 
and yet, at the Bam time, I knew well that 
forgetfulness was well ntgli an impossibility with 
one whose affections were as strong and lasting 
as th 08 e of John. 

Arthur Newcome came into the house, one 
evening, with some tickets in his hand. “ Any¬ 
thing for a clwinge,” he said, gayly. “There is 
to be a performance, to-night, at the Opera 
House; and I thought it was sure to be worth 
seeing, as the company is an excellent one. They 
will have a crowded house; for when I sent my 
man down to the ticket-office this morning, he 
found a long line of people waiting for the 
opening of the doors. I’m sorry I can’t offer 
you better seats: these are in the front row of 
the first balcony; they were the best he could 
get. However, you have a fine view of the stage, 
and the seats are perfectly comfbrtable.” 

When evening came, John begged to be ex¬ 
cused ; and fh response to Clare’s earnest re¬ 
quest that he would accompany us, answered, 


Digitized by ^.ooole 



TRIED BY FIRE. 


453 


curtly: “that he had a business appointment j her waist, and she was lifted from her seat, while 
with a friend, but that he would step in some- ; my brother’s calm voice sounded in my ears, 
time, perhaps, during the evening.” j “Follow me, Ella,” he said, “the stairs are 

The theatre was so densely crowded that, by s not on fire; and the crowd will soon be out of 


the time the curtain arose, placards were placed < the way.” And then he whispered to Clare, as 
outside, “ no standing room.” The performance \ he bore her by main force in his arms: “Take 


went on smoothly. Clare, with Arthur at her J courage, Clare—dear Clare.” 
side, folding her programme, adjusting her \ How hot it was! My forehead and cheeks 
opera-glasses, and in a thousand little ways j were smarting with the heat. Showers of sparks 
ministering to her comfort, was the object of \ fell all around us. Breathing was almost im- 
many envious glances from the young ladies \ possible for the smoke. We reached the hall at 


around us. J last. But before we could get to the staircase, a 

Somehow, I could not get interested in’ the \ crash was he?rd, and the stairway, freighted 
play. The memory of my brother’s troubled, • with its burden of human beings, sank out of 
unhappy face haunted me, and my eyes wan- ) sight. 

dered idly about the house. All at once, “Merciful heaven,” ejaculated Clare, strug- 

started. Was it imagination? I could have j gling to her feet, from his arms, in her mortal 

sworn that I saw a .shower of sparks falling on > terror, “ there is no hope now.” 

the stage. I passed my hands across my eyes— \ John threw an arm, now, aTound each of us, 

there it was again. Two or three large cinders \ and hurried 119 along the corridor. 

dropping swiftly behind that tree at the left. \ “Courage,” he said. “There is one chance 

Clare saw them at the same time, and her faoe \ left. Thank heaven, I know every nook and 


blanched with fear, as she touched Arthur’s arm > corner of this building. There is a window on 
and whispered: j this floor, over there to thaleft. If we can but 

“ Is—it—fire ?” | reach that, we are safe.” 

And she pointed toward the stage. \ The smoke was even more suffocating than 

Even as she spoke, a little pointod jet of flame }, before. As we rnshed past the last door that 
wreathed itself around the edge of the curtain. \ led from the balcony into the passage-way. 
Arthur turned very pale, and rose to his feet, j Clare glanced at the interior of the theatre, 
with his eyes riveted on the curtain. I was con- > and seeing the lurid mass of flame and blinding 
scious of an increasing uneasiness among the j light, said, trembling from head to foot: 
audience. People looked in each other’s faces j “I cannot go ony ftsrther. The heat is too 
apprehensively, and moved nervously in their \ intolerable. .Oh, if it Were any death but this! 
seats ; while five or six started for the doors. At j 1 could be braver then—” 
this moment, a little puff of smoke rolled out j John sprang to * the door and closed it. Then 
from under the heavy draperies; and innumer- S he hurried us around a projecting pillar of the 
able tiny tongues of flame flickered and leaped | wall. Suddenly we beheld the window, 
upward ; while, with a blinding glare, the flies > It was but the work of an instant to force the 
were suddenly wrapped in a sheet of fire. j shutters apart. Then John shouted to the crowd 

Arthur Newootno sprang to h4s feet,* white \ below. . / 
with terror, and shaking off Clare’s trembling j “Thank God,” he cried, “they see us. If 
little hand, plunged into the midst of the panting, \ that.-doftr behind us will only hold out against 
struggling, swaying moss of frantic human the flames until help comes. They are bringing 
beings. There, soon we saw him, striking wildly ; ladders. Come closer, girls: you can breathe 
to the right and left, and making his way to the easier by the window. Stoop down ; the air 
door by sheer brute force; and when the excited there is fresher. How the smoke smothers 
crowd reached the main entrance, and began to one. The firemen have brought ladders. Take 
surge through, he was the first to reach the hall <: courage, Clare—Ella.” 

without. Shrieks and groans were now heard In a few moments, a fireman’s hat appeared 
on every hand, mingled, directly, with the hoarse j: above the window-sill, and a man held out his 
shouts of the firemen outside, trying to enforce hands to Clare. But she shrank back and clung 
order. Several poor creatures, maddened by to my brother. 

fear, threw themselves over the balcony into the :j “T will not leave until you do,” she cried, 
parquet below. Shuddering and fkint,' I sank J “ No, I will not stir without you.” 
back in my seat, while Clare covered her face j; John opened his arms, and folded Clare close 
with her hands. to his heart. Then I saw him stoop until his 

At this instant, a strong arm was placed around lips met hers. 
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IN ABSENCE. 


The fireman looked at them curiously, and : immediately; but he heard a woman scream, and 
then gave a prolonged whistle of astonishment, \ saw the poor creature rushing wildly toward 
evidently thinking it a queer time to be making j him. So he let her take his place, and stood 
love. He turned to me. “Come,” he said; and j there, and nearly—nearly—” 
taking me in his great brawny arms, in a moment j Here Clare broke down, sobbing, 

more we were landed safely in the midst of the J 44 Nearly roasted,” continued my brother; 

anxious, sympathetic crowd below. 1 44 but, after all, only sacrificed half his beard.” 

A deafening shout rent the air as he came \ 44 And Mr. Newcome?” 

down the ladder a second time, and placed Clare ' 44 Oh, he arrived home safely, and reported 

at my side, John having insisted on her preceding < you, notwithstanding his superhuman and heroic 
him. How we watched that open window then. j efforts to save yon. as devoured by the flames.” 


Again the fireman appeared, but the figure with \ 
hitn was that of a woman. 

44 Where is your brother?” asked Clare, 
hoarsely, as the window was illumined with a ! 
sndden flash, as the flames burst from the audi¬ 
torium into the corridor. 

Then, overcome by the anxiety and the shock j 
of this new terror, I did what the majority of j 
women do in similar emergencies: I fainted. < 
When I recovered my consciousness, I was ; 
lying in my own room, with my father and 5 
mother sitting by the side of the bed. 5 

44 Where’s John?”'wad my first question. j 
44 Here, what there is left of him,” answered } 
my brother; and there he stood, at the foot of my j 
bed, with Clare at his side. His hair and eye- ■ 
brows were singed; one-half of his beard wks < 


44 You see, Ella, Clare prefers a lover who can 
stand fire,” said my father, roguishly. 

44 But how did John happen to be so near?” 

44 Your brother tells me,” said Clare, blushing, 
44 that he had only been in the theatre a few 
moments when the fire broke out, and he was 
standing by the door when the panic began. He 
could easily have got out safely; but he threw 
himself behind a large pillar until the rush 
ceased, and then he made his way to our seats. 
And to »hink that that cowardly wretch deserted 
us.” And Clare shuddered. 

As we met at the breakfast-fable the next 
morning, we learned, for the first time, the full 
extent of the disaster. Several lives had been 
lost, and some thirty or forty were dangerously 
injured. 


burnt close to his face; and his cheeks were 


As soon as John’s beard had grown out again, 


blistered with the heat. His right hand was j and he was able to use liis arm, there was a 


bandaged. Clare hovered over it fondly, stroking j wedding at Mrs. Howard’s. A few weeks after- 
it with a light caressing touch. j ward, my mother gave John and Clare a large 


44 Who was the woman?” t asked. i reception. 

Clare was the one to answer. 44 As soon as the ' Arthur Newcome waa invited, but he did not 
fireman took me, your brothel prepared to follow J come. Do you wonder? 


TO THE KEY. -: IN ABSENCE. 

by irivNiE iEvnre* 


8t. Mark’s uplifts its tower of stone 
Against the azure air, 

Its windows flashing in the light 
Like Jewels rich and rare; 

But yon, who called God's worshipers, 
Within its walls of gray, 

To morning praise and evening prayer, 
Alas i are far away. 

I walk adown the village street 
At sunset, and behold 
The pavement, in'its ydllow light, 

Like blocks of beaten gokh 
I wait to hear your step so free* 

Till all the glow is gray; 

Then I remember that you watch 
The sunset far away. 


I read your favorite, whose song 
Is like a staet hell's chime; 

But you, whose heart responsive beat 
To every silver rhjmev 
O'er distant mountains see the moon 
Light evening's Vapors gray: 

I dos6 the book, and rig& to think 
’ That you arsfbraWuy, 

But all my righs to smiles will turn 
When once again I hear 
■ Tent footstep on the threshold fell, 

Yowi* voids in aooebta clear; 

And then, when o’er the. land ooipes down 
The twilight’s veil of gray, 

I’ll not be sad, for yon will be 
No longer fkr away. 
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MISS HOFFMAN'S PERILOUS ADVENTURE. 

BY MARIETTA HOLLEY, AUTHOR OF ‘<JOSIAH AL.LEN’S WIFE.’* 

Miss Miranda Hoffman, Meadville’ s only j unguarded moment when they could enter, in 


milliner, was exceedingly distrustful and bus- 1 
picious by nature. < 

There is a tradition to the effect that, evep in j 
early infancy, it was impossible to deceive her in j 
regard to paregoric, by falsely calling it “ excel- j 
lent” and “sweet.” And at the age of five, it > 
was said that she discovered, through her own j 
vigilance, that Santa Claus was her mother. As l 
she grew’ up, this trait in her nature strengthened, i 
By the time she had reached womanhood, it had j 
become almost an eccentricity; gqd though it j 
doubtless warded off some diggers- from her j 
pathway, it brought at the same time its own 
discomforts. 

As a woman, she had a firmly-established 
habit of looking for thieves and burglars, watch¬ 
ing out for them, lest they should come upon her 
unawares. Every night, no matter how full bpr j 
house may have been throughout the d%y of | 
guests and friends, she boldly took, a candle and 
searched through her domicile for hidden rob¬ 
bers. She looked underneath every bed, in all 
the clothes-presses, under lounges and sofas; 
and it is said that she had been known to explore 
even the pantry-shelves in search of them. But 
vainly. She had never found any, as yet. 

She eyed peaceable agents with an eagle gaze, 
supposing them to be convicts but recently 
escaped from penal servitude. She hpd agonized 
several sensitive colporteurs, by hinting to them 
her conviction thqt they were no better than 
they should be; in fact, she supposed several 
of them to be spies, sent from foreign govern-, 
ments to detect our weak points. 

Having this element of cautiousness so strongly 
developed in her nature, it may be supposed that 
when she started to make her annual trip to the 
wicked city of New York, to purchase millinery 
goods, it was not without many misgivings and 
apprehensions of robbery and rapine. 

For the week preceding the trip, her cozy cot¬ 
tage, the front part of which was her shop, 
witnessed preparations as if agpinst an armed 
host. The pantry-window was considered, by 
her and her trusty handmaid, as being the most 
vulnernble point of attack; for it looked directly 
down upon a fence, whose smooth top had often 
been known to creak under the tread of small 
boys, who ^ere supposed to be watching for an 
( 455 ) 


search of pillage aud booty. If boys could enter, 
why not burglars? This was the question that 
Miss Hoffman considered unanswerable. And so, 
previous to her trip M» New York, seven new board 
slats were nailed across the window by Iter hand¬ 
maid, not without pounding her thumb badly, and 
destroying a, large number of nails by driving 
them in crossways, and flattening them out nearly 
their entire length upon the outside of the 
boards. But at lost the boards were nailed on, 
and a new fastening, which was supposed to 
render burglars powerless, added to that and to 
all the other windows, which made three fas¬ 
tenings upon each window, besides a nail driven 
in at the top. An extra chain and padlock were 
put upon the back-door. New locks were fixed 
on every other door. Then she locked every 
bureau-drawer and closet in the house, and kid 
the keys. After this, repeated charges were 
given to her maid, who was to stay at her next 
neighbor’s during; her absence, to spend every 
wakeful moment with her eye upon the house; 
and so, finally,, M* 8S Hoffman set off, with a 
trembling heart, upon her journey. 

Now* she did not look like a suspicious woman* 
She waa very pretty indeed, with a fair round 
face, soft dark-gray eyes, and a profusion of 
hair of a light-golden hue. which was inclined to 
curl and wave and crinkle around her forehead 
and round white neck. 

Indeed, Miss Hoffman was so very pretty, and 
had such a sweet womanly look to her face, that 
it was quite a wonder, in Meadville, that she 
remained.MUs Hoffman still; for she was not so 
young as she had been; she was not so young as 
sh? was; when she first opened her millinery 
store, and that had been flourishing, for eight 
years and over. 

But Miss Hoffman seemed to be quite happy 
in her own way. So, at last, the village gossips 
seemed to get tired of coupling her name with 
; divers persons of the opposite sex, who were 
known to entertain feelings of admiration for 
her. 

Very pretty bonnets she made, and very pretty 
; prices she charged for them ; and qe there was no 
j other milliner in Meadville, and it waa an im- 
\ possibility for its maids And matrons to go bare- 
; headed into society, Miss Hoffman had made a 
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little fortune, that was likewise very pretty. She \ 
had purchased a snug farm, just out of Meadville, j 
on which a tenant was living, and which furnished \ 
her and her maids with all their milk, vegetables, j 
flour, chickens, lamb, and in fact supplied all 
their creature needs. She had money in the bank. 
She owned the cozy little place in which she 
lived. And take it all together, she was in a very 
flourishing financial condition. 

Yes, she made very handsome bonnets—very 
becoming ones. A proof of this was seen on her 
own head, as she set out for New York; and her 
face looked uncommonly sweet beneath it. Her 
money she had secreted in a remote, deeply- 
hidden pocket; but she carried a hand-bag, of 
plush and leather, which contained her handker¬ 
chief, an extra pair of gloves, a little hand-glass, 
a small comb-case, and several other pretty fem¬ 
inine belongings, besides a few dollars in change 
for incidental expenses on the journey. This, 
with her customary caution, she tightly grasped 
in her hand, together with her parasol, and a 
book to beguile* the tedium of the journey. 

The car was not unpleasantly full, atfd she 
found a pleasant seat on the shaded side of it \ 
and here, arranging herself to her satisfaction, j 
she opened her book and commenced reading. 

But she had hardly got interested in her 
heroine’s rather cruel circumstances, when she 
met with an interruption. She trAs sitting on 
the end of the seat toward the aisle, and the cars 
were standing still for a few moments. One of ] 
her hands held her book, the other lay by her ! 
side, still holding her hand-bag; for her cau¬ 
tiousness did not desert her, and she carried hei* 
burdens even upon the flowery hills and through 
the pleasant valleys of fiction. Suddenly, the j 
hand that held the bag was gently taken into a j 
tiny but warm grasp, and looking down, Miss j 
Hoffman saw a sweet child-face looking up into 
hers, from out a dainty little white-satin and lace 
hood. 

The child was looking quietly upward, with a 
pair of dark-blue eyes, in the peculiarly calm, 
self-possessed way of babyhood, and seemed in 
no hurry to go. 

“What is your name, little woman?” said 
Miss Hoffman, looking tenderly down upon: the 
little one; for she loved children. 

••Kitty Ford. What is your name?” 

“ Miranda Hoffman,” answered Miss Hoffman, 
promptly. “W’hose little girl are you, and 
where do you live?” 

“ I am my papa’s little girl, and I live in New 
York. Where do ybn live ?” 

“At Meadville,” said Miss Hoffman. “Are 
you a good little girl, Kitty?” 


Yes, I am my papa’s good little girl. Are 
you a good girl?” 

“ Sometimes,” said MUs Hoffman, gravely; for 
she was conscientious, and could see her own 
faults when she could not see her neighbors’. 

“ Well,” said little Kitty, encouragingly, “you 
must fry to be good, and then your papa will 
love you. Have you got a papa?” 

“No,” said Miss Hoffman. 

“ Haven’t you got any little girls at your 
house—any good little girls?” 

“No,” said Bliss Hoffman, rather sadly, “I 
j haven’t any little girls, nor anyone to love me, 
j if 1 am good.” 

This was a hard case for little Kitty. It 
evidently seemed, at first, beyond her childish 
\ powers of consolation. But she thought a 
j moment, and then said: 

j “ Well, if you are real good, and not naughty 
| a bit, Somebody else’s papa will lovo yon, and 
j you won’t get shut up in a dark closet.” 

Again she made a short pause, during which 
she evidently felt uncomfortable at contemplating 
her new friend’s lonely state; for she added, 
generously: “ If you are afraid, I will come and 
live with ybu, if you like; I and my papa and 
Mary. We will all come, and stay with you 
always, for I like you. But,” said she, seeming 
to suddenly remember whnt Miss Hoffman had 
admitted concerning her goodness, and assuming 
a sudden Stern air of rebuke, “you must be 
good, else we shall not come and stay with you 
always; And if yon are not good, yon will be 
afraid when it is dark. Will you promise to be 
a good girl?” she repeated, sternly. 

“ I will little Kitty,” said Miss Hoffman, 
meekly. lr 

“ That is right. Now you shall be kissed, if 
you will hold your head down; for you are 
pretty, and I like you.” 

“How much do you like me?” said Miss 
Hofftnan, after she bad bent down her head for 
the kiss. 

“Fifty baglets,” said Kitty. “Now let me 
see,” said she, eoaringly, “what is in your 
pretty baglet—is there candy?” 

“No.” 

“ Lots of nice bright pennies and dollars ? Are 
there some dollars in it ?” said she, persistently. 

Now BIis 9 Hoffman was conscientious; and 
there were in it, tb be exact, just ten dollars. 
She could not lie. i5ut she evaded the question. 

“Why do you want to know?” 

“I want (o tell my papa. He likes to have 
dollars. He gets all he can.” 

“ Where is your papa?” asked Miss Hoffinaib 
with a sudden suspicion. 
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The little one turned around, and Miss Hoff- j heard every word that she had said. She had 
man looked up into the face of a gentleman who \ told her name, where she lived, and that she was 
was sitting on the end of the seat opposite her, j entirely alone in the world, 
on the other side of the aisle, so near that she j Well, she had been betrayed into incautious- 
eould have touched him by putting out her hand, j ness by the pretty child. But she would make 
He was a very handsome man, hardly arrived < up for it now in vigilance. She fixed her eyes 
yet at middle age, though he was approaching it. firmly on the page before her, and did not look 
He had a.fhir Saxon complexion, and brown hair i around for a long time, or it seemed so to her, so 
and mustache, and a pair of those most dan- < violent was the effort she made to seem uncon- 
gerous of eyes: dark, and of no distinguishable j scions and at ease. 

color in ordinary moments, but which can turn j Her unconsciousness and composure were not 
blue and tender in moments of love and hap- \ helped any by the fact that little Kitty made 
piness. I many comments on her personal appearance, and 

They were blue now, unmistakably tender and \ expressed a strong desire and determination to 
steadfest^bhie, as he looked at Miss Hoffman < go back to the “pretty lady;*’ and twice she 
with undisguised admiration. And Miss Hoff- j called out to her: “ Pretty lady, pretty lady!” 
man decided, at that first moment, that he was $ And on lifting her eyes, on each of these occa- 
the very handsomest man she had ever seen in j sions, Miss Hoffman met the same admiring look 
her life. And it must be confessed, that as Miss from the handsome blue eyes of the gentleman 
Hoffman met that glance, so admiring yet so j opposite; and upon each occasion, Miss Hoff- 
respectful, her heart beat more rapidly for a \ man’s heart gave that same strange throb of 
moment. But she withdrew her eyes quickly, \ joyful terror, followed instantly by the swift 
and at that moment little Kitty pulled at her thought: could it be, that crime could assume a 
hand-bag again. form so fair? 

“ How many dollars are there in it?” she con- It could. It had done it in the past. Miss 
tinued, with childish persistence. Hoffman’s training told her so. She fixed her 

But now Miss Hoffman drew herself up coldly, eyes more firmly upon the book, her suppressed 
and moved along toward the other end of the emotion making her cheeks burn with a rosier 
seat, and took up her book again. And the colov than usual, and making her very much 
gentleman opposite said: j handsomer than she commonly was, which was 

44 Come here, Kitty. I am afraid you annoy handsome enough, as we have seen, 
the lady.” Kitty’s speeches grew less frequent, and at 

Kitty moved away, but slowly, looking back < last entirely ceased. A movement in the seat 
often upon her new acquaintance, till the gentle- opposite caused Miss Hoffman to glance around 
man took her up in his arms. Bnt Miss Hoff- in spite of herself, and she saw the gentleman in 
man was holding her book up before her fhee, the act of putting the sleeping Kitty into the 
and she made no further efforts toward acquaint- j arms of a woman with a white cap and npron^ 
ance. \ who, under ordinary circumstances, Miss Hoff- 

Yes, she held it up before her and fastened her j man would have taken for a child’s nurse, but 
eyes resolutely upon the pages, wherein Lady j who might be and doubtless was an accomplice. 
Leonore vainly endeavored to soften the malice j Yes, a dangerous accomplice. Miss Hoffman 
of a cruel guardian. But Miss Hoffman’s mind j soon had proof of the fact-—unmistakable proof, 
was not with the hapless Lady Leonore; it was Instead of taking the sleeping child at once, the 
not with the cold-blooded guardian. She was | woman boldly glanced over at Miss Hoffmany 
thinking deeply. Hod she fallen in company j said a few low words to the gentleman, and 
with a band of robbers? Was that sweet-faced j crossed the aisle; and with the words 44 pardon- 
child a decoy? Was it sent to her to discover j me,” she bent down over Miss Hoffman’s very 
what she had in her hAnd-bag? Was this a plot \ lap, giving her hand-bag a gentle pull as sh* 
to rob her ? But still how handsome, how very j did so. 

handsome, the gentleman was! And how ad-j But Miss'Hoffman grasped it tightly and tri- 
miringly he had looked at her. But she had j Wmphantly. She had outwitted her, cool and 
heard that pickpockets were often persons of | bold as the attack had been. She held the bag 
admirable address. ^ safe in her hand. Such a bold attack was some- 

They would find, she said to herself, that she j thing she had not counted upon, 
would not fall an easy prey; she would be cau- \ True, little Kitty had dropped her handker- 
tious. But then she had told the gentleman ; chief at her feet, where it had lain unnoticed, 
everythin? concerning her; for of course he had and a weaker-minded person might have imag- 
Yoi.. LXXX1I.—32. 
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ined that the nurse had discovered its loss, and } genteel haunt, much frequented by country mer- 
had come solely for that; for she proceeded at > chants and their wives. 

once to place it over the child’s golden curls ] She had asked the driver to drive as fast as 
and little white bonnet, os she lay in her arms. < possible, and he obeyed. And Miss Hoffman 
But it did not deceive Miss Hoffman. No! [ sank back, with a sigh of relief, and looked 
She had given her mind to the study of thieves * tenderly down at the imperiled hand-bag, os a 
and burglars too long to be hoodwinked by them, j thing rescued from danger, 
or in this fashion. \ She had at last escaped them, she assured her- 

But as many times as Miss Hoffman relaxed : self. She had been too quick for them, even if 
her vigilant circumspection sufficiently to look \ they had wished to follow iher. She was safe, 
about her, just so many times was she aware of ( She was 4iappy—and yet—what a sweet, sweet 
being the object of close watchfulness upon the j child that was! She felt that she could have 
part of one whom she could not help designating \ loved it dearly, had fate given it into her hands, 
in her mind as the chief of the robbers. Out of < And the guilty father! For she did fcaA doubt 
that whole crowded car-full, she alone was the j the relationship, which c6ufct be traced so plainly 
object of his indirect but watchfhl attention. {in their faces. That guiMy man! Surely fkte 
True, it was unobtrusive and gentlemanly, but \ had designed him for something nobler than a 
it was plainly visible to her. She did not make j pickpocket. He was so handsome, so noble- 
a move that he was not aware of; she felt that } looking. And what undisguised admiration, 
not once did she open that hand-bag, but he > nay, even tenderness, had looked at her from 
knew it. And she could not avoid the conclusion \ those beautiful blue eyes. Her heart throbbed 
that he had determined to obtain possession of j at the recollection, as it never had before at the 
it before she reached New York. J warmest words of her many admirers, even while 

But he should see, she said to herself, lie \ shc'was saying to herselfAlas, that evil should 
should see that it was no weak woman that he j assume a form so fair.” Bui she was safe; she 
had to deal with. She would not be robbed of! had outwitted them. With such thoughts as 
her property while she had life to defend it. j these invading Miss Hoffman’s breast, the cab 
While thinking this, she endeavored to push \ stopped at the boarding-house, 
up the blind ; for the sun came in too waTmly \ Miss Huffman had descended from the car¬ 
bon her. She could not move it; but before she j ringe, and had opened her hand-bag to pay the 
had time to remonstrate, site heard a respectful S driver* who stood beside her. As she stood 
*• Allow me,” and a strong arm reached paabher, J there, a cab passed. She looked up. No, slie 
and easily arranged the refractory blind. | did not faint—she was proud of that afterwards— 

Of course it was the handsome gentleman oppo- J she did not faint when, from the window of the 
site, and of course Miss Hoffman thanked him j cab* she saw looking intently at her, while she 
calmly and courteously. But her heart beat ^openly took money from that fated bag, the 
faster, and she grasped the hand-bag more j handsome blonde face, while she met the same 
firmly. “ If he thought,” she said to herself, intent earnest look bent upon her, bent no doubt 
“ 10 obtain possession of my bag in such an open j.ttpon that fated bag. 

manner, he must think I’m a fool.” ! Her landlady, a woman who had seen far 

In due course of time, the train reached New j better days, thought that Miss Hoffman acted 
York. Cautiously indeed did Miss Hoffman j strangely and Absent-minded; but if she was in 
then demean herself. As soon as she saw the j trouble she made no revelations. And the next 
tall gentleman, the woman, and the still sleeping ' morning, Mis# Hoffman set out as usual upon 
child start for one door of the car, she started \ her search for flowers, and ribbons, and other 
for the other door, making her way, however, $ millinery goods. 

with great difficulty ; for the crowd was against \ It was at Stewart’s store, at exactly half-past 
her. But she succeeded at last, and reached the j eleven o’clock, that her worst apprehensions 
door. What was her surprise, on glancing were realized. She was watched, and followed, 
behind ber at that instant, to see that the other ! She was selecting ribbons, rosy-liued and dainty 
party hod evidently changed their minds, aad Jin texture, when, having occasion to open the 
were coming towards her. She hastened her \ hand-bag to consult ber memorandum of goods 
footsteps, hardly touched the extended hand of \ wanted, some connection of thought and memory 
the porter, as she descended the steps, nearly \ caused her to lift her eyes and glance cautiously 
fell, but recovered herself, hurriedly crossed the ' around. That instant, she saw a face— thr face 
platform, and hired the first empty cab she saw, ;—looking intently at her from an opposite 
and was driven towa** 1 her boarding-place: a ' oounter. Yes, it was he—it was he I He averted 
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his eyes at once, when he saw he had attracted { 
her attention. But it was enough. She hastily ; 
paid for her purchases, grasped her bag firmly, j 
and left the store in an opposite direction. \ 
Well! Three different times during that day, j 
in three different places, did she meet those eyes » 
fastened intently upon her face, but instantly j 
withdrawn as soon as she saw them. 5 

But it was on her homeward walk to her j 
boarding-place that she received the worst shock. \ 
She was walking along hurriedly—for she was \ 
agitated—and had almost reached her destination j 
when she heard rapid steps behind her. With \ 
palpitating heart and trembling steps she has¬ 
tened on, and was already at the threshold j 
when someone said, close beside her: S 

“Pardon me, madame, but didn’t you drop! 
this?” | 

She turned. It was, it was, as her beating j 
heart had foretold—it was he ! She felt herself! 
grow pale. But she kept her outward composure \ 
by a strong effort; and, also, she kept a firm 
grasp upon her bag. < 

She managed to say 44 thank you,” took the 
veil, which was what was held out to her, and 
which she recognized as her own, and flew, rather j 
than walked, up the steps. | 

It was broad daylight yet, and the street was full i 
of passers-by. This she recollected, in that hor- j 
riblc moment, when she turned her defenseless } 
back to him, to enter the door. She also recol- j 
lected the look that he wore, as if he wished to } 
say something of greatest importance to her. j 
She could almost see the words trembling upon j 
his lips, in his ej r cs. What would those words > 
have been, had he spoken them? j 

lie did not follow her, fortunately, she \ 
thought, as she staggered on. The hall-door j 
opened, and closed upon her. She had been j 
saved again. But. she sank down, for a moment, i 
upon a hall-chair; for she felt that it was a! 
physical impossibility for her, os yet, to mount! 
the stairs to her room. ! 

Not. another hour would she remain in that! 
city ! She had intended to stay at least three 
days. She had flot yet made half her purchases. \ 
But 44 life is more than meat, and the body more j 
than raiment,” she said to herself. “ I will \ 
leave this very evening. I will take the night \ 
train home.” She hod a list of the articles she j 
had intended to purchase. She would leave it, j 
she resolved, with her landlady, who was an ex- j 
cellent shopper. j 

This resolution was carried out. Her land- > 
lady, though bewailing Miss Hoffman’s early j 
departure, readily promised to do the shopping. \ 
Thus, the early morning sun that gilded the * 


mountain-tops gilded also with its shining beams 
the soft-hued ostrich plume that waved upon 
Miss Hoffman’s pretty spring hat, as its owner 
entered her own garden. 

How safe and peaceful everything looked! 
How remote from pickpockets and all the 
wickedness and perfidy of great cities! The 
morning-glories swung their sweet-scented bells 
in joy fill greeting and congratulation on her 
escape. The clematis and early roses seemed to 
swell out in tender happiness over her rescue. 

Yes, the peril was over; she was at home; 
she was safe. The neighbors wondered a little 
over her speedy return. But she dextrously 
evaded their questions with some commonplace 
excuses. She made no one the confidant, of her 
dangerous adventures. And although her heart 
beat, at times, with a strange, half joyful, half 
frightened turbulence, at memories that would 
obtrude, she kept resolutely silent. 

Some changes were made, however, in the 
house. A new chain was put upon the gate, and 
a new fastening upon the front and side doors. 
It was a new discovery, not yet patented. A 
young man, a friend of Miss Hoffman, had in¬ 
vented it, and besought permission to try it upon 
her own door. It was connected with an electric 
battery, and it was to be attached to the door¬ 
knob at bedtime. Anyone attempting to open 
the door, after the attachment was fastened to it, 
received a shoek that paralyzed his arm. 

It worked well: as an aged deacon, one of 
Miss Hoffman’s most esteemed neighbors, can 
testify to; for knowing nothing of the new 
burglar-proof lock, and his wife being taken sud¬ 
denly ill in the night, he started for Miss Hoff¬ 
man, to get her to come and see the invalid ; and 
got such a shock, that it nearly caused his death. 
He has never failed to affirm that he had a stroke 
of apoplexy. Arguments are thrown away on him 
on this subject: and he is looking for a second 
attack, firmly believing that since the first shock 
was so severe, a second one will kill him. He 
managed, with great effort, to get up on his feet 
and totter home. And his wife, being so fright¬ 
ened about him, it cured her of her sickness, 
which was chiefly nervous. He made his will, 
and has put his house in order. 

When Miss Hoffman heard of her neighbor’s 
sudden attack, just as he was opening her door, 
she deplored the seeming cruelty of the invention. 
But she concluded, nevertheless, to keep it on 
her door for some weeks at least. The nervous¬ 
ness caused by her late adventures had not yet 
worn away, and she felt that she slept the more 
soundly for this new electric fastening. 

Two weeks passed thus. Amidst the peace of 
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rural scenes, and the unexampled demand for I 
new bonnets, she was slowly recovering her 
equanimity of mind, when an incident happened 
that quite upset her nerves again. | 

It was a lovely morniug, and she was sitting < 
in her cozy little shop, when Mrs. Parks, the j 
hotel-keeper’s stout little wife, came in, hurried j 
and out of breath as usual. In answer to Miss j 
Hoffman's hospitable invitation to sit down and \ 
stay awhile, she stammered : j 

“ No, I can’t possibly stay more than five j 
minutes. 1 am so hurried. Work always drags \ 
when I am away from home; the girls are such \ 
time-servers—work while I am with them first- j 
Tate, but shiftless when I leave them. And I J 
have got extra work to do, to-day; hav.e got a \ 
new boarder from New York; have to do a little \ 
extra; but I promised Jane I’d see you—Jane j 
Mayhew. You know, old Miss Mayhew wasn’t s 
expected to live any time at all—” j 

“ I hadn’t heard.” j 

“ Well, it is so. Can’t live a week, anyway, j 
and may drop off any minute. And 1 promised $ 
Jane—I was over there yesterday; drove over \ 
with Hiram after suppfcr—and I told Jane that \ 
I’d tell you, without tail, that she wants you to j 
come over there to-day—this afternoon. They j 
want their tilings fixed up a little, so’s to be 
decent in case anything happens. The girls are 
all at home: Malvina, and Almina, and Harriet. 
And they are all of ’em just about sick—don’t 
feel like goin’ out any. And they want to talk 
it over with you themselves, or they would have 
sent their bonnets over by me. They don’t want 
much done to ’em, only just a little fixin’, you 
know. They only left off their mourqipg a few 
months ago for their brother Ephmim. They 
have got plenty of things, if th$y are fixed a 
little.” 

“Well,” said Miss Hoffman, “I suppose I 
oan go. It seems to be a plain cose of duty.” 

“Well, yes, it seems like that; for she may j 
drop off any minute now—dreadful good woman, 
and suffers, oh there ain’t no tellin’ how much she j 
suffers. There can’t anybody wish her sufferin’s j 
to be prolonged. And yet it is hard to give her \ 
up. They feel so; they feel just like that. But j 
I must go. I told Jane I’d tell you.” j 

“ Yes, I’ll go on the one o’clock train.” i 

“That will be plenty of time. I’d go over! 
myself with you, if it wasn’t for my extra work, j 
We have got a gentleman, a real gentleman, right | 
from New York; and Hiram wonts to do a little j 
different for him.” j 

“ Has lie come for apy length of time?” \ 

“I don’t know how long. A good-looking 5 
mm he is. And do you know, Hiram says he ' 


made a sight of inquiries in a quiet way about 
you; talked about you a sight.” 

“About me?” 

“ Yes, about you.” 

“ Oh, he is probably an agent for some of the 
millinery stores there.” 

“Well, maybe that is so; I didn’t think of 
that. 1 guess he liain’t mentioned what bis 
business is. A good-looking man—first-rate, 
and acts like a gentleman. But I must go. I 
wouldn’t have thought I could have left home a 
minute, but I promised Jane I’d see you—and 
you think you’ll go without fail—” 

“ Yes, UH go this afternoon.” 

And the -busy little woman departed, talking, 
as she went, to Miss Hoffman’s Maltese cat, who 
followed her down the steps. 

It was said that the little woman talked when 
entirely alone; and that, even in her sleep, she 
did not cease her harmless prattle; but that 
might be gossip. 

Miss Hoffman kept her promise. She took 
the afternoon train to the little wayside station 
four miles away, near which lived the family 
who claimed her services. She spent the after¬ 
noon in conscientious work, and took the evening 
train back to Meadville. 

The train was due before sunset, but for some 
reason it was delayed ; so it was in the early dusk 
of the fair June evening that Miss Hoffman set 
out on her lonely walk of half a mile, that lay 
between the station and the village. 

The train she had come on was an accommoda¬ 
tion train, and no one left it but herself. So 
she walked on rather briskly, carrying on her 
arm the identical little bag that had caused her 
so much disquietude in New York. 

She left the one little house near the station 
behind her; passed the Methodist parsonage, 
with its trimly-kept garden; and now, there is 
no house between her and the village, and no 
one bearing the semblance of a human being in 
sight, excepting a scarecrow in Deacon Jones’ 
field just over the fence. She looked at it nar¬ 
rowly as she passed, thinking it might be a 
masked robber. But no! The flattering rags 
waved around a silent figure. She was safe! 
No one was in sight. Unless—could it be—was 
that a man approaching her? It was ! A man 
—and a stranger. He was coming towards her, 
with long easy strides ; and she was now in the 
most desolate part of the way—not a house 
within a quarter of a mile on either side. No 
one to listen to her cries, if danger menaced her. 

The man approached nearer, nearer, still 
nearer. Miss Hoffman’s heart began to beat, 
with quick sharp throbs, against her decorous 
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corset. Her cheeks flushed, her eyes grew j “ Good heavens," he cried, a moment after, in 
darker with repressed feeling. Yet she had I a pitiful tone. “ What do you take me for ? 1 love 

probably never looked prettier than she did at \ you^—I want to marry you ! To think," said he, 

that moment of excitement and peril. She \ in a still more reproachful tone, “ that from the 
hugged her bag closer to her side, and hastened j very first minute I saw you, I would have 
her already quick footsteps. > lain down my life for you, and here you are 

At last the man was opposite. Miss Hoffman j taking me for a murderer." 

lifted her startled eyes, and gazed full upon his \ Miss Hoffman did not speak. She could not. 
face. Then, with a quick, smothered shriek, she | He went on impetuously : 

started upon a run. jj “ You are the prettiest woman I ever saw ; you 

For it was—it was—the stranger; the robber; 5 are the sweetest woman in the world ; an4 I have 
the tall handsome fiend who had followed her \ loved you, and couldn’t keep you out of my mind 
with silent persistence in New York. She Baw ( for a minute, since that first time I saw you on the 
it all. Failing to obtain ^uiwsession of his booty ■ cars. And I followed you around in New York, 
in that city, he had tracked her home, and > hoping I might get some chanoft*to be introduced 
watched her outgoings, in order that here, in the \ to you ; and followed you Mmcihere, because I 
quiet country, he might rob her in peace. \ remembered that the minister here is a friend of 

And the bag! The little leather hrthff-’fiag, \ mine ; and I was going there to-night to try to get 
that he had so long and patiently coveted. It j him to introduce me to yon properly. And then 
was here on her arm, and here she was in his * to think you should take me for a robber." 
power—alone and unprotected—on this solitary j Miss Hoffman trembled. What was she t6 do? 
country road. All these thoughts floated through \ Bolts and bars could keep offt an ordinary 
her mind in a moment, ns she started to run. \ burglar; but they were of no’aVail with this 
Could she escape him ? Could she outrun him ? i one. It was her heart that he was after—her 
Could she scream for help ? W T hat could she do ? j heart only; and how could 6he protect that 
Alas! what she did do Was to cirfch her feet strongly-invaded garrison? How, indeed? 
on a vagrant fish-pole, that a fearel^ss urchin had j She had never made provision for such a dan- 
left by the roadside, and fall prostrate. gcr. She and her trus^jr handmaid had never 

When Miss Hoffman looked up again, the tall j laid up an armament against such a foe. And 
handsome man she remembered so Well was j she felt, at that moment, that her heart was 
bending over her, and she would have thought he j giving treacherous signs of weakness. She 
looked uncommonly disturbed and anxious for a j knew, in her inmost consciousness, that the new 
robber, if she liad only given it a moment’s < patent burglar-proof attachmbbl Would be power- 
reflection. But no; she could think of nothing, j less to aid her. r 

only to escape with her life, if haply lhat were And, indeed, before two wfceks were ended, 
possible. She staggered to her feet, and with her weak heart capitulated; or rather that fair 
trembling hands reached out the hand-bag. fortress yielded unconditionally, and the bold 
“Take it, take it," she pleaded, “but spare marauder walked in and took possession, 
my life. Take all my property—take everything But as he “proved to be a most gentle and 
—but spare me.” loving robber, and as sweet little motherless 

“I don’t want your property," he cried, in his \ Kitty proved to be the sweetest of little thieves, 
excitement giving vent to the most profound j stealing the very warmest affections of her new 
emotions of his soul. “It is you I want, and not ' mother, let us hope that Miss Hoffman never 
your property.” I regretted her Perilous Adventure, 
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Blvk haste folds In a dream the woodbind roaches, 
Where sudden gV>ry kindles in the beeches; 

The golden-rod line burned to silvery ashes. 

The sombre oak is lit with dull red flashes; 

In marvelous crimson bright the woodbine burning 
In glow on glow% about the dusk pine turning; 

Red leaves shine in the maple's heart like embers, 
But sad the w ood seems, for my heart remembers. 


^ Oh! I«ilm of woods—rich scent of ripe leaves dying t 

I Oh! deep sweet voices of the £kuith winds sighing: 

They ure not here—our loved : gone, gone forever— 

In these dear woodland haunts we’ll meet them never. 

. But ah ! they wait beyond earth's shadows dreary, 

* Though long the way seems, we have grown so weary; 

! Hlgh, soft sweet wind, sigh tenderly above them: 

We loved them well—still more their Maker loves them. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. \ 

When the session rose, and spectators from the j 
galleries surged into the corridors, Washaning > 
found himself in the midst of the disappointed } 
and angry delegation of his own people, who i 
held him responsible for their defeat. Foremost ; 
among them was you*g Gray Hawk, who, in imi- j 
tation of the white gallants whom he had begun, < 
to emulate, had placed liimself in position to \ 
escort Washanee to her lodgings. But this young j 
lady turned from him, with haughtiness, for her j 
heart was full of oue subject, and site only saw j 
the animated face of Huestice Young in all the j 
human beings that crowded the sidewalk. } 

Washaning missed the presence of his grand- ' 
daughter soon after she disappeared, and, with his j 
usual quiet resolution, left that group of young j 
braves in order to search for her. I 

“ She is indeed a superb creature,” said a \ 
voice at his elbow ; and looking around, the chief J 
saw that General Noel was by his side. j 

Washaning only bent his head in recognition, j 
“ I only wish the time had come when the \ 
whole world might know how near she is to me; 
but for a time, old friend, the secret must be j 
kept among us. Of course you are in no haste 
to part with her—” j 

The old Indian’s lip quivered, unused as it \ 
was to reveal any emotion. j 

“ One is not often in haste to part with that J 
which has been the soul of his life,” he said. I 
“ I thought so^l thought so. Besides, there \ 
are so many things to arrange between us. Tell \ 
me, old friend, was I right in sayiug that a por- j 
tion—no insignificant one—of these Cherokee j 
gold lands was private property ?” > 

14 You were right,” answered the Indian, coldly • 
“ But I did not say that any of these lands \ 
belonged to you.” 

“That would have been the truth also.” j 

“ Exactly ; but did I understand that they j 
would form—that is—become a portion of Wash- j 
anee’s dower?” } 

“ Of her inheritance, when I am dead.” \ 

“When you are dead?” repeated Noel, in *\ 
dissatisfied tone. “Of course we all hope that- 
contingency will happen many years hence.” I 
1462) 


“I am a very old man,” was the calm reply. 

Noel walked on for awhile in silence. His 
face was clouded; his step heavy. There was 
something he wished to say ; but it taxed even 
his practiced dexterity to fashion the question 
into a pleasant form. Washaning watched his 
countenance quietly, until a faint and most con¬ 
temptuous smile stole into his keen eyes. 

“Washanee will not have to wait for the 
lands,” he said. “ I knew how well our white 
brothers love gold, and brought enough of that 
when 1 came among them to make her welcome 
certain.” 

Washaning quietly, then, named a sum, that 
made even this world-hardened man utter an 
exclamation of surprise. 

“So much? And all in gold?” 

“ In gold, in such ornaments as white ladies 
crave, and in the paper money your Government 
accepts.” 

“ But this is enormous !” 

“We Indians have our pride.” 

“And this property: with whom will it be 
entrusted wheu you resign all authority over my 
child?” 

“ With her father—or her husband.” 

“ Whose consent must precede any marriage,” 
thought Noel. “ 1 must see to that clause in the 
agreement.” But be only said aloud, and with 
some show of enthusiasm : 

“ Washaning, I cannot express my gratitude 
for this confidence. I’m sure that I will do my 
best to make our dear girl happy. In a few days 
we will have a meeting, and settle how it is to be 
done ; but it will take time. I have some pros¬ 
pects that may opeu a grand future for our girl, 
and for your nation, too.” 

Before Washaning could answer, a fellow- 
Senator oame up, and putting his arm through 
that of General Noel, entered into close conver¬ 
sation with him ; and the old chief left them. 

Meanwhile, Washanee had threaded her way 
homewards, where, if not so pre-occupied. she 
would have observed something nnusual in the 
demeanor of her negro maid. 

“ Young missus,” said Wisse, twisting her thin 
figure into various contortions as she proceeded, 
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** yer nebber duz make much ’count ob dem $ “Come this way, and show me how you got 
rings an’ beads an’ sich dat pore wigwam squaws j, them. Quick, or grandfather will be here.” 
am 90 proud on, duz yer now?” Hurrying after her mistress, the maid threw 

“No, no,” answered the girl. “Don’t dis- j herself down on her knees in front of a big 
turb me now. I am so—so sleepy.” And she • chest, and, with a great strain upon her strength, 
threw herself down on a Mexican blanket, too J lifted the lid. The inside was lined with silver, 
happy to think of anything but her love. \ and heaped with deerskin bags, crowded full of 

“ Dem nonsense t’ings am c&lkerlated for pore > some heavy substance. 

Injins in gineral; but fustHdass colored pussons < “"lWii’t nuffin' but saud—yallery sand,” said 
might condercend ter ’cept ’em, when dey shine J Wisse, seizing one of the bags, which she had 
an’ sparkle like dem, if der young missus didn’t i- already opened in a former investigation of the 
’ject agin it.” ^ chest, and unknotting the thongs that tied it 

Here, Wisse drew forth the hand that had } with her teeth. “ Part sand an’ tudder part 
been carefully hid behind her back, and held up | good-for-nuffin’ stuns, sich as none o’ dem squaws 
a glittering chain of stones or beads—something, ^ ’d condercend ter chuck ’round.” 
at any rate, that flashed before the astonished \ Washanee glanced into the mouth of one bag 
girl’s eyes like sparks of fire. \ held up to her, and saw only what seemed a 

Washanee started to her elbow, and reached * heap of glittering sand, brighter than anything 
out her hand. J she had seen; but not, so fur as she knew, more 

“Why, Wisse, Wisse, what is this? Where j valuable. The other, which Wisse offered for 
did you get it?” \ inspection, contained what seemed small broken 

Wisse retreated backward, holding the orna- \ stones, almost gray on the surface, but with 
mcnt behind her. j bright sparks in the broken places. 

“ Where did you get it, I say ? That is neither | “ Like dese, eb’ry one,” said the girl, spread- 

beads nor wampum, but something that belongs ! ing her black hands scornfully over the whole 
to grandfather. I have seen such things in the \ lot of nuggets and gold-dust. “Trash as no 
Mexican chest that he brought with him.” < ’spectable pusson ’d stoop ter heft out o’ der ole 

Wisse, still retreating, nodded her head. < chist; but ’bout dem udder fixins—” 

“ Dat chist am jes’ wkar I’se found ’em.” i Here, Wisse cast a greedy glance at the jewels 
“ But how did you open it? How dare you?” s in Washanee’s hands, and pujt her black palms 
“ Ole marse lef* de key lyin’ ’bout, I spect.” j together in entreaty, when suddenly the step of 
“And you opened my grandfather’s chest ? 5 the chieftain was heard in the next room. The 
Why, Wisse, that is stealing.” 5 next minute he entered his -own apartment, and 

“Am it?” said the impish thing, turning her J saw Washanee sitting on the floor, with all his 
head, and looking down upon her prize with \ treasure of jewels gleaming in her lap. 
great complacency. “ I spects it am wampum.” \ The old man seldom gave way to astonishment 
Washanee arose, and laid her hand with some '< or anger; but he paused on the threshold now, 
weight on the creature’s shoulder. \ with sorrowful displeasure in his eyes. 

“ Give the things to me, this instant.” 1 “ You also, Washanee?” he cried. 

With a grimace of all her ebony features, the > Washanee arose and stood up before him, still 
girl allowed the jewels to be taken from her. \ holding the jewels in her hands. 

“ Now show me where you got them.” ^ “ Are you angry with me, grandsire ? What 

“ In dar.” ^ have I done ?” 

Wisse pointed sullenly to the inner room with < 41 Angry? No, no.” 

her finger, and retreating to her bearskin, sat ^ «But something strange has happened. I 

down upon it, like a sentinel on guard. | never saw you look so before. What have I 

“ This is not all. Stand up, and let me find > done ?” 
the things you are hiding. Lift up the rug.” J The look of innocent perplexity with which 
Wisse leaned forward, and lifted up a corner of <; this question was repeated wrought a complete 
the rug, revealing nothing but the scarlet lining, s change in the old man’s countenance. 

Washanee pushed her aside, and thrusting the fur \ “Perhaps nothing amiss; but how came the 
back with her foot, revealed a little pile of flashing \ box, that I have always kept locked, open—and 
stones, some like those she held in her hand, with \ these things in your hand ?” 
others bright and green in a setting of dull gold. Washanee looked around a little anxiously. If 
Gathering the whole glittering mass up in her i possible, she wished to save her dark hand- 
hands, she turned toward her grandfather’s \ maiden from displeasure. 

room, and said, l Wisse, who had skulked like a fox through 
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the doorway, cast a piteous look over her 
shoulder, and, as usual, made a spaniel-like 
appeal, with her two hands held up palm to 
palm; but her mistress saw that the case was 
too serious for hesitation, and answered frankly: 

44 Do not be angry with poor Wisse,” she said. 
44 She is like all her race: so fond of ornaments 
that she cannot keep her hands off them. Some¬ 
how, she found her way into your box. I took 
them from her, and was trying to put them back, 
when you came in. What are they? These?” 

She held up some of the stones as Bhe spoke. 
44 Are they any better than common wampum?” 

44 They are opals, from the Honduras.” 

“ These pretty bits of rainbow are opals, then? 
I shall remember. But the red beads they hold 
in place—what are they ?” 

44 White people call them rubies. Some of my 
scouts brought them to me as pretty red stones, 
worth nothing; but you see what they are.” 

44 And these—dear me, how many—green and 
bright as the moss in a spring?” 

Washaning smiled at this girlish interest. 


j thing they work for, fight for, sell their strength 
i for: a power for which great men sometimes bow 
| down their souls and become slaves—by which 
j good men and women do the work of angels.” 

Washanee turned pale as she listened ; but the! 
\ last words brought a deeper glow into her &ce. 

44 And this you give to me?” 

44 This I give to you.” 

44 As my own—my very own ?” 
j 44 As your own. All these years I have been 
' gathering it for you.” 

f Washanee crept close to the old man, and sank 
to her knees. 

44 Oh, grandsire, may I give it to him—all, all? 
If white men love it so, may I give it to him?” 

Washaning leaned forward, and rested both 
hands on her head. 

f 44 Even so, my child. He is a good man— 

I honest, strong, worthy of the best thing the 
Great Spirit gives to one of us: a woman’s love, 
i You have given him that. Is my gold more 
| precious, that I should refuse to trust him with 
it?” 


44 These are emeralds, from the valley of the 
Gela. I found them myself, years ago.” 

44 How beautiful! How strange! Why did 
you never give them to me for a belt?” 

He answered gravely, but kindly. 

44 Because there has been no time in your life 
when you could have understood their value, 
Washanee.” 

Washanee seemed a little bewildered. All at 
once, she brightened up. 

“Oh, now I understand. I have seen these 
things on the necks and arms of ladies here. 
It is the white man’s wampum.” 

44 Yes,” said the old man, and a slow bitter 
smile crept over his lips. 44 These, with gold— 
plenty of gold—are the white man’s wampum. 
You will soon learn how he struggles for it.” 

Washanee could not understand the hard truth 
of this prophecy. She was still occupied with 
the jewels, holding them to the light and ex¬ 
amining the clasp with curious interest. 

44 You must learn to wear them, my child. 
They are yours—the jewels and all that is in 
the box.” 

44 Alf #ra( is in the box ?” said Washanee, with 
a look of amused surprise. 44 Why, grandsire, 
wlmt should I do with so much sand and 
stones ?” 

“ My child, it is gold—all gold.” 

“ Gold ?” repeated Washanee. 44 What then ?” 

44 That which seems to you as worthless sand 
and pebbles can be passed through a bath of fire, 
and come out coin, such as you sometimes see 
those about us use. With white men, it is the 


> Washanee bent her forehead down till it lay 
on the old man’s breast. 

44 Oh, grandsire, grandsire!” 

Washanee was but a girl—a wild generous 
girl, full of sweet impulses and generous desires. 
Had she known the power conveyed in her 
| grandfather’s gift, it would have been heaped 
| at the feet of her lover without a thought of 
| sacrifice; but now she only understood that the 
j chest contained something precious, that white 
! men, more than the Indians, coveted, and re- 
jjoiced in the power of conferring it, without 

> regard to its vast importance. But the jewels, 
j instinctively she knew they would light up her 
\ dusk beauty in the eyes of her lover. So she 

! abandoned the treasures in the Mexican box, and 
carried the jewels into her own room, where 
Wisse was sulking over their loss. 

' 44 Come, Wisse, come and help me with these 

| things. They are mine, all mine—and so beau- 
^ tiful,” she said. 

\ Wisse brightened up instantly. 
i 44 You have seen ladies wear them in the 
J street,” continued Washanee, seating herself, 
t with the jewels in her lap, 44 and should know 
< how they are fastened. But first, as it is getting 
\ dark, bring some lights.” 

| Wisse got up, and sauntered into the hall, 
j Directly, she returned, bearing A pair of brass 
' candlesticks, and followed by a slatternly servant 
\ carrying others. These were arranged before 

i the mirror. Washanee started up, emptied her 
lap on a table underneath the glass, and began 
to try the effect of her jewels. 
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44 I wonder if white ladies wear these on their J swift, triumphant beating of the heart. 44 She 
necks or arms ?” she said, holding np a heavy | did not believe me when I told her that he loved 
chain of gems, in doubt of their use. j me; but now that he has told* grandfather all 

“ Sech white folks as I sees wid dem t’ings j about it; now that I have all these things to give 
wars dem ’bout de har,” said Wisse. j him, and he comes so often, she will not smile in 

Washanee instantly wound the necklace of \ that way again, if I am dark, and came so lately 
emeralds around the heavy braid that persistent j from the woods. If dark faces please him, why 
effort had taught her to coil coronet-fashion < should she turn away from them, as if they had 
around her head; but the green of the stones no beauty in them?’’ 

against the raven blackness of her hair lacked j Here, Washanee turned from the window, and 
tone or contrast. She felt this, without knowing j looked at herself in the glass with critical inter- 
why ; unwound them impatiently, and garlanded J est. Once again she fell to arranging the jewels, 
herself with rainbow opals and rubies; fastened < on the dress that had won so much admiration 
a flaming cluster on her bosom, and stood before j in the Senate chamber that afternoon, 
the mirror, greeting the image she saw there j 44 With these here and here,” thought Washa- 
with a radiant smile. j nee, touching her head and bosom, “ she might 

44 ’Spect you done guv dese to Wisse,” said $ not think me so very dark, or wonder that he 
that sable handmaiden, attempting to appropriate j can love me. Yes, I will go.” 
the emeralds. } Thus suddenly forming a resolution, the girl 

44 No, Wisse, no. They are my grandfather’s j went into the garden. 

gift. Do not touch them. I will give you aj - 

bushel of beads, but not these.” CHAPTER XXXII. 

“Beads—blue, red, and yallery-green?” ques- Genehal Noel had seldom known a more 
tioned Wisse, still clenching at the emeralds exciting day than that in which the Cherokee 
with her little black hands. j treaty had been defeated. The surprise of 

•“ All the colors that you want, Wisse, but J Young’s proposal; the certainty that Constance 
take your hands from these.” j would be lifted, by her union with this rising 

“ No ’count, anyhow,” retorted Wisse, pushing j young man, from any social injury by his ac- 
the stones back upon the table with an air of} knowledgment of the Indian marriage and living 
supreme contempt. 44 Dis chile wants beads dat j daughter, had swept many difficulties from his 
has got holes in ’em—strings an’ strings, dat path. To this had been added the brief conver- 
rattle8 ’gin yer buzzum, sunthin’ like.” nation with Washaning, on his way down from 

Washanee laughed lightly. Three hours | the Senate, which had startled him by the acces- 
before she would hardly have known that the j sion of wealth that Washanee would bring into 
stones that lighted up her whole person were of his family—wealth so much needed for his great 
more value than common beads; but she felt \ ambitious purpose, and so necessary to the 
the pride of superior knowledge, and did not \ magnificence of the position he coveted, 
deign even to rebuke her. j It seemed to this unimaginative man even as 

As Washanee was walking up and down the if fate had in one day placed all the good fortune 
room, pausing, in her gratified vanity, to glance j he had ever aspired to within his reach, and it is 
at. the mirror at every turn, she began to feel j not wonderfbl that he entered his own dwelling 
the want of that feminine sympathy in her \ with all the exultation of a victor just after 
triumph, which the girl had denied to her. | battle, and went to seek his daughter. 

14 If grandfather were only here to see them,” j Constance was in a little room, that she had 
she thought, weary of admiring herself, “ or j used from childhood as a sort of studio. She 
some of our women, or—” < had been very hard at work, in various ways, of 

Here, the girl made an abrupt pause, and j late, striving to wear out the ache in her heart 
going to the window, looked out. By this time, 
the night had become dark, and the old garden 
was crowded with shadows; but through the 
lace curtains, behind the parlor windows of 
General Noel’s house, came a soft flood of light, 
touching all the vines around with silvery 
gleams. As she stood there, a female figure in 
white, with roses in her hair and on her bosom, 
lifted the cloud-like curtains, and looked out. 

Washanee recognized Constance Noel, with a \ love of her youth—who had inspired the earliest 


; by fatigue of body and mind. She wrote, she 

i painted, she wrought unique devices with her 
needle, and left them half finished; she dashed 
off snatches of poetry, and burned them because 
they always took impulse in the hidden secret of 
her heart. 

No matter where she was, or what she was 
doing, one thought dwelt forever in the girl’s 
) mind. The man to whom she had given the first 
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efforts of her genius, and, for a time, seemed to f Constance turned white to the lips. The 
share both, had never loved her; never dreamed j needle dropped from her hand. Noel was 
of the devotion she gave him ; or, knowing it, was S startled by the expression of those blue, half- 
now the slave of an infatuation so weird, and, in \ frightened eyes. 

her mind, so dangerous to his honor, that the! “ Father, are you jesting with me?” 
love she had felt for him was burned into her “Jesting? Why, Constance, has this thing 
soul like a brand of disgrace. In a fit of wild taken you by surprise? Surely there was some 
infatuation, he had given himself to a creature understanding between you. I remember think- 
of the wilderness: a beautiful animal, with the iug so, more than once.” 

blood of savages in her veins. A flood of color rushed over the girl’s face. 

To the humiliation, which every refined and Noel saw it, and turned from her with a smile, 
sensitive woman must feel when the love sol “Ah, I see, you girls are all alike, hiding 
sweet and sacred to her is overlooked or sacri- j secrets from their own fathers. Well, well, the 
ficed to another, was added a keen sense of insult j young man is coming here, to-night, for his 
in the choice this one man had made, if indeed | nnswer, which I have virtually given already; 
he really had spoken of marriage to this beautiful { so the matter can be settled between you ; only 
Indian; for even in her gentle and most gen- \ look your prettiest, and don’t put on any more 
erous nature, the prejudice of race was strong to j fine lady airs. Proud men, like Young, are apt 
positive injustice. She had, at the best, only ; to be restive under them. Another thing. You 
recognized Washanee as a sort of social curiosity, \ must know sooner or later, and it will perhaps 
to be treated with certain indulgence because of! prevent complications if I make a confidant of you 
her human origin ; but in no way to be admitted now. You may find it unwelcome; certainly it 
to the equality of civilization. Indeed, the fact J cannot be more unpleasant for you to listen than 
that this young savage could frankly admit her it is for me to speak. You know of my Indian 
love and a belief of its return, had so shocked j life—” 

her own finer sense of delicacy, that she could ! “Yes, yes. I have heard it over and over 
not give full belief to it. \ ngain. It may be full of romance, but you do not 

Constance knew that her father had been ! like to talk about it. Say no more, therefore.” 

speaking that day, and looked up, with ques- j “But I am compelled to speak, Constance; 

tioning interest, as he entered her room. i and remember, all that. I say to you is sacred 

“So you have had a triumph?” she said, l between us: not a syllable must, be told of it, 
assured of that by the first glance at his face. \ not even to Young, should you accept him.” 

“Of course I expected it.” < “Then it is something he does not know?” 

“ A great triumph ; but not alone. Young has i “And never must know, until I explain it 

exerted himself splendidly. One would have > with my own lips, which even yet may never 
thought him half Indian, by the eloquence with \ come to pifas. You promise this, Constance?” 
which he assailed their plunderers.” S “ Promise? Oh, yes.” 

“ Indeed !” Half scornfully. ! Then Noel, in a few brief but impressive sen- 

“ You should have been there, Constance. He tences, told the girl that she had a sister in the 
carried the whole audience with him, and that! beautiful wild Indian half-breed, 
was the more remarkable, because I know that j As she listened, all the glad light left. Con- 

liis mind was on another matter. One that must \ stance’s face. When her father reached out 

interest you, daughter.” \ his hand, as if to claim sympathy, she shrank 

“ Me? Oh, that is not likely.” j away from him with an unconquerable spirit of 

“ Why, are offers of marriage so common that j revolt; for her jealous dislike of Washanee came 
a young lady is not interested in them'?” j back with double force. It seemed as if the girl 

“ Offers of marriage ?” j had twice robbed her: first of the man she loved, 

“ You look surprised. Surely you knew that! now of her own father. She sat pale and silent 
he was intending to speak to me.” < for some moments, while Noel watched her ner- 

Constance lifted her eyes in amazement. vously. When she did speak, it was in a cold 

“ Speak to you, father? But why should he?” unnatural voice, that carried a faint^one of sar- 
“ What other course does a gentleman take casm with it. 
when he wishes to marry a friend’s daughter?” “Does my Indian sister know of this?” she 
“ Father, what can you mean?” asked. 

“ Simply this, Constance: Before I went into “ What I have told you is unknown to anyone, 
the Senate, this morning, Huestice Young asked except her grandfather and myself. I have 
my consent to his marriage with my daughter.” impressed that upon the old man.” 
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“And Mr. Young? Oh, father, is everything j it was his Indian daughter that Young had 

true that has been told me about him? Did he | meant. Worse than that, a thousand times 

of a certainty demand me in marriage this j worse: the secret of his Indian marriage was now 

morning?” j known to Young. And this man, who had re- 

“ Why, Constance, can you doubt it? Have Injected Constance, would get all Washanee's 
not told you so?” wealth! Wealth that the acknowledgment of 

The girl drew a deep, deep breath. The fact Washanee as au unmarried daughter would have 
of Washanee’s existence became less important to ; placed under his own control, 
her. Why should that, or anything on earth, j Even under this sudden and fierce disappoint- 
seem an evil, now? j ment, this astute politician did not give his 

Noel was relieved when he saw the happy f passion the coarse utterance that a belter man 
color come slowly back to his daughter's face, j might have done. With a marvelous effort of 
“That is my own brave girl,” ho said. “ You j self-command, he gave no sign of the humiliating 
will try and reconcile yourself to this; for in j mistake regarding his daughter Constance; but 
many ways it does not threaten to be a mis- j constrained himself to speak of Washanee with 
fortune.” j serious doubt of his rightful authority over her. 

“Oh, father, it seems to me that nothing can That, he said, was a subject that required the 
be a misfortune just now—even this.” j keenest investigation ; and any contract of mar- 

Constaucc was right. The one great happiness j riage that rested on his consent or acknowledg- 
of a woman’s life had overwhelmed the pain of $ ment of the girl as his child would be subject to 
this disclosure. So, she went to her chum- j great delay, and must, in the interest of all 
ber, and there gave herself up to such dreams of j parties, be kept an inviolable secret, 
happiness as arc not often repeated in this life. \ This conversation, so different from anything 
It was after dark before she came down again, the young man bad been led to expect, aston- 
and glided into the drawing-room, lovely ns the ished and offended him; for with all his forced 
blush-roses that bloomed in her hair and held the \ composure, the father, thus thwarted in his 
white robe together upon her bosom. \ dearest wishes, had unconsciously allowed a 

Restless, a little perplexed, but wonderfully $ strain of smooth sarcasm to give his semi-refusal 
happy, this fair girl stood listening for a step \ almost the sting of an insult. It was not won- 
that had never failed to make her heart beat J derful, then, that the half-rejected suitor should 
faster when it came. She heard it at last, and j come downstairs with an angry light in his eyes, 
the roses on her bosom began to tremble as if } and pale with struggling passions. At the first 
touched by the wind. She stood quite still, j sound of his coming, Constance had left her 
holding her breath, till Young entered the hall; j chair; and urged forward by a feeling of the 
but then, instead of turning toward the room j injustice she had done him, moved toward the 
where she was waiting, he passed with a heavy, \ door, ready to greet his first appearance, 
it seemed almost a reluctant , step up the stairs. When V'oung saw her standing on the threshold, 
Constance heard the library door open and close; J with both hands extended, and that welcoming 
then reasoning with herself against a strange j smile on her face, he stopped suddenly. That part 
feeling of disappointment, seated herself near > of the hall was but partially lighted; and without 
the door. noticing the agitation in his face, she spoke to 

“ Of course he would go there first,” she him with all her old impulsive sweetness, 
reflected. “How very foolish I was to think “Have you forgiven me? Oh, it was gen- 
otherwise.” erous—it was noble; but do believe me : if I had 

Then she forced herself to wait with more cared less when you seemed to think of others, 
patience; but started up suddenly, whispering, j when I wanted everything for myself, it was 
as if afraid that someone would hear her: \ only because the Noel women are too proud for 

“ Oh, he is coming now—surely he is coming j divided attentions. Our motto is: ‘ all or 
now.” | nothing.’ ” 

Huestice Young was indeed upon the stairs. He j Young stood looking at her. His face was 
had left General Noel standing by the table in his j partly in the dark; but the light of a crystal 
library, dumb with disappointment and white with j chandelier fell shimmering like sunshine on her 
suppressed mge; for even his iron power of self- j white dress, and touching her hair with gold, 
control had been taxed to the utmost by an ex- j All at once, he started forward; took both her 
planation that had destroyed all hopes of the mar- j hands with a grasp that would have pained her 
riage he had accepted with so much satisfaction in | at another time, and drew her into the full 
the morning. It was not Constance, it seemed: i radiance of the chandelier. 
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“ Does this mean that you love me—have ever 
loved me?” he said, with passionate violence; 
and the girl felt that he was trembling from head 
to foot. “ It is too late, too late; but tell me— 
» a your soul tell me—if it is true.” 

“ Too late ?” repeated Constance, struggling to 
draw her hands away. “ What—what can you 
mean ?” 

“ This, only this: I have loved you, worshiped 
you, with all my soul—all the strength of my 
being. Stop, stop ; do not tighten your clasp on 
my hands—do not lift your eyes to mine with 
that heavenly light in them. Lost spirits may 
see such encouragement in the angels that look 
down on them from heaven, and know what tor¬ 
ment despair can be. I have loved you—I do lore 
you; but have forfeited all right to tell you so.” 

Constance uttered a cry so full of anguish that, 
for a moment, it silenced him; but only for a 
moment. 

“ Half an hour ago—only half an hour ago—I 
came here to get your father’s sanction to my 
marriage with another woman. He has refused 
it. What then? I am not the less bound. 
Fathers do not hold the hearts of their children, 
or the honor of men, as property. Constance, 
Constance, forgive me. h&te me if you must; but 
when I came here to-night, I was the affianced 
husband of the young Indian girl we first met in 
this room.” 

Constance broke away from him wildly, 
passionately, dropped into a choir, and covered 
her face with both hands. 

“ What, her—her?” 

“ Yes, I am speaking of her.” 

“ And you love her?” 

Constance asked this question with a shudder. 

“Have I not said—God forgive me — that I 
love you?” 

“Me—me? Only me?” 

“ You, only you, on the face of the earth.” 

A faint moan broke from the girl: she seemed 
to be strangling; and lifting both hands with an 
effort to force back the pain rising to her throat, 
crushed the roses on her bosom. 

“ And yet you must marry her?” 

Constance lifted her blue eyes to his, with a 
look of appeal that held terrible temptation to 
the man who loved her. 

“ I have pledged my honor. She is a grand 
noble creature, worthy of a better man—-of—” 

Constance held up her hands. The pride of 
'icr old nature was rising. She could not bear 
this praise, moderate as it was. 

“Tell me, tell me, how this happened. Was 
it my pride—my poor girlish pride—that drove 
you to it?” 


I YouDg hesitated. 

I “ I see—I see it was.” 

j “ No, I was uncertain. I lacked the courage 
i to ask for the love I would have died for.” 

| Again Constance uttered a faint moftn. 

I “ And I feared so much that you should think 
; me forward, and ready to give my love unsought,” 
| she said. “ That scrap of poetry, you remember: 
\ there was nothing in it—no praise that one man 
i might not bestow on another; but I feared—I 
j thought you might judge differently, and took so 
■ much pains to conceal it. If you approached 
j me with attentions, it seemed as if I had chal- 
j lenged them.” 

j Young pressed one hand to his bosom, where 
j that scrap of poetry was lying. How it had 
i misled him ! By what witchcraft had Washanee 
| learned to imitate the writing so perfectly? He 
: made no answer to this ; but, throwing aside all 
\ allegiance to another for the moment, bent over 
j the girl, and almost touched the roses in her hair 
5 with his lips. She felt them stir under his 
j breath, and started up, exclaiming: 
j “No, no. You have said the truth. It it too 
{ late. But tell me : tell me: have you ever really 
{ loved her?” 

! Young hesitated. There seemed something 
| disloyal to the devotion that had been so frankly 
5 bestowed on him, in denying all interest in 
> Washanee; so he answered, with some evasion: 
} “ I might have done so, had there been any- 

\ thing left in my heart to give.” 

“ Does she love you? But I do not ask that 
I do not want to know. We must talk of this 
no longer; never speak of it again. The en- 
) gagement to which your good faith is bound 
;■ must be accomplished, though it kill us both. 
; Beal love never yet lured a man or woman to 
| dishonor. To-night you and I must part forever 
^ and ever.” 

| Her eyes were full of tears. The hand which 
i she held out to him trembled. 

He looked down upon her with the sad, tender 
i longing of a man fated to render up everything 
i that was dear to him in life. Reaching forth 
j his arms, he drew her to his bosom, holding 
j back the very breath in his body, that she might 
| not know of the rfngwiah with which he gave her 
j up. He was about to put her gently away, when 
| she threw her arms around his neck, and while 
j sobs were breaking over her lips, gave him the 
j kiss he had not dared to offer her. 

I They parted, and were turning from each 
other, when Constance drew back and uttered 
a sudden cry. 

Young followed the direction of her eyes, bent 
) in wild fascination on the open window which 
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looked into the garden. But he saw nothing I Noiselessly as she had entered the room, Waslr 
boyond the blackness of the night. j anee left it, and stole out again, down the stairs, 

“ What—what is it that frightens you?” he i across the garden, up to the window where she 
questioned. { had been maddened by the sight of her betrothed 

“ I don’t know—I cannot tell; but something \ husband with the arms of another woman about 
like a faint blaze of lightning seemed to flash i his neck, and had heard the bitter, bitter truth, 
across the window there, and—and I thought \ that he loved that beautiful white creature, 
there was a face.” j The drawing-room seemed empty now, but was 

“ It # must have been light reflected from the \ lighted up as Young had left it. With the swift 
chandelier, and perhaps the vine-leaves stirring J spring of a tiger-cat, the young savage—for that 
in the wind,” said Young, who had gone to the j minute she was nothing else—leaped through 
window, and was leaning out. “ Certainly, there the window, and stood in the midst of the room, 
is nothing here.” j Constance, who lay wretched and almost help- 

Notwithstanding these assurances, the young c less on the broad window-seat, hearing a strange 
man remained some minutes at the window, j noise, leaned forward, and, drawing the curtain 
peering anxiously among the shadows; but \ back from her retreat, saw the sinister poise of 
there was more wind stirring than usual, and \ that savage form; the fierce dark head crowned 
the constantly shifting foliage baffled his search. \ with jewels that glowod like fire, as imagination 
'When he looked back into the room, Constance crowns spirits of evil; and those black burning 
was nowhere to be seen. She had lost all j eyes, that fell upon her like the flash of a 
strength to continue that painful farewell ; and j stiletto. 

exhausted with overstrained feeling, found her Swift as thought, and fierce as a tiger’s leap, 
way to the curtained recess, and fell helpless Waslianee rushed at her prey, snatched the roses, 
upon the cushions, where she lay in the shadows, already crushed, from her bosom, and tore at the 
faint and almost unconscious, while he left the robe, searching for the heart, to strike it. 
room, and went wearily into the street. That sweet young face, flushed with weeping; 

- those blue eyes, widened with terror; the whole 

CHAPTER XXXIII. form shrinking and quivering under that savage 

Constance Noel was not deceived. A dark grasp, might have softened a heart of stone to 
face had looked in at the window: a stormy, mercy. They did stay the uplifted poniard for a 
wild face: that of a savage waiting for an enemy moment, but only for a moment. The gleam of 
behind some tree in a deep wilderpess. There her eyes was like the flicker of the steel in her 
had been a lightning flash, reflecting back a hand. 

gleam from the chandelier, which struck the J “He loves you. I heard it. You offered him 

jewels on Washance’s head as she turned to j kisses. I saw it. Oh, if you had a thousand 

creep stealthily away, in obedience to a cruel lives, I should want them all, one by one— 
Instinct of secrecy: the worst trait of a race J one by one! Coward, you tremble; you are 
which intensifies rage into the silence of revenge < quivering all over with fear. We Indians, that 
more terrible still. white men love only to throw away, never have 

With clenched teeth and burning eyes, this that. Why, the torture of it must be sweeter 
enraged girl crept like a panther through the j; than killing. Seeing that you have but one life, 
thick shrubbery of the garden; through the ;> why should we end it so soon ? Aha! You 
gate she had left open, and into the room where would like to creep out of reach, to call for help, 
her grandfather lay on his fur rug, with the red- and make me strike at once; but that would not 
lined cloak gathered over him. be enough.” 

The noise of a kitten at play could not have Constance could not speak. Terror had driven 
been lighter than this Indian girl’s tread across every drop of blood from her face. Cold chills 
the floor. She cast one glance at the old rtian, to \ ran over her. She closed her eyes, with a low 
make sure that he was sleeping, crept up to the shuddering moan, inexpressibly pitiful. 

Mexican chest, which was still unlocked, and j “ You love him ?” 

kneeling before it, lifted the heavy lid with all \ Constance opened her eyes, and a single word 

the strength of her two arms. For awhile, she came from her white lips: 

groped among its contents in the dark, and at j “ Yes!” 

length drew a small poniard from its sheath of “ And he loves you ?” 

gold-incrusted steel. Holding the blade between j Constance felt the vengeance burning in those 
her teeth, she cautiously let down the lid of the eyes, and knew that the steel was vibrating over 
chest with both hands, os she had lifted it. \ her heart. 
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“ Yes, he loves me, even as I love him,” she j there so early in the morning, with a face so 
said, folding both hands over her bosom. “ Kill pale, partly arose in his surprise, 
me for that, and you will have murdered your \ “Yes, Washanee, I am awake; but what has 
own sister.” happened?” 

One moment of dead silence. Then came the j “ This, grandsire, nothing more : I want to go 
sound of a dropping poniard, that pierced the j home—back to our own country—to live among 
carpet and buried its sharp point in the floor, j our own people—to live and die there.” 
Constance shuddered in all her limbs. It seemed >/ A faint flush of joy lighted the old man’s face, 
ns if the blade quivering in the floor had taken j The hands which he held out shook, 
her life. She could not breathe, but lay. with \ “ Washanee!” 

wide-open eyes, watching the window through \ “Grandsire, I have seen my sister. She is 

which Washanee had departed—slowly, and 5 fair, she is good. It is not me whom the young 
with a vague wavering step, as if disabled by j white chief loves, but her.” 
some sudden wound. The old man gazed on Washanee in resentful 

Across the garden went the Indian girl, hold- > astonishment, 
ing out both hands, and groping her way like a ; “I heard him tell her so last night,” she went 
blind person. Going up the stairs, she stopped, ion. “You must not frown so, grnndsire. He 
breathing heavily, and supported herself against ' could not help it: he did not wish to tell her; 
the wall during some moments before she entered \ but gives love to her, and honor for me. lie is 
her own room. Once there, she threw herself I hiding the secret in his own breast, and thinks 

down to the floor, and gave way to the conflict j neither you nor I will ever know it. This very 

that follows a storm of passionate rage, baffled \ day you will tell him that I heard all he said 
and broken by one of those noble counter-cur- ; last night; that the granddaughter of Washaning 
rents that sometimes sweep through a human does not accept a white man’s honor in place of 
soul for its own salvation. This battle of two j love: and that we are going away forever. That 
contending natures opposing each other in one J is all, grandsire. Only, if you would leave that 
existence raged in the heart of that wild Indian j behind for him and her, when they are married.” 
girl all night long. The savagery of the wilder- j Washanee pointed to the Mexican chest. But 
ness, the education and blood of a civilized race, ' the old chief shook his head, 
struggled for mastery, with a persistence that j “ It will build houses, clear farms, endow 

threatened her reason, if not her life. {schools for our people, Washanee: the people 

Sometimes, for hours, she lay prone upon the j who will hail you back as their queen. When 
floor, motionless from exhausted passion—almost , I take you*to them, that must go with us. But 
merciful in her weakness. Then, stung with j if you wish, a portion of it shall be yours to 
renewed thirst for vengeance, she would lift her ! give.” 

head, gather up her limbs, and prowl around the > Washanee sighed heavily. The old man 

room like a panther caged. Still, some powers of ■ observed it, and grew anxious. 

reason followed these outbursts; and with them, j “My child, are you beginning to relent? 

growing stronger and stronger with each return, ;> Have you thought of this sufficiently for a 

came a glow of affection even for the fair young > determination?” 

sister she had been ready to kill. j “ Oh, yes, I am determined.” 

At last, calmed by God’s merciful limitation of i “ Washanee, I did not think that anything 

mental suffering, the morning found her sitting ? could make me happy again.” 
on that couch of furs, with the Mexican blanket \ The girl turned her dark sorrow-laden eyes 
gathered about her, and that storm-beaten head j upon him, wondering in her heart that anyone 
bent down upon her knees in almost peaceful j in this world could be happy, 
weariness. When she lifted her face, the calm J “You are sad now; but once among our own 

of some noble resolution lay upon it: a grand > people, you will forget all that you leave here, 
sublime calm, such as conquered evil can only < You will see others worthy of love—” 
give to the human countenance. Washanee arose suddenly, interrupting him. 

She rose slowly from her couch : slowly one by I “Grandsire, do you think I am all white?” 
one she took the opals from her disordered hair she said, passing out of the room proudly, as if 
and dress ; slowly, entering her grandfather’s \ his words had conveyed an insult, 
room, she seated herself down by his couch,? Three days after this night of stormy passion, a 
and pulled at his cloak. j group of Indians, composing the whole Cherokea 

“ Grandsire, are you awake?” Commission, entered the station from which a 

The old man opened his eyes, and seeing her i westward train was ready to start. They moved 
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on through the crowd and entered a car, filling j The little studio on the second story had been 
it. with the bright color of their savage costumes .! appropriated—much against the will of every 
as they filed in, one by one, like braves stealing ’ person concerned except General Noel himself— 
along a forest-path. All of them were grave and * into that vulgar means of display : a room for 
silent, some sullenly resentful from a sense of 5 bridal-gifts. Here also was a profusion of 
recent defeat; but no one took his seat until the ; blooming flowers, to which the glow of pre- 
old chief appeared with Washanee by his side, < cious metals, the flash of gems, the gossamer 
clad in her original Indian costume, and walk- | of costly laces and gorgeous embroideries, formed 
ing sedately through the crowd that drew back } a combination inexpressibly delightful, to a 
from her path, which she trod like some forest \ portion of the crowd, gifted with more curiosity 
animal lately wounded. There scarcely seemed l than refinement. But there was one thing so 
to be a drop of white blood in her veins. To the strangely curious that most persons paused to 
lookers-on she was all Indian. j examine it, yet came away with unsatisfied 

Washanee took her seat by the old chief, who j curiosity. It was, in fact, a coffer of moderate 
observed that she never once lifted her eyes \ size, made of some dark precious wood, delicately 
toward the Capitol, though the windows of the ; veined with ivory, and mounted in silver, which 
Senate chamber were in full sight ; but when j time alone had oxydized. 

the train started, she turned them upon him with j No one had ventured to touch this singular 
a faint sad smile, as if she sought to assure him » box, which was, in fact, only a miniature copy 
of her firm resolve, and holding out her hand, of the Mexican chest which had held the treas- 
pressed his, under his robe. j ures of Washaning while at his lodgings in 

Some three months after the departure of the j Washington; but two women, of coarser mould 
Cherokee Commission, there was a complimentary j than the rest, came in just as the last guests were 
adjournment of the Senate, and an abandonment ] withdrawing. They had received no invitation, 
of the seats in the House usually occupied by j but made up their minds to consider that as an 
its most conspicuous members, including the < accident; and managing to evade a direct presen- 
Spoaker; for that day, Huestice Young, the j tation, mingled with the crowd, until that left 
junior member of the Senate, was to be mar- them rummaging among the wedding-presents, 
riel to General Noel’s daughter, Constance, the {At length they pounced upon this antique box. 
brightest belle of Washington society. j “Look here—do look here, little Camp ! Who 

A burst of music hushed the whispers, smiles, j could have sent this funny old concern? They 
and silken rustle of garments, that filled the l might, at any rate, have scoured it up a trifle, 
chinch like the hum of bees and the flutter ; Let’s see what it holds.” 

of gay-winged butterflies in a garden; and.a j t Airs, Janson Forbes made a snatch at the curi- 
cloud of gossamer lace, gleaming satin, and | ously-linked chain attached to the box, which 
orange-blossoms, through which one veiled face $ ended in a small key. Twisting this into the 
was seen, with all the lovely pallor of a white > lock, she flung the box open, and raising both 
roic in the mist, and on all those wondering eyes | hands, almost, shouted out her astonishment: 
wore turned, which fh’ifted up the aisle and j “ Moses, Aaron, and all the rest of’em ! Only 

gathered around the altar. } look here, little Camp. Are they real—are they 

Then the silence was broken by a fall solemn { the genuine thing? Just let me hold ’em under 
voice reading the marriage service. With S the light.” 

another burst of music, the crowd broke up;} Mrs. Camp bent over the box, and feasted her 
surged into the street; and half an hour after, \ greedy eyes on its contents, 
drifted into the Noel mansion, now turned into a j “As sure as you live, Janson Forbes, they are 
magnificent bower of blossoming plants; for \ real opals and rubies. The others—dear me, 
the public green-houses and President’s con- j how large they are—the others are emeralds.” 
servatories had all contributed their best. \ “ Two full sets, all mounted in gold,” ex- 

The florists had embanked the window-seats ] claimed Mrs. Forbes, burning with envy, 
with bloom, embroidered the curtains with borders >“ They’re a bribe for Young. They can’t be 
of living flowers, and turned the broad window, S anything else—a bribe from some railroad king, 

where Constance had so nearly met her death, : Who can it be? Where is the ring—Camp, as 

into a bower of snow-white and creamy blossoms \ sure as you live, there is something underhanded 
tint filled the whole house with delicious fra- \ going on, and they are leaving us out in the 
grance. This marvelous arrangement of flowers ) cold.” 

extended into the hall, and ran up the stair- “Here is a paper,” said Mrs. Camp, turning 
cases in a tangled wreath of plants to the roof. I white with distrust, and taking a paper from the 
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box, which she read, while Mrs. Forbes gathered 
its contents over her shoulder, crying out, 
eagerly: 

“Just as I said all the while. Those two 
Senators sold us out on that treaty. Here it is 
in black and white: an order on the United States 
Mint for thousands and thousands in gold, and ; 
signed by that copper-colored old scoundrel— ; 
Washaning. That's Young’s price. The jewels | 
are for the bride—old Noel’s daughter—how deli- < 
cate. That is to pay the old fox for shirking us.” 

“ Hush ! Set down the box. Someone is < 
coming!” < 

The women looked around anxiously. They ? 
were close by the door of an inner chamber, and < 
the steps sounded from the hail. Mrs. Camp had \ 
no time to put the box back in its place, so she \ 
opened the door, darted into the next room, \ 
pushed it, open as it was, on a table, and fled back \ 
into the studio again, breathless with fear. As } 
she stood holding both hands to her heart, a \ 
door, leading to the room she had just left, f 
opened, and someone went in. \ 

“ Now !” she said. “ Now is our time, Forbes,” \ 
and the two glided out of the room, and from j 
the house. | 

The person who had entered that chamber was ■ 
^, Constance Young, the bride of a few hours. She | 
had hurried up from the few guests that re- ; 
mained, to change her bridal robes for a l 


traveling-dress; but the first object she saw 
upon her dressing-table was that open box with 
the jewels crowded hastily into it, and among 
them the crushed paper. She had seen those 
opals on that awful night when they seemed to 
crown a demon, and was afraid to touch them; 
now they fascinated while they frightened her. 
She cautiously drew forth the paper, which had 
been crushed in Mrs. Camp’s hand. The light 
reflected from the box daxsled her, and she could 
not make out the meaning; Dui in disturbing 
that, she discovered another paper, folded, 
sealed, and directed to herself. She opened it, 
read a few words, and fell upon her knees by 
the table, with both hands pressed down upon 
her sister’s letter, weeping bitterly. 

A light knock at the door, and a low, happy 
voice was heard calling out: 

“ The carriage is waiting, Constance. Are you 
ready?” 

Constance came to the door, her eyes still full 
of tears, and drew her husband in, and giving 
him Washanee’s letter, said, brokenly: 

“ She is a grander woman than I shall ever 
be. Oh ! is she not ?” 

When this newly-married pair came out of 
the room, Young was looking very grave and 
strangely sad, while heavy tears still trembled 
in the eyes of his bride. 

[the bed.] 


THE WATER DEMON. 


BY CATHARINE ALLAN. 


The water beckons mtovtpd Smiles, 

And nods, and laughs so gay. 

It woos me with a thousand wiles, 
And whispers: “ (’ome away." 

I turn to go. But soft it colls: 

“ A moment only stay. 

1 know such cooling waterfalls, 

Iu hidden woods away ” 


And then I see its arms of snow 
Wind up from out the spray; 

They weave, they twine, they clasp me 
I tear myself away. 

Oh I mother dear, come hoVl mo fast. 

Oh ! sisters, for me pray; 

Or else the water at the last 
Will have its wicked vsmj. 


PAIN. 


BY FANNY D1IICOU. 


Pain came at nightfall, and she staid till morn. 

Her brow was heavy, and her eyos were wet 
And resolute. Her tender lips were set. 

She came and had no word, hut was forlorn: 

This child of earth—earth’s loveless earliest born. 
Along her patli no wistful violet: 

Tile winds were out with sighing moan and fret— 
Her drooping form s]>ako man’s embittered scorn. 


And still she crossed the threshold at the fall 
Of night, and staid until the dawn’s red rose 
Bloomed in the East; then at the blithe gay call 
Of larks uprising, swift she went away; 

But left behind her, odorous as the May, 

A hosting pence, that from her sombre clothes 
Fell like a star, and brought eternal day. 
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“Or course I know what you will say. ‘A 
ghost! Nonsense! Out of fashion! A mere 
optical delusion! Too much mince-pie.’ But 
it was nothing of the kind. It was a bona-fide 
ghost. I am not the kind of woman to imagine 
anything. Let me tell you about it.” 

The speaker was a middle-aged, comfortable- 
looking woman, with a placid sensible face, 
whom we 411 knew as Aunt Sally. She was 
dressed in a plain stuff dress, with a snowy 
kerchief crossed on her capacious bosom, and 
large gold spectacles astride of her nose. She 
certainly looked unlikely to imagine anything. 

“ Von remember,” resumed Aunt Sally, “that 
I was in Europe when your Cousin Tom was 
married. Luckily, perhaps, for I was like an 
old fool, dreadfhlly opposed to the union. For 
I had wanted Tom to make a grand marriage. 
Sue’s grandfather, you know, had disinherited 
her, for no fault of her own, but because he dis¬ 
liked her mother: and she really had nothing, 
except the old house where her grandfather 
lived, and which was left to her by her grand¬ 
mother. It was said, that at the last the old 
man repented, and muttered something inarticu¬ 
lately, of which the bystanders could only make 
out the word “will,” looking hopelessly at Sue os 
he spoke. From this it was imagined that he 
wished to make a new will. But the moment, 
after, he lost consciousness, and never recovered 
it agAin. After the fhneral, a will was found, 
but it left his immense fortune to found a hos¬ 
pital ; and so she was comparatively penniless. 

“Tom had always been my favorite nephew, 
and he wrote me such appealing letters, after his 
marriage, that my disappointment and wrath had 
time to cool before I returned to America. I 
began to reflect that, after all, love was better 
than money, and that, if Sue was half what Tom 
described her, she was a greater prise without a 
penny than if she had millions. So I agreed to \ 
go to Tom’s house first, on my arrival in New 
York, and make the acquaintance of Sue; and 
when we steamed into the dock, there was Tom, 
sure enough, waiting for me. 

“ As we drove up Broadway, I naturally asked 
how Sue was. Tom replied that she was very 
well, only her spirits were Variable. ‘She has 
taken the most violent dislike to her house, into 
which we moved, you know, ifter our marriage/ 
Yol LXXXII.—38. 


J he said. 1 We went there because it was our 
own, and the old family mansion; for her grand¬ 
mother and grandfather had lived there all their 
lives.’ He went on to say that the queerest part 
of it all was, that as long as Sue was out of the 
house, she was her old self; but the instant that 
her foot crossed the threshold, something seemed 
to come over her. * Upon my word, Aunt Sally/ 
said he, his jolly face full of discomfort, ‘one 
would think the child expected to see a ghost. 
I don’t know what possesses her. Bless her 
little heart! You should see her watch a door 
open. I firmly believe that she expects to see 
old Van-Wyke himself walk in.’ Here he gave 
an uneasy laugh. 

“ By this time we had reached the house. You 
all know it: a great square double-house, built 
of brick: one of the finest of the old aristocratic 
mansions of the last century. Someone bad 
evidently been watching for us; for as we as¬ 
cended the steps, the heavy door opened quickly, 
and before I could see who it was, I felt a pair of 
soft arms around my neck, and a sweet voice 
said: ‘You are Aunt Sally—aren’t you? I 
love you already. But how late you are.’ 

“ As soon as I could, I looked at the speaker. 
Such a pretty, pathetic little face, with wistful 
gray eyes, and soft wavy hair. She seemed as if 
a rough wind would blow her away, so small and 
so fragile was she; and yet she hardly appeared 
delicate. * How pale she is/ I thought. At that 
moment she turned to welcome Tom. The bright 
color rushed to her cheeks, and she looked like 
a little wild-rose, as she stood there blushing. 

“ Of course we went directly upstairs. As we 
passed through the square old-fashioned hall, 
hung with Aided tapestry and family portraits, 
and so on to the carved oak staircase at the 
extreme end, I, like Tom, was filled with wonder 
at his wife’s unaccountable dislike to this pic¬ 
turesque old house, which was to me perfectly 
charming. Every nook And corner seemed to be 
filled with quaint old pieces of mahogany cabi¬ 
net ware, ornamented with strange heads, half 
animal, half human, in massive burnished brass. 

“ When we reached the hall above, Tom threw 
open a door, with ‘ Here’s your room, Aunt 
Sally: Sue’s been getting ready for you for the 
last month: so prepare for something gorgeous.’ 
But, looking in that direction, my attention was 

(473) 
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caught by a piece of furniture which was abso¬ 
lutely startling, at least in the dusky light. It 
was of some dark Eastern wood, carved in the 
most fantastic fashion, and represented a human 
figure, crouching on its knees as if about to 
spring. The face wore an expression of agony 
that it is impossible to describe. But the eyes! 
Oh, they were terrible. The sculptor, with hor¬ 
rible ingenuity, had hit upon the device of in¬ 
serting strange opal-tinted stones into the empty 
wooden sockets, and the result was fearful; for 
in the soft fading twilight, these eyes seemed to 
pursue you, to dilate and change as you looked 
at them. In one hand, the figure held a mask 
of brass; in the other, an elaborately wrought 
coffer of the same metal, and this coffer had a 
heavy pendant lock of curiouB workmanship. 

“ I was so absorbed, in gazing upon this 
strange weird thing, that I absolutely started as 
I beard Tom say: ‘That is Sue’s fetich, Aunt 
Sally. I really believe, that every morning, as 
soon as I’m off to the office, she offers up human 
sacrifices to its dusky majesty.’ ‘ Nonsense, 
Tom,’ broke in Sue, with strange vehemence. 

‘ You know I hate the thing.’ And passed on, 
we following, into my chamber, which, with its 
bright chintz fiirniture and blazing fire on the 
hearth, seemed of itself to welcome me. 

41 Tom deposited my wraps and traveling-bag 
on a chair, and then took himself off, leaving 
Sue and me to make each other’s acquaintance. 
With me, it was a case of ‘love at first sight.’ 
After an hour’s chat in the dim twilight, our 
acquaintance had progressed wonderfully; so 
wonderfully that I made up my mind to ask her 
as to her real reasons for disliking her grand¬ 
mother’s house. So I began: ‘Tom says you 
don’t like your house? How is it, dear?’ 

“Sue started. Her whole face worked ner¬ 
vously. ‘ Like it?* she said, her voice trembling 
piteously. ‘ If you only knew.’ She broke off 
passionately. 4 Knew what, dear?’ I said, gently 
putting my arms around her, and looking down 
-at the pretty pale face. ‘Nothing,* she said, 
with an effort, disengaging herself resolutely. 

* Don’t pay attention to anything I say, Aunt 
Sally. You know, I’ve been ill; and I’m not a 
'bit myself yet.* Then, with a quick return to 
her usual manner, she added: ‘It’s time to 
dress for dinner. Can I do anything for you 
. before I go ?* 

“ I thanked her, and she went. 

“The opportunity was gone. What had the 
^dhild tried to tell me? I couldn’t forget her 
taee, as she looked up to me: that piteous ex- 
^pretfeion, as if begging for assistance. 

■ “.Guided by the sound of voices, I found, when 


I had dressed, the snug little dining-room, and 
interrupted a very pretty little tableau. Tom was 
in the very act of kissing his pretty wife, who, 
stretched on tiptoe, looked very much as if she 
liked it. They both started a foot apart, blushing 
guiltily, when they saw me. 

“ Dinner was served immediately. We were a 
happy little party. Sue was in the highest 
spirits. Her cheeks fairly blazed with color, 
and her eyes were bright as stars. She greeted 
all Tom’s absurd speeches with the merriest 
laughter. I sat looking tot their bright yonng 
faces, and the pretty room filled with dainty 
knick-knacks; and then, with my usual ill-luck, 
I said just the wrong thing: ‘I can hardly 
believe this room to be in this house,’ I said. 
‘It’s so modern in its character; the rest be¬ 
longs to the dead centuries.’ 

“ It was as if I’d been an enchanter, and had 
waved my wand and commanded mirth to vanish. 
Sue made no reply, but looked gravely down at 
her plate. Tom, seeing my dismay, gave a 
hearty laugh, and said : 4 Aunt Sally, I really 
think this child is afraid of all this old stuff. 
And yet she keeps it, because it’s been for ages 
in the Van-Wyke family: in fact, I believe it’s 
part of their religion. Seriously, Sue promised 
her grandmother always to keep it. You should 
see her pass the gentleman just outside your 
door, in the hall above. Upon my soul, I believe 
she expects him to grab her.’ 

“ This sally of Tom’s was followed by silence. 
Not hearing the merry laugh and quick denial 
from Sue that I had expected, I looked, up to find 
to my dismay that her eyes were brimming over 
with tears. Tom saw it, too; but making a quick 
sign to me not to speak, he rattled on with some 
absurd nonsense. 

“ After dinner, we sat talking until the clock 
Btruck eleven. Tom now rose, and left the Toom; 
and presently we heard him, it seemed to me 
everywhere, locking and bolting, barring and 
closing. As I said to Sue, I felt as though I 
were in a Bnstile. Then I added, thoughtlessly: 
‘Do you stuff the key-holes, too?’ ‘No,’ said 
Sue, * I wish we did.’ A quick change passed 
over her face. ‘Aunt Sally, I must tell—’ 

“ What she was going to say I don’t know, for 
in came Tom at that instant, with ‘ Now to bed 
—to bed! I’m becoming anxious about my 
beauty sleep.’ Laughing immoderately at his 
nonsense, we hurried upstairs. At my door, we 
all paused for one more 4 good-night.’ As I 
closed the . door, I saw Sue grasp her husband's 
arm tightly as she passed the awftil figure. 
Smiling to myself at the child’s foolishness, I 
commenced my preparations for ths night. 
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Thoroughly tired out by the day’s excitement, 
I longed for a good night’s rest. The last thing 
I did was to bolt and lock the door, as usual. 

44 Suddenly I awoke. I must have slept for 
some time; two or three hours, say, to judge 
from the appearance of the fire, which was now 
smouldering in the grate. I awoke, too, with 
the consciousness that there was something in 
the room. No one, who has not experienced the 
feeling, knows what it is; the horror, the igno¬ 
rance : anything better than the suspense. 

44 Half asleep, I Raised myself on one elbow, 
and looked oareftiUy around the room. I could 
see nothing, though occasional gleams from the 
dying fire lighted it up after a fashion. Satisfied, 
I sank back on my pillow. 4 Stuff and nonsense,’ 
I said, impatiently. 4 1 must have had a bad 
dream,’ and settled myself comfortably. But it 
was of no use. I could not sleep. My eyes re¬ 
mained resolutely wide open. 

44 1 had been lying motionless for about ten 
minutes, I should say, when I heard—what? I 
couldn’t call it a noise. It was more like the 
sound a cat makes on a well-carpeted floor, or as 
if something invisible were creeping toward me, 
from the further end of the room. 

44 Thoroughly awake now, I sat erect. Strange 
to say, the idea of anything supernatural never 
occurred to me. My only thought was that there 
was something shut up in the room with me. 
The fireplace faced the door. So, whatever light 
there was, shone directly upon it; and I could 
see distinctly the lock with the key in it, and the 
door-handle. 

44 But now, the thing, whatever it is, is coming 
towards me. The dull soft sound—thud, thud— 
grows louder and louder. Then, for the first 
time, it comes over me, that whatever it is, it is 
not alive: it is not flesh and blood. Nearer and 
nearer I hear it approach, until it is at my bed¬ 
side. Yet still I can see nothing. Then some¬ 
thing grasps the coverlid, gently and cautiously. 
Filled with wild ungovernable fear, I lose all 
control of myself, and give one piercing scream. 
Then I sink back on my pillows, more dead than 
alive, shuddering, and hiding my face. 

44 After that there is a dead, awful silence. I 
hear my heart beating, with a noise that seems 
to me almost deafening. Then a door opens and 
shuts. And then, blessed relief, I hear Tom at 
my door, calling me, and asking what has hap¬ 
pened. But I cannot speak. My tongue seems 
glued to the roof of my mouth. I try to summon 
courage enough to tnake a wild dash to the door, 
but cannot; for I must pass it, whatever it is, 
and what if it should spring towards me? Yet 
to stny in the room with it is impossible. I should 


certainly go mad. Desperately I measure the 
distance to the door. 

44 Instantly the sound recommences—creep— 
creep—but this time not towards me, but in 
the direction of the door. Then I saw, as dis¬ 
tinctly as I see you, now, girls, a hand: the 
hand of an old person, with the skin yellow and 
wrinkled. The hand is advanced and laid on the 
key. Slowly I hear it turn in the lock. Then 
it grasped the door-handle, and the door opened. 

44 All was quiet for an instant. Then came a 
piercing scream, and a muttered 4 Great heavens ’ 
from Tom. 

44 Aroused at last, I rushed to the doqr. There 
stood Tom, white as death,'supporting Sue, who 
was half fainting in his arms; and both staring 
fixedly at—what? I turned and followed the 
direction of their eyes; and saw, standing by 
the side of the weird grotesque carving, the 
figure of an old man, bent and doubled with age. 
Motionless, for some seconds, it stood there; and 
then, as if looking for something, stooped and 
unlocked the coffer, which I have described as 
being held in the right hand of the idol. 

• 44 1 felt as though it all must be some horrible 
nightmare. But I heard Tom breathe low and 
hard. I saw Sue tremble from head to foot. 

44 At last, with a satisfied nod, the figure rose, 
turned, and slowly mode its way along the corri¬ 
dor. It reached the staircase. With one hand— 1 
that hand, how well I recognized it—it grasped the 
carved balustrade, and began to descend the stairs. 

I see every detail now, as clearly a8 though it 
were still before me. The old figured dressing- 
gown fluttering out behind; the slippers creased 
and a little down at the heel; as for the face, it 
could not be seen. As the apparition reached the 
last turn in the staircase, it paused, and slowly 
raising its arms, but never turning, made what 
seemed to be a gesture of farewell, and vanished. 

44 We all stood motionless. Then Sue grasped 
my arms, and looked wildly in my face. 4 Thank 
God,’ she cried, 4 that you both saw it, and can’t 
doubt my word now. It has saved me from 
going mad. If you only knew what torture—-’ 
As she spoke, she tottered, and but for Tern, 
would have fallen, insensible, to the floor. 

44 What, a night that was! Sue went from one 
fainting fit to another. But in the intervals, the 
child’s feeling seemed to be that of thankfulness; 
for she confessed, now, that twice before she had 
seen this same ghostly hand, and had immedi¬ 
ately supposed it to be a premonitory symptom 
of insanity. All alone, she had battled with the 
awful fear, until it was a wonder that under the 
pressure her mind had not deserted her, as six 
had feared it would. 
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“Tom, little knowing the agonies his poori 
wife was suffering, was conscious that there was*> 
something wrong, some mystery, that was taking * 
all the spring and happiness out of his life; but j 
he never had dreamed it Was so serious, and had \ 
tried, as earlier in that night, to laugh it off.” j 
There was a breathless pause, as Aunt Sally j 
finished her story; and for some minutes we \ 
could absolutely hear the beating of our hearts. > 
At last one of us ventured to ask: > 

“ But what was in the box ?” j 

“ A will. A will, in the handwriting of Sue’s j 
grandfather, revoking his former will and be- \ 
queathing everything to Sue. The will was> 


dated the very day the old man had the stroke 
of which he died. It was to tell where he had 
put the will that he struggled so hard, doubtless, 
to Bpeak, when he fbund himself dying. Poor 
old soul, how he must have suffered 1 Suffered 
so terribly, perhaps, that he broke the prison-bars 
of the grave, and came back to earth, in order to 
tell his secret.” 

“ Has the hand ever been seen since?” 

“ No.” 

We could say nothing. Who oould? What 
explanation had we, or tfas anyone? Truly, 
there are more things in heaven and earth than 
are dreamt of in our philosophy. 


OFF CAPE ANN. 


BT OH A ELKS 


Aix through the rammer night we sailed 
Beneath the silent skies. 

And saw A returns ah it paled, 

And Aldebaran rise. 

Befpre him went the Pleiades; 

Behind him, star on star, 

A glitt’rlng train, till all the seas 
Flashed back their lights afar. 

Great Sirius; Orion bold: 

Whole constellations vast. 

They grew and brightened: worlds untold. 
Like armies marching past. 

The late moon rose, and moved a queen 
Amid this dazzling throng; 

Yet scarcely seemed to dim its sheen— 

And still we swept along. 

Boon's sea-girt beacon sank away; 

The Isles of Shoals slipped by; 


J. PETERSON. 


And swift a-lee fled shad’wy bay, 

And ghostly headland high. 

The twin lights np on Thacher’s Isle 
Shone out ahead, abeam. 

Then far astern ; and all the while 
We raced as in a dream. 

The world was not. The stars alone 
Looked on us speeding past. 

Out from some Infinite Unknown 
To one as vague and vast. 

And so, till Aldebaran came, 

High o’er the mast away. 

Wheu lo, the dawn. And all aflame, 
Rushed forth the conq’ring day. 

Oh, night of nights, your stars have paled. 
And dim you come to me. 

As if a night when once I sailed 
Some lost Eternity. 


AT T1 

BT MRS. 

Ws stood in the mystic moonlight. 

Last night* at the garden gate; 

And Kate was watching the moonbeams, 

And I was looking at Kate. 

We talked‘of music, and flowers, 

Of art, and science, and men; 

Till the clock in the oligroy tower 
Struck plainly the hour of ten. 

She turned and started to leave me, 

With only a whispered “ good-night; ” 

But I clasped her white hand closer, 

And I held it firm and tight. 

And said I: “ A moment, Kate.” 

- Said she: “ *Tis getting late.” 

But still she lingered at the gate. 


E GATE. 


A LLIB CRIBS. 

j The mocking-birds’ sweet notes rang out. 
In music wild aud gay; 

And still we lingered at the gate— 

I could not go away. 

The silent Stan kept watch above, 

With laughing nod and peep; 

The dew fell fast in crystal drops, 

And kissed the flowers to sleep. 

I drew her nearer to my side, 

In silent raptured bliss. 

« Ah! Kate," I cried, “ be but my bride." 
And sealed it with a kirn. 

M Bo but my bride, and wed me, Kate.” 
Said die: "Oh, yes. But *tis so late." 
And so we parted at the gate. 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS 


ETC. 


BT SMIL 



No. 1. 


No. 1—Is a walking-costume, of fine lady’s- 
eloth and velvet. It may be made in black, 
brown, dark-green, or navy-blue. Our model 
calls for an olive-brown, with velvet of a darker 


H. MAY. 

shade. The foundation skirt is made of silk, or 
alpaca of the same color; the cloth is too heavy 
for comfort. If made of silk, the kilt-plaited 



No. 2. 


flounce, which is twelve inches deep across the 
front and sides, and nine inches across the back, 
is of silk. If the foundation be of alpaca, the 
flounce must be made of the cloth. The fonjr 

<477, 
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EVERY-DAY DRESSES, GARMENTS, ETC. 



tume. 


straight panels, and the back is looped in \ 
irregular puffs. The cuirass basque is double- l 
breasted, and buttoned with ball buttons. The j 

front is cut in a point, shaping from the side- s ^ 

seams; the back forms a coat-tail. From the [ 

side-seams the basque is finished by a thick j over which is arranged a scarf-drapery, forming 
twisted silk cord and tassels, which tie in front, a tablier front, and ending in large bow and ends 


Ten yards of silk for the skirt and 


tunic opens as far as the head of the flounce in 


front, and is then closed to the waist. A wide ; flounce, four yards of cloth, one and a half 
band of velvet, cut on the bias, edges the tunic yards of velvet for trimming. If the flounce is 


all around. 


The front and sides form long to be made of the cloth, allow an extra yard. 

No. 2—Is a costume suitable for either the 
house or the street. It is a combination of satin 
' or satin de Lyons, and striped moir6 and velvet. 

vOv- \ The skirt bos five narrow knife-plaited ruffles, 


Tight eoAt-sleeves, with'deep cuffs of velvet, and > at the back, sufficiently long and full to makoa 
turnover collar of the same, complete this cos- > graceful drapery at the back. The edge of the 
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tunic is finished with a fringe of jet balls. The 
bodice is of the striped velvet, perfectly plain, 
opening in front from the waist line. The back 


5 or blue would be equally suitable. Fifteen to 
} sixteen yards of satin de Lyons, and three and a 
J half or four yards of striped velvet for the bodice, 
j An old black silk for the foundation will be most 
useful, retrimmed in this manner. 

No. 3.—For a young lady, we give a stylish 
walking-costume, the skirt of which is of a 
•J fine pin-check camel’s-hair, black and white, 
j brown and tan, or any of the fashionable com¬ 
bination checks. A killed skirt, which is 
attached to a deep yoke, over which the dra¬ 
pery is arranged to form paniers, and slightly 
puffed in the back. The jacket is of cloth, to 


No. 5. 

has double box-plaits from the waist line to give } 
the required fullness over the tournure. The ( 
edge of the basque is finished by the same fringe 
of jet; also the cuffs and edge of standing collar. 


No. a. 

The basque is buttoned with small jet ball 
buttons. This costume is intended for black 
velvet and satin, but any dark shade of garnet 


correspond in color; which is braided, and 
fastened in front with cord and frogs. The 
pattern is simple, and the braid used is thick 
mohair braid. Several plain rows finish the 
edge. Such a jacket will be fouud useful to 
wear with any skirt. 

No. 4—Is a pretty and simple pattern for a robe- 
de-charabre or breakfast-wrapper. Our model is 
of self-colored cashmere. The edge of the front, 
collar, cuffs, and pockets are scalloped with silk 
of the same shade. Silk buttons to match. In 
pale-blue, gray, or crimson, a very dressy and 


No. 7. 
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No. 6—Is a costume for a child of four to six 
years, of dark maroon velvet or cloth, with gilt 
buttons. It is double-breasted, with a kilt skirt 
A wide belt of the material, fastened by a buckle, 
is worn at the waist, and kept in place by being 
passed under tiny straps at the side-seams. A 
deep collar and cuffs of chinchilla, beaver, or 
gray squirrel-fur is worn with this costume. In 
the place of fur, the collar and cuffs may be 
made of plush or sealskin-cloth. 

No. 7—Is a paletot, for a little boy of three to 
four years, made of cloth or cashmere. The 
long paletot has a double vandyked edge over a 
kilt-plaited ruffle. These Vandykes are lined 
with silk, and have one row of narrow braid or 
a row of machine-stitching. Two rows of large 
pearl or other fancy buttons down the front, on 
the cuffs, and one on each box-plait which forms 
the back. The box-plaits are sometimes con¬ 
tinued from the neck, sewed flat to ‘the waist 
line, and then let fly for the fullness of the skirt. 
In the latter case, the trimming of points and 
kilting, which we have described, only continue 
across the front and sides. Large turnover 
collar. 

No. 8—Is a pelisse, of white cashmere or 
merino, for a baby in long clothes. It is lined 
throughout with fine white flannel or quilted 
silk, and either braided or embroidered on the 
edge of the pelisse and cape. A deep knotted 
silk fringe finishes the cape, which is tied in 
front with strings of soft white ribbon. 

No. 9—Is a new model for a petticoat, of flan¬ 
becoming nfyligt can be made ; but for real £ nel, for a child of two to four years. The skirt 
use, we would recommend some one of the 
pretty plain or striped flannels, as they 
need no lining, and therefore are more 
pleasant to wear. 

No. 5—Is a dressy bodice for a dinner- 
dress, and may be used with advantage to 
freshen up an old costume. The material 
is of embossed silk and velvet; the trim¬ 
ming is of plush and Chantilly lace. The 
shape of the bodice is given in the illus¬ 
tration, showing how the bands of plush 
are arranged down the front to simulate 
an under-vest. The lace is quite full down 
the front and around the edge of the bodice. 

Elbow sleeves, trimmed to correspond. A 
knotted flot of ribbon is fastened at the 
waist. These bodices are worn either in 
black or colored silks, over a black silk 
skirt. For a young girl, crimson, pale-pink, 
or blue is very pretty and becoming. Four 
yards of silk, three-quarters of a yard of 
plush, eight yards of lace, two yards of 

ribbon for flot at waist, will be required. Ko. 9. 
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has three small tucks, and it is edged with a nice 2 
torchon or Irish guipure lace. The waist is of 
fine long cloth, finished with buttons and button- j 
holes up the back, and a casing for string at the ; 
waist. The latter is almost unnecessary, as little 
ones of this age are now dressed so loosely about i 
the waist. \ 


LADIES' PATTERNS. 

Any style in this number will be sent liy mail on receipt 
of full price for corresponding article in price list below. < 

Patterns will be put together and plainly marked. Patterns t 

designed to order. ( 

Princess Dress: Plain.AO \ 

“ “ with drapery and trimming, .... 1.00 i 

Polonaise,.60 » 

Combination Walking Suita,.1.00 • 

Trimmed Skirts,.AO • 


Watteau Wrapper,.-.AO 

Plain or Gored Wrappen,. M 

Baequea,.AS 

Coats,.AS 

M with rests or skirts cutoff,.AO 

Overskirts,.AS 

Talmas and Dolmans,.AS 

Waterproofs and Circulars,.AS 

Ulsters,.AS 

CHILDREN'S PATTERNS. 

Dresses: Plain, . . .26*Basques and Coats, . . .26 

Combination Suita, . . AS Coats & Vesta or Outskirts .36 

Skirts and Overskirts, . .26 Wrappers,.AS 

Polonaise: Plain, . . . .25,Waterproofs, Circulars 

“ Fancy, . . A5| and Ulsters,.26 

BOYS’ PATTERNS. 

Jackets, . ..25 Wrappers,.26 

Pants,..20 Gents’Shirts, .... AO 

Vests,.,20 “ Wrappers, ... AO 

Ulsters,.301 

In sending orders for Patterns, please send the number 

and month of Magazine, also No. of page or figure or any¬ 
thing definite, and also whether for lady or child. Address, 

Mrs. M. A. Jones, 28 South Eighth Street, Philadelphia. 


A BUNDLE-BAG. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



TTere is a novel design for a work-lmg. The \ the four comers are tied together and stitched 
frame is made of white cardboard of the shape \ to prevent their becoming loose. Articles of 
given in the diagram, the pieces being sewed work are put in the open divisions. For a 
together. Over this a square silk handkerchief j Christmas, New Years, or Birth-Day gift, this 
is tied, just in the manner of tying a bundle; ! would be very nice. 


ARRASEN EMBROIDERY: COLORED PATTERN. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


We arc always seeking, in “ Peterson,” for > 
new styles of embroidery, as well as novelties of 
all other kinds. Our past volumes bear testi- ^ 
mony to this. We were the first, years nnd J 
years ago, to give designs in crewel-work, \ 
feather-work, straw embroidery, moresque braid- j 
ing, etc., etc. We now introduce to our readers, •, 
and to the American public, a new style of fancy- > 
work, called Arrasen Embroidery, giving two $ 
different patterns of it. This we offer as a 1 


Christmas Gift to the countless patrons of 
“Peterson” for 1882. 

Arrasen embroidery may be done on any of the 
materials generally used in other embroidery; 
but it is worked with chenille, in the place of 
crewels or silk. It can bo done cither with or 
without a frame; but by using one, the work is 
more quickly done. A number one chenille 
needle should be chosen, and short needlefuls 
taken. The correct stitch is that known as the 
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PALETOT FOR GIRL. 


stem-stitch, sometimes called the crewel-stitch; 
which consists of a long stitch forward on the 
surface, and a shorter one backward under the 
fabric. A finished appearance will be given to 
the work by placing the embroidery face down¬ 
wards upon a folded flannel, and passing a warm 
iron over the back, which proceeding sets the 
arrasen. Where fine lines are required, it is 
best to use crewel, or gold thread, or embroidery- 
silk. 

As specially suitable for arrasen embroidery, 


the following flowers are to be recommended: 
Clematis, wild-rose and orchids, passion-flowers, 
poppies and wheat, sunflowers, poinsettias, aza¬ 
leas, horse-chestnut in blossom and also in fruit, 
apple-blossoms, liliums, pelargoniums, begonias, 
holly, French marigolds and ferns, autumn 
foliage in rich colorings, daffodils, yellow iris, 
primroses, and snowdrops. 

We give two designs which may be used for 
cushions, chair-backs, screens, etc., etc. One is 
an iris, the other wild-roses. 


PALETOT FOR GfIRL: WITH SUPPLEMENT. 

BT EMILY H. MAY. 


We give, for this month, an engraving of a ? 
very stylish paletot, suitable for a girl of from j 
six to eight, or even ten years. Folded in with < 
the number is a Supplement, with full-size J 
patterns by which to cut it out. Any mother, 
without the aid of a dressmaker, by following \ 
these patterns, can cut and make the paletot. • 
In the September number, for this year, we '> 
gave directions how to transfer these patterns, 
when desired. We refer old subscribers to that 
number, if they wish to transfer. For new sub- s 
scribers, we shall, early next year, repeat the / 

directions. \ 

The material for this new and elegant affair j 

should be cloth or camel’s-hair, and it should be > 
lined with dark squirrel-fur or other suitable | 
lining. If lined with fur, the edges are to fall ) 
below the garment, as seen in the illustration, j 
and form the trimming. The paletot consists of i 
five pieces, viz: j 

I.—Half of Front. j 

II.— Half of Back. j 

III. — Sleeve. > 

IV. —Half of Cape : Front. j 

V.— Half of Cape : Back. ^ 

The notches and lettering show how the pieces j 
are joined. The sleeve is gathered at the wrist, j 
The cape is lined with the fur; also the edge of j 
the sleeves. Or, as we said before, if fur is not $ 
desirable, then the whole garment may have a j 
wadded and quilted lining, and only a narrow \ 
band of fur set in between the lining and outside. I 
This will produce the same effect of trimming, j 
and will be less expensive. The muff is made > 
of the same material, and ornamented by bands l 
of fur and a bow of satin ribbon. > 

We also give, on the Supplement, four designs \ 
in embroidery, which are described, on the next | 
page, in full. \ 
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SOFT WORK-BAG. 


BT MBS. JANE 


WEAVER. 



This fancy little work-bag is made with Java 
canvas and colored cashmere or silk. The can¬ 
vas is worked with a spray of flowers on each 
side, done in Kensingt on-stitch, with crewels and 
gold thread. The ends of the canvas are fringed 
out and doubled over to form full bunches, and 
the loose ends are tied with ribbon to match the 


ruche which covers the join of the canvas, and 
cashmere together. The bag has a drawing¬ 
string run in to form a frill, and plaited woolen 
cord is used for handles. Most useful for a 
knitting-bag, as the shape will take the needles 
with convenience. This would make an espe¬ 
cially pretty Christmas gift. 


EMBROIDERIES ON THE SUPPLEMENT. 

BT MRS. JANE WEAVER. 


In addition to the pattern for a girl’s paletot, \ 
given on the Supplement, we give several designs j 
in embroidery. They are so arranged as not to j 
interfere with the lines of the dress-pattern, and j 
can be cut out if necessary. If it is desired to j 
transfer them, directions for that were given in i 
the September number, to which we refer. j 

A Band or Carnations and Leaves is the \ 
first of these designs. This may be worked on ^ 
cloth, flannel, linen, or any other material that j 
is desirable. The band may be used for a variety j 
of purposes. The flowers may also be made of > 
any of the shades that make the real carnation l 
so beautiful. The leaves may be in various tones > 
of green; the light gray-green of the actual \ 


flower, however, being the most suitable. Silks 
or crewels may be employed. The Kensington- 
stitch (which we have so often described, and of 
which we have given illustrations) will be found 
the best to work it with. 

Cuff, Pocket, and Collar, in embroidery, 
for a dress, are three other designs. They mny 
be done in Kensington-stitch, or else in satin- 
stitch embroidery. The flowers and leaves may 
be either in the natural colors, or in one shade of 
any color suitable for the dress. The latter we 
think preferable, as less pronounced, unless the 
dress is a white one, in which case the natural 
color will be prettiest. Embroidery silks or 
orewels may be used. 
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HANDKERCHIEF-BOX OF PINE CONES. 


BY MS8. JAMB WlAVlBi 



A box of the required size is pro¬ 
cured, and covered on the outside with 
brown cambric; on the inside a silk 
and wadded lining is arranged. First 
select fine cones, and then take off the 
petals, and sew each one in place upon 
the foundationbox, the sides first. It 
is easier to sew these in place upon 
extra pieces of card-board frr the sides. 

The top is done in the same manner, 
only being ornamented in the centre 
by tiny cones, acorns, and a few bright- 
red berries. Then the whole is to be varnished. \ brown silk cord to lift the lid. Very pretty pin- 
Afiter drying, add a second coat of varnish. Then j cushion stands are made in the same way. This 
adjust the lining of the box, and add a loop of ^ would be very appropriate for a Christmas gift. 


NIGHT-GOWN SACHET, Etc., Etc. 

BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



We give, here, an illustration for a night-gown | sachet 


sachet, or for a lady’s toilet. In the front 
of the number, we add the pattern, full 
size, in detail, that is to be worked on 
it. The material may be either white 
cotton canvas crash, Java canvas, or piqul; 
the design should be worked with in¬ 
grain thread that washes well. Turkey- 
red and dark-blue thread may be used; 
but if preferred, the grecque looks well 
in dark-brown and gold crewels, and the 
bud* in the natural color. The same 
design will also serve for a couverpied, 
or for a variety of other things. This 
would make a suitable Christmas gift 


ANTIMACASSAR, OR COUNTERPANE. 


BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 


In the front of the number, we give a design 
for an antimacassar or counterpane, to be made 
of coarse white or 6cru linen, in alternate stripes 
of “ drawn-work ” and crewel embroidery. 

The three drawn stripes in the. centre of the 
design measure one inch each in width, the two 
outer ones half an inch each. The worked 
bands between each open work are half an 
(484) 


| inch each. The edges of the wider-drawn rows 

I are worked in large marking-stitch, as is the 
outer edge of the narrow outside rows, which 
are simply tied with a long stitch between each 
> division. The centre stripe has about six threads 
tied together tightly m the middle, and the cotton 
or wool carried on to the next bunch without 
drawing them too closely together. The two 
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brood open rows are eight threads divided into 
two fours, and crossed by bringing the thread 
under the lower four, and over the upper. The 
two outer bands between the open rows are 
worked with a row of raised spots at equal 
distances. The other two rows are worked in 
chain-stitch. The broad embroidered band is 
worked in stem-stitch, with two different colors 
or shades of crewel threaded together in the 
needle. 

The colors most admired are orange and brown 
for the stem-stitch, and an opal-blue for the open 


work; but of coune colon must be selected to 
match or harmonize with the rest of the furni¬ 
ture. The edge of the counterpane, if it is a 
counterpane that is worked, should be done in 
broad buttonhole-stitch, either in scallops or 
plain straight edge, with the colon used for 
the stem-stitch. For an antimacassar, the ends 
should be fringed out, and knotted with the two 
crewels, the sides in buttonhole-stitch. The 
open work may be done with good coarse ingrain 
thread instead of the wool, if that should be 
preferred. 


DESIGN FOR TOE OF BATH-SLIPPER. 

BY MBS. JANE WEAVER. 



Flannel of the thick kind used for bath- j light, the other dark. The arabesque lines 
blankets is the best; common flannel or serge which connect the leaves are done in gold-colored 
may be used, but must be lined after the em- ; silk. These slippers are made up on cork soles 
broidery is done. We give the design in full > with no heels. They would be particularly 
size, and the embroidery is worked in two shades < appropriate for a Christmas, New Year’s, or even 
of any color; one portion of the leaf being i for a Birth-Day gift. 
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THE SHELL BASKET 


BT MRS. JANE W1ATIR. 


This is an exceptionally beautiful affair, and 
very easily made. Procure a sea-shell of almost 
any kind except the very commonest, and cover 
the lower side with plush appliqu£, which is 
itself to be covered with embroidery an pant. 
The lining is plaited satin, and the handle is 
twisted with cord, terminating with tassels. 



NURSERY TABLE-CLOTH, OR RUG. 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER. 



If for a table-cloth, the material should be of 
stout unbleached muslin; if for a rug, of very 
stout doth, which should be lined. The designs 
(486) 


in either case are cut out of flannel or elotb of 
various oolors. Those l&dies who can sketch will 
find it easy to enlarge the figures to almost a lift 
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site for a rug; for a table-cloth in smallef di- J silk, etc.; be first tacked on, and then be secured 
mensions, they should first be cut in paper, then j to the foundation by firm buttonhole stitches, 
in suitable materials, as serge, merino, cashmere,! with silk to match the color of the design. 



This useful receptacle for odds and ends is t Loops of cord are attached, to suspend it to the 
ri.. le of silk or woolen brocade, enriched by j wall. 

outlines of colored silks or gold thread. The ) Cretonne, or Java canvas, worked in outline, 
Tnou suing is plush, of the groundwork shade; and j may be used instead of the brooade, if a less ex¬ 
in the worsted fringe all the colors nro repeated. ' pensive article be desired. 
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EDITOR’S TABLE 


EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. 

"Peterson” For 1883! Greater Inducements Than 
Ever I —We call attention to the Prospectus for 1883, on the 
last page of the corer. We claim there that " Peterson ” is 
both better and cheaper than any magazine of its kind. That 
the public at large admits the justice of this claim, is proved 
by the fact that “ Peterson ” has now, and has had for yean, 
the largest circulation of any lady'* book in the United States, 
or even in the world. Yet for 1883, “ Peterson ” will be still 
further improved; and the reading matter espseiaUy will be 
greatly increased. 

We claim that “ Peterson ” combines more desirable 
qualities than any other magazine. Its steel-engravings 
are the finest, and a steel-engraving is the finest of all en¬ 
gravings. Its stories are the best published; no lady’s book 
has such contributors. In its fashion department, it has long 
been acknowledged to be pre-eminent; its styles are the 
newest and most elegant; its superb colored plates, printed 
from steel, have no rivals. The pattern-sheets given as 
Supplements, each month, and the 44 Every-Day ” department, 
make it also indispensable in a family, as a matter of economy. 
Its illustrated stories and other articles are another desirable 
feature. Where but one magazine is taken, “Peterson” 
should be that magazine; and every family that pretends to 
culture should take at least one magazine. 

We continue to offer four kinds of clubs. For one 
kind, the premium is the unrivaled engraving: “Christ 
Before Pilate,” or Illustrated, or Photograph Album. For 
another kind, the premium is a copy of “Peterson” for 
1883. For still another kind, there are two premiums: the 
engraving, or either of the Albums, and also a copy of 
“ Peterson.” For our very largest clubs, the magazine and 
both the engraving and either of the Albums, are given, titree 
premiums in ail! No other magazine offers such induce¬ 
ments. Only our immense circulation enables vs to do it 

Now is the time to get up clubs. Everybody will subscribe 
for “ Peterson,” if its merits and cheapness are fairly put 
before them. Be first in the field. A specimen will be sent, 
gratis, if written for. Do not lose a moment. 

Boxes Which Stand in bed-rooms can always be made 
to look like ottomans by means of chintz covers, cut exactly 
to their size, with a slight fullness allowed for lifting them. 
A set of portable folding-pegs nailed on to the door, and a 
chintz curtain to match the box-coven, suspended over 
them by means of rings, forms at once a poriiirt and a 
wardrobe. Three rings, large enough to slip over the three 
topmost pegs, will be sufficient to hang the curtain; and it 
should be weighted with she t at the bottom to keep it down. 
A book-shelf is another con renience seldom found in bed¬ 
rooms destined for tempor&y occupants. One may easily 
be made with two wooden bauds, covered with black paper, 
two holes being bored at each end for a double red string to 
pass through. This folds up mite flat, and is a most useful 
addition. 

Our Christmas Grrr to our subscribers, this year, is the 
su;»erb colored pattern, or rather patterns, in “Arrasen 
Embroidery.” The cost of these elaborately-colored designs 
is so great that this is the only magazine that can afford 
them. Other periodicals fill their books with cheap and 
showy clap-trap, but what “ Peterson " gives has solid merit, 
and is always the best of its kind. 

( 4 & 8 ) 


j The Professional Beauty question has acquired new 
• interest from the advent of Mrs. Langtry in this country. 

\ It is quite a mistake, however, to suppose that it is a new 
' thing to talk about handsome women in the newspapers, or 
i at the clubs, or in general society. Things were just tbs 
\ same, if not worse, a hundred and more yean ago. When 
l the beautiful Misses Gunning came to London, about the 
< middle of the last century, they were talked of everywhere; 
\ people crowded to the theatres and to Vauxhall to aee them; 

[ and when they walked in the Park, they were literally 
| mobbed, if Horace Walpole la to be believed. Things, after 
\ all, are not quite so bad now. We refer to this, not to say 
$ that Mrs. Langtry is a professional beauty, but to call 

1 attention to Mr. Benedict’s novelet, which we shall begin 
in January, and which is really about the best thing of the 

I kind he has ever written. Apropos of Mrs. Langtry, we 
published a portrait of her In our February number for 
1870, under the title of “ The Beauty Of The Season.” It 
is, we think, the best of the many portraits of her. 

Always Arrange ait flowers, yourself, If possible. If 
5 yon delegate the task to anybody else, ten chances to one the 
| result will not please you. On the arrival of a basket of 
• flowers, the best thing to be done with them is to plnnge 
| them head foremost into a basin of water, and leave them 
J there for al>out a quarter of an hour; they should then be 
< taken out, the ends of the stalks cut and put into water at 
| once, and kept in a cool place till arranged. Geraniums 
\ must, however, be excepted from the overhead bath, as it 
< spoils the velvety texture of the petals. Flowers, to travel 
| well, should be gathered perfectly dry, and then put Into 
( water, not too closely pressed together, for a few hours. 
| They should then be packed in a perfectly dry box (an 
< air-tight tin one is best), and covered with leaves, without 
| any moisture. 

| Lack Waistcoats for smartening up dresses can be made 
j by ladies for their own wear. There is a band of satin or 
\ velvet around the throat, with a plaiting of lace above; then 
| the foundation and shape of the waistcoat is cut out in black 
| net, and the lace fastened at the throat arranged full, and 
| drawn in just above the waist, then slightly spread out be- 
< low, according to the length of the bodice. There are three 
| horizontal satin straps, each an Inch wide, at the waist, at 
< distances. The cuffs are of folded lace, with two narrower 
/ straps on the outside of the arm. 

> More Than Beykntt-Fivx Thousand Dollars were 
< spent, this year, on the embellishments of this magazine 

1 alone. The cheap lithographs, miscalled steel-plates, Issued 
by other magazines, cost little or nothing, comparatively. 
But “ Peterson ” has the best of everything: steel-engravings, 
colored fashion-plates, etc., etc., and has always found that 
; there are people of taste to recognize this. Hence our 
! unexampled success. “To see 4 Peterson’ on a centra- 
; table,” writes a lady, “ proves the refinement of the family.” 

When It Was First Painted, the picture of “Chrirt 
Before Pilate ” waa exhibited for a while in the chief towns 
| of Germany. In Vienna, it brought in fifty thousand dollars 
| in two months; while in Pesth, the residence of the artist, 
s it netted sixty thousand dollars in six weeks. There never 
i was a picture painted that has excited such interest. 
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OCR Great Premium For 1883.—For our principal pro- < 
miuw lor getting up clube for 1883, we offer the most valuable ; 
engraving ever issued, eitlier by us or by anybody else This i 
is an original steel-engraving, (27 inches by 20,) after Mun- i 
caksy’s great painting, “ Christ Before Pilate "—-perhaps the j 
most wonderful of the century. The picture is one to appeal 
lo every heart. It is so real that the spectator seems to 
be actually present. The prominent object is the patient, 1 
forgiving, divine face of Christ, yet also that of the “ Man j 
of Sorrows and acquainted with grief.' 1 Then there is j 
Pilate, with his puazipd, hesitating air; the angry hate, j 
the scowling brows of the High Priests and Scribes; and j 
more than all, the unspeakable pathos in the countenance 1 


Remit Early.— The January number will be ready about 
the twentieth of November—a little in advance of the usual 
time; aud will coiitalu, for its first steel-plate, the most 
beautiful engraving ever issued by any magazine—even by 
ourselves. Those who send first will get the earliest impres¬ 
sions of this exquisite picture. 

“ I Tried To Do Without.” —A resident of the far West 
writes: “ The crops were so bad last fall that I tried to do 
without ‘ Peterson ’ this year; but 1 find 1 cau do without 
anything else better; and as the crops are good this fall, 
I am able to send you, as you see, quite a large club.” 


r 


of the pitying young mother, who, with her babe in her j 
arms, stands looking pa from one corner. Never before was i 
that ever memorable scene so vividly conceived* much less j 
so successfully and powerfully depioted. No family m the > 
bind should be without this engraving. j 

But ns there may be some persons who already have their > 
walls covered with engravings, we offer m place of the < 
“ Christ Before Pilate,” either our Illustrated Quarto Album, j 
or a handsome Photograph Album, gilt. In ail such cases, | 
however, say which Album is preferred. I 

For many clubs, an extra copy of the magazine will be 1 
sent. For others, and larger ones, a copy of the engraving i 
or either of the Albums. The inducements to get up clubs ? 
were never before so great, and probably will never be so \ 
great again. But see the Prospectus. * j 

Now is the time to get up clubs for 1883. If you defer too \ 
long, others may get ahead of you. Every year we receive > 
letters saying: “ If I had commenced sooner, 1 could have { 
done much better, for everybody likes Peterson.” Specimens l 
are sent, gratis, if written for, to get up clubs with. j 


Flat Lacx Boas are quite fashionable, and bave, this j 
recommendation: that they can be worn with any drees. 
They are made of a long flat band of pheasants' fearers. \ 
The width of the whole is about five inches, and the £ 
pheasants’ feathers fall over each other just as they do on £ 
the neck of the bird. Thw now and delightful boa is three ^ 
yards long, and is tied at the neck and waist with wide 
brown satin ribbons. . This boa would jbe beautiful in pea¬ 
cocks' neck-feathers. , 

“So Completely Fulfiir*— The Nebraska Press says of ;! 
this magazine: “ We know none that so completely fulfils 
all the qualifications for a lady's book; and that is the ; 
reason, doubtless, why 'Peterson' lias had such a long and 
enduring popularity.” 

“ I’ve Lost a Great Deal.” —A lady writes, who had 
never subscribed to “ Peterson ” before 1882: “ I feel I’ve lost 
a great deal all these years, and I have now persuaded my 
friends of the same: hence this club.** 


u P atterns Are So Good.”— A lady writes, “I cannot tell 


The Extra Copy of the magazine, for a premium, is a 
good thing to work for, as you will then receive a number 
every month; and one nnmber of “Peterson” contains as 
much reading as a new novel, aud has all the engravings 
etc., in addition. TUiuk of that 1 

“ None Equal Tq lx.”—An old subscriber writes: “ I was 
induced, this year, to try something else; but there is 
nothing, al) arqund, so good as .* Peterson;' and henee I 
came back early„and ehaU continue & lifetfubeoriber.” 



NGTtCTrS 0* ! NEW BOOKS. 

Elfin “Land. Poems by Josephine Pollard . Designs by 
Waller Saterlee. 1 vol., long 4 to. New York: George W. 
Harlan A Co. —The children of this generation have pleas¬ 
ures thnt the children of tho post never knew. At least 
this is true as to the books published for them. Tliiriy 
years ago, there was nothing like this “ Elfin Land ” to be 
bad at any price—even in Eng^nd, much less hero. The 
illustrations are In colors, spirited in drawing, and very 
effective in every way. The poems are by one of our own 
contributors. We haye not seen anything this year more 
suitable for a Christmas or New Tear’s gift. 

Aphorisms. By Marie , Freifrau Fb» Ebner-Eschenbach. 
Translated by Mrs. Annie Lee Wistar. I voL, 12mo. Phila¬ 
delphia : J. B. Lippiucott Jk Co. —Most of these are very 
excellent. Some of them are too cynical, and therefore 
only half truths. To believe them, one must think that all 
nobleness has gone out of life. But they are invariably 
neatly, and often epigrapuniUicullj, expressed. 

Funstim. By “ Bit a.” 1 voU, 12sw. Philadelphia: J. 

B. LippineoH <t Co. —la souse respects, this novel reminds 
us of “Ovids,” though it be mot as bad, either artieticslly or 
otherwise. The story is a very interesting one, and would 
have been more so, if the anther had been her own self, and 
not an imitator. In justice to her, however, she is prob¬ 
ably unconscious of this Influence. 

A Paladin Of Finance. By JImry Jenkins. . 1 vol., 12 mo. 
Boston: J. 8. Osgood i Co. —This is quite in the manner of 
Daudet. The scene is laid, in Paris. If it had been written 
by anybody but the author of “ Ginx's Baby,” it would have 
been considered remarkable. The style is incisive, often 
epigrammatic; better than the story; in fact, the author Is 
an essayist, rather than a novelist. 


how I have missed ‘Peterson,* this year,: its patterns are so Christmas Rhyme* And New Year's Chimes. By Mary D. 
good, and such a help to me in making up my children’s Brine. 1 vol., long 4 to. New York: George W. Harlan A 
clothes and my dwn.” Co .—What we have said elsewhere of “ Elfin Land ” we can 

; honestly repeat of this pretty little volume. Tho illustra- 
Bows Am Loso Eros of ribbon on the shoulder ere Uon « here . howerer, are not In colors. But they are more 
rerived. Ribbon, Indeed, will pis, a moot Important pert nomoruu8 ’ * nd > P OB8ible > more spirited, 
on dresses this winter. Nothing is prettier. Look Before you Leap f By Mrs. Alexander. 1 vol, 12ms. 

New York: JL Holt A Co .—If this were by any other writer 
' ■ than the author of “His Dearest Foe,” it would be con¬ 

fer Every Subscriber for this mag&gine make it a point Biderad a work of merit. But it is so inferior to that novel, 
to get us an additional one for 1883. W® want, nest year, < or even to “ The ^taring o’ It,” that relatively it aeeiua 


to print two bundled thousand copies. } quite poor. 

Voim LXXXII.—34. 
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OUR ARM-CHAIR. 

“ The Best and Cheapest.” —The newspapers, without 
an exception, continue to call “ Peterson ” the beat at well a* 
cheapest of the lady’s books. The Providence (R. I.) Press 
says: “ We know no magazine that so completely fulfils all 
the qualifications of a lady’s book.” Rays the Chatham 
(Mass.) Monitor: “ It is but two dollars a year, much lees 
than is asked for any other of equal merit.” The Attic 
(N. T.) News says: “ The low price of this monthly is 
another thing to consider: yet there is nothing ‘catch¬ 
penny’ about it: though always exceptionally good, the 
last number is unusually brilliant.” The New (Kansas) 
City says: “ Its numerous tales, poems, etc., etc., the work 
of the best intellect and most refined taste, continue to make 
* Peterson’s ’ a magazine which no family should be with¬ 
out.” Says the Washington (T>. C.) Tribune: “The litera¬ 
ture is chaste and pure, for nothing finds its way into this 
exclusively lady’s magazine which is In the slightest degree 
offensive.” The Dubuque (Iowa) Herald calls attention to 
the fact that ** the stories are all original and all first-class,” 
not second-rate trash, copied from low-class English peri¬ 
odicals, as is the case with so many others. The Lexington 
(Blinn.) Bulletin dwells on the fact that “with each copy 
of the magazine is enclosed just such a dress, or other paper 
pattern, as a lady needs.” The Lapeer (Mich.) Democrat 
says: ** It is foolish for other publishers to attempt to com¬ 
pete with it.” Hundreds of similar notices are on our 
table. We quote these few, so that persons who are getting 
up clubs may show their friends what editors, who see all 
the other lady’s books, think of the superiority of “ Pet¬ 
erson.” 

Horsford’s Acid Phosphate. —Overworked Nervous Sys¬ 
tems. Dr. Edward L. Duer, Philadelphia, says: “I consider 
it valuable in overworked nervous systems.” 

The Coming Fashion.— Tn writing of what is to be cspe- 
- dally in fashion, it is necessary to have seen the leading 
; modistes of our large cities, and after interviewing them, 

• draw one’s conclusions. The season is now so far advanced, 
vthflt the surety of the continuance, and even Increase, in the 
irusli for velvets and velveteens is assured. Among the 
. latter goods, as last season, the favorite continues to be the 
Nonpareil Velveteen, which comes in all shades, and while 
. costing about one-third as much as Lyons velvet, when 
, made with pile-up cannot be told from it except by experts. 
Hence it.is to a very large extent superseding Velvet for 
full costumes and children’s garments: and for those who 
wish to -be in the style, and at the same time economise, we 
. would recommend it. 


MOTHERS’ DEPARTMENT. 

[Medical Botany—Op the Garden, Field, and Forest.] 

BT ABRAM LIVEZEY, A. M., M. D. 

No. XIT.— Hellebore, American—Veratrum Vi bide. 

Called also Indian Poke, and even Poke-root, in some 
localities, by the ignorant Stem, two to four or five feet 
high; round, striated, solid, pubescent, clothed with large 
elliptic, plicate, and many-nerved bright-green leaves; and 
terminating in a bracteate racemose panicle of greenish- 
yellow monoicously polygamous flowers. The leaves are 
nhonth-clasping, five to ten Inches long, and three to five 
inches wide; the panicle is pyramidal, and eight to twelve 
iuches long. 

It is found in swamps and borders of damp thickets; 
along streamlets. In company with the Ictode* /<tUdd or 
skunk cabbage. 


Doctor Osgood, of Providence, Doctor Tully, of New 
Haven, and subsequently Doctor Norwood, of South Caro¬ 
lina—with many others, of whom the writer was one— 
brought this agent into prominent notice by claiming for 
t it the power to reduce the pulse at will. Hence it became a 
great antiphlogistic or anti-iuflammatory agent in pneu- 
! mania, cardiac affections, inflammatory rheumatism, and all 
inflammations attended with exalted circulation. Since its 
introduction to the old school profession, bleeding has 
! waned; the lancet—that “minute instrument of mighty 
mischief"—has been abandoned, and now lies rusting and 
neglected In its little velvet-lined boX. Formerly, the pale 
and ruddy, the weak and strong, were alike bled, provided 
they were attacked with pneumonia, or any severe attack 
whatever, if high fever, severe headache, and a strong fall 
pulse were present. If a poor lean antemic washerwoman 
of to-day, by exposure, was taken ill with pleurisy or 
pneumonia, to-morrow she was freely bled. To-day, she 
lacked blood, and needed iron; to-morrow she was sick 
with the bug-bear inflammation, and she had too much 
blood, and was bled! Medicine Is progressive. Many an 
honest man’s flesh and blood have been cast upon the dung¬ 
hill, or converted into gnano, in times past, by repeated 
bleedings, calomel and jalap, salts and senna, antimonials, 
etc. Of conrse, in the expressive language of the late Pro¬ 
fessor T. D. Mitchell, many “triumphed over the disease 
and the folly of the doctors,” whilst others were “ slaugh¬ 
tered in the quiet sick-room "—(Doctor Frank). Happily 
for the hnnian race, inflammatory diseases can now bo 
arrested by our aconite, bryonia, phosphorus, veratrum 
viride, etc.—in very small doses, too—with prudent diet, 
good nnrsing, sponging*—:and ice (which, in the palmy 
days of the lancet and calomel, arts wholly Interdicted). 
Truly, we progress. 

Doctor Hale says of veratrum: “It is worth all other 
medicines combined In plentv-pneumonia and all Inflam¬ 
matory diseases.” ActB promptly In small doses in pneu¬ 
monia and convulsions of children; in puerperal convulsions, 

i in ten to flfteen-drop doses, every two or three hours, when 
pulse is one hundred and sixty; in cerehro-spinal meningitis; 
congestive headache or cerebral congestion with throbbing; 
spasmodic affections of the stomach with vomiting, in minute 
doses; chorea or 8t. Vitus’ dabce, two to five drops every 
three hours; violent palpitations; typhoid dysentery; or¬ 
chitis; dysmenorrhea, in drop dotes every half-hour. He 
cites the case of a child, with watery diarrhea, reduced to 

I skin and bones—pulse one hundred and sixty, eyes rolled 
upward, head turning from side to side—cured promptly 
with minute doses of tincture veratrum viride. The writer’s 
experience with it has been most extensive for twenty-five 
yean, and he could not do justice to many patients without 
[ its use. And if any mother has a family physician who 
! “ pooh-poohs " this agent, she bod better dismiss him ram- 
| marily. It is an agent, however, too active and powerful, 

| for good or for evil, for mothers to use without the advice, 

! and under directions, of their family attendant. 


PUZZLE DEPARTMENT. 

JB^Everythiug relating to this department must be sent 
to GEORGE CHINN, Marblehead, Mass. All communi¬ 
cations are to be beaded: “ For Peterson’s.” All are invited 
to send answers, also to contribute original puzzles, which 
should be accompanied by the answers. 

No. 179.— Word-Square. 

1. A state of Mexico. 2. Officers of a king's stablee. 
8. Dehiscent pods. 4. A variety <of starch. 6. Radical. 
6. Crenelated. 7. A "hard sbbetonce on a horse’s knee. 
Baltimore, Md. Hal Hazard. 
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NO. 180.—8YNCOPATIONS. ( 

1. Syncopate speed, and leave malignity. 

2. Syncopate bark, and leave to clear. 

3. Syncopate floor, aud leave fortune. 

Marblehead, Mast. Gees EE. 

No. 181. —Hour-Glass. 

1. A plant. 2. Twisted. 3. To foment 4. Metal. 6. A 
letter. C. A tree. 7. A fixed spot. 8. Spasmodic. 9. A 
plant \ 

Centrals. —A certain kind of puzzle. 

Smyrna, X. Y. Hank Kerchief. < 

No. 182.—Hidden Cities. 

1. Hun, Charles, to Ned’s house, and ask him to go 1 
with us. 

2. I hope King Alcohol will some day be dethroned. \ 

3. There is Mary with a cat in her arms. 

4. My grapes do very well on the new trellis. 

6. Is it not time /or the weevil or tho weather to help a 
rise in flour? 

C. Rough himself, he is always telling me what a vandal 
I am. 

Lawrence , Mats. P. Q. R. \ 


Answers Next Month. 

Answers to Puzzles in the November Number. 

No. 175. 

Abram Garfield. 

No. 176. 

May fortune weave a wreath for you. 

Of all the choicest flowers; 

Ma.v all your birthdays bright ones be, 

Aud all your days be happy hours. 

No. 177. 

1. Hover. 2. Helena. 3. LowelL 4. Walla Walla. 
6. Boston. C. Troy. 

No. 178. 

L 
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OUR NEW COOK-BOOK. j 

&/F*Erery Receipt in this Cook-Book has been tested by a ) 
practical housekeeper. 

CHRISTMAS COOKERY. 

Turkey .—The young hen turkey, when large enough, Is 
considered best, being plumper and generally fatter than j 
the male; but a young male is preferable to an old hen. In ( 
buying turkeys, bear the following facts in mind: The legs 5 
of a young hen are black ; the male also has black legs, but \ 
he is provided with small spurs. An old hen has red and ' 
rough legs; an old male bird’s legs are very rough, and the 
spurs are long. The fattest turkeys are the best; they can- j 
not be too fat The breast should be broad and the skin ; 
white. The bird is fresh enough as long as the legs are not ; 
stiff. 

Boiled Turkey .—After drawing, wash the bird inside ex- } 


ccediugly clean, wipe it dry on a towel, and fill the breast 
with bread-crumb and butter, chestnut, or oyster stuffing. 
In trussing it draw- the legs into the l»ody, break the breast¬ 
bone, aud give the bird as round and plump an appearance 
as possible; tie it in a floured cloth, with some slices of 
lemon on the breast Put it into plenty of warm water, or 
into as much boiling water as will rise an iucli above it, and 
when it has boiled ten minutes, cool it down by the addition 
of cold water, and then take out a portion of it, leaving only 
as much as will keep the bird entirely covered until it is 
ready for table. Clear off the scum carefully as it rises to 
the surface, and boil the bird very gently from an hour and 
a half to two hours and a quarter, according to size. When 
oyster stuffing Is used, a large tureen of rich oyster sauce 
should be served with it; but celery sauce, good w hite sauce, 
or chopped parsley in drawn butter, will answer otherwise. 

Turkey Scallop .—Cut the meat from the bones of a cold 
turkey left from dinner the day before; remove the bits of 
skin aud gristle, and chop the rest up very fine. Pat on the 
bottom of a buttered dish a layer of bread-crumb; moisten 
slightly with milk, that it may not absorb all the gravy; 
then spread a layer of the minced turkey, with bits of 
stuffing, pepper, salt, and small pieces of butter; then 
another layer of crumb; and so on until the dish is nearly 
full. Before putting on the upper crust, pour in tho gravy 
left from the turkey, add a little Worcester sauce, ketchup, 
and butter. Have ready more crumb, seasoned with salt 
and beaten np light with two eggs, then spread it smoothly 
over the dish; stick bits of butter plentifully upon It, and 
bake; turn a deep plate over the dish until the contents 
begin to bubble at the sides, showing that the whole is 
thoroughly cooked. It will take three-quarters of an hour. 

Ragout of Turkey.-^Cut the cold turkey that is left over 
from a roast or boil Into bits an inch long; put into a sauce¬ 
pan the gravy left from the roast, adding a little water if the 
quantity be small; add a tablespoonful of butter, a tea- 
spoonful of some pungent suuce, half a little grated nutmeg, 
aud a little salt; when it boils up, put in the meat; stew 
very gently for ten minutes, aud then stir in a teaspoonful 
of browued flour wet in a little cold water; add a wine- 
glassful of shorry or Madeira; boil up once, and serve in a 
covered dish. A ragout without wine is sometimes pre¬ 
ferred. 

Excellent Turkey Hash .—Chop quite fine two good-sized 
onions; put in a hot frying-pan, with enough of beef- 
dripping and butter to fry them till tender; then add a pint 
and a half of chopped turkey, with salt and pepper to taste, 
and a little thyme; add boiling water enough to moisten, 
without making much gravy; a very little Vrowued floor 
sifted in and stirred. Boil it up and serve; or It n»ay be 
turned over half-slices of buttered toast. 

Turkey with Oysters .—Cut the turkey up very fine—that is, 
cold roast or boiled turkey. Put a layer of turkey and one 
of oysters alternately. Season with cream, butter, jwpper, 
salt, a little nutmeg, an onion, and Btrew crumbs of bread 
aud small pieces of butter on the top, and bake it. When 
the oysters are done, serve it. 

Bread Sauce for a Roast Fowl .—Chop a small onion fine, 
and boil It in a pint of milk for five minutes; then add 
about ten ounces of bread-crumb, a bit of butter, popper, 
and salt to season ; stir the whole on the fire for ten minutes. 
Do not let it boil. 

DESSERTS. 


Superfine Plum Pudding .—Four ounces of grated bread, 
two ounces of flour, half a pound of stoned raisins, half a 
pound of currants, half a pound of finely-shred suet, half a 
teaspoonful of grated nutmeg, (or less if preferred,) a little 
cinnamon, quarter of a pound of fine moist sugar, three 
ounces of mixed peel, two ounces of blauched and chopped 
almonds. Beat four eggs well, a little milk, a glass of 
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brandy, aud then mix in the flour and all the other ingredi- < 
cuts; boil in a well-buttered mould for at least eight hours; i 
the more a plum pudding is boiled the richer It becomes. ' 


Another. —One pound of suet, one pound of plums, one and 
a half pounds of currants, one pound of apples, one pound of 
sugar, u slice of cooked beef, one nutmeg, quarter of au 
ounce of allspice, a teaspoonful of ginger, a pinch of 
cayenne, half a pound of mixed candied peel, a teaspoonful 
of salt, the peel and juice of two lemons, one glass of 
brandy, and one of sherry, or half a pint of strong cider; the 
currants to be well washed and dried; all the ingredients to 
be chopped fine and well mixed. Tho beef can be omitted 
at pleasure. 

Mince-Meat —Two and a half pounds of suet, two and a 
half pounds of apples, two pounds of raisins, two pounds of 
currants, half a pound of mixed candied peel, two pouuds of 
moist sugar, two large nutmegs grated, three or four lemons, 
peel grated and juice; all these iugredients to be well mixed 
and very finely chopped; add a pint of brandy or good cider. 
Press it in a stone jar and keep it in a cool place, and it will 
remain good for months. 

Marmalade Pudding .—half a pound of bread-crumb, 
six ounces of beef suet, v«ty finely chopped; mix tho two 
together, with three tablespoonfuk of marmalade, three 
tablespoonfuls of leaf-sugar, the grated rind and juice of a 
lemon, aud a teaspoonful of carbonate of soda; then grad¬ 
ually stir into the mixture three eggs, beaten up; pour into 
a plain mould, and steam it for three and a half hours. 
Serve with wine sauce. 

Cheap Plum Pudding. —Three-quarters of a pound of suet. 


one ponnd of fine bread-crumb, three good spoonfuls of j 
flour, one ponnd of best raisins, one pound or more currants, > 
quarter of a pound of lemon-peel, *nd a tyttle sugar if j 
preferred. Beat up seven eggs, and mix all the ingredients > 
well together; boll first time six hours, second time two j 
hours. > 

Another .—Two pounds of snet, two pounds of flour, three l 
and a quarter pounds of currants, three and a quarter pounds \ 
of raisins, two and a half pounds of sugar, one pound of all | 


pools mixed, one ounce of mixed spice and ginger, two tea¬ 
cups of brandy, eighteen eggs, one and a half pints of milk. 
To be boiled eleven hours. 

Lemon Pudding .—Weight of two eggs in bntter, which 
beat to a cream; same weight of flour, same of pounded 
white sugar, tho grated rind and Juice of two lemons; bake 
half an hour iu a small flat pie-dish, with a rim of paste 
around the edge; serve with sifted sugar on the top; send it 
up very hot. 

A Good Pudding .—Four ounces each of flour, suet, cur¬ 


rants, raisins, and bread-crumb; two tablespooufuls of j 
treacle, and half a pint of milk. Mix all well together, and / 
boil in a mould three hours. Serve with wine or brandy < 
sauce. > 

MISCELLANEOUS TABLE RECEIPTS. j 

Pareley and Butler Sauce. —Melt one ounce of butter, and j 
add to it a dessertspoonful of flour, salt, and white pepper { 
to taste; stir on the fire for a couple of minutes, add a little > 
niore than a tumblerful of boiling water by degrees, and a < 
small quantity of parsley, blanched and finely chopped; ) 
keep on stirring for five minutes, but do not let the sauce j 
boil. > 

Ham Omelet —It is easily and. quickly made, and relishes j 
well; beat four eggs till quite feathery, then add three large l 
spoonfuls of finely-minced ham; butter the frytiig-pnn well, > 
and pour all In ; when well set, rotl np all like a jelly-roll, j 
and serve immediately. A steady and moderate fire is \ 
always necessary to make a nice omelet. j 

Porridge.—Vut some water on the Are, when It boils throw ? 
in a little salt, then take some coarse oatmeal, sprinkle slowly { 


In with one hand, stir continually with wooden spoon till 
sufficiently thick ; serve quickly, eat with milk, treacle, or 
sugar, or butter. Tbs whole time of making should toko 
about half an hour. 

Muetard Sauce, Very Good with Boded Beef .—Two table- 
spoonfuls of mustard, mixed with a small teacupful of vine¬ 
gar, two ounces of butter, one egg, and fwo lumps of sugar, 
and as much of the liquid that the beef is boiled iu as to 
mix it to the consistency of cream; then boil as you would 
melted butter. 

Ckeete Sandwich ™.— Take two-thirds of good cheese, 
grated, and one-third of butter; add a little cream; pound 
all together in a mortar; then spread it on slices of brown 
bread; lay another slice over each; press them gently to¬ 
gether, and cut them in small square pieces. 


FA8HI0NS FOR DECEMBER. 

Fio. i.— Walking-Dress, or Claret-Colored Cashmere. 
The skirt has one deep flounce, which is side-plaited, except 
in front, where it is plain. The cloak is of brown clotli, 
made sacque-shape, with wide full sleeves set in. The 
sleeves are put in the armhole with a little fullness at the 
top, a fashion sometimes employed in drees sleeves. The 
collar, trimming around the sleeves and down the front, 
is of brown fur. Hat with a fur brim, and trimmed with 
claret-colored feathers. 

Fio. ii. — Walking-Dress, or Terra-Cotta Colored 
Camel’s-Hair. The skirt is laid In long plaits. The drapery 
is of terra-cotta colored silk, striped with velvet, and of the 
same color as the skirt. It is short in front, and falls in 
puffed drapery at the hack. Jacket of the camel's-hair, 
close-fitting and cut away in front. Bonnet of white felt, 
trimmed with terra-cotta colored velvet. 

Fio. hi.—Visitino-Drb« and Reception-Dress, or 
Cream-Colored Camel’s-Hair. The skirt is a draped 
polonaise, and has a side-plaited flounce at the bottom. It 
is made long enough to drape up at the sides, and falls in 
loose drapery at the back. There Is a full collar of Spanish 
lace, which extends down the whole front of the dress In a 
Jabot, and passes around the bottom of the skirt, falling over 
the plaited flounce. A Jacket Is simulated by a row of 
Spanish lace at the sides. Black velvet hat. 

Fio. iv.— Visiting qr Reception-Dress, or Dark-Brown 
Velveteen. The skill is plain, and (he jacket, which is of 
the velveteen, opens in front over a vest, and is trimmed 
with white silk open-work embroidery down the front and 
on the sleeves. The overskirt is of light almond-colored 
camel’s-hair, Taid in uptight plaits in front, and falls in loose 
puffs on the skirt at the back. The vest is also of the 
camers-hair. Hjat of brown velvet, trimmed with almond- 
colored and brown plumes. 

Fio. v.— Carriaoe-Dress, or Brown Silk, made with a 
short train, and trimmed with two side-plaited flounces in 
front. At the back is but one flounce, the drapery falling t« 
the top of it. The cloak Is of brown embossed velvet, made 
sacque-shape, cut so as to be laid in several plaits below the 
waist. The sleeves are large and open. The collar, sleeves, 
and bottom of the cloak are trimmed with chenille fringe. 
A large bow of mofrft ribbon trims the bopk, where the 
plaits are laid. Brown velvet bonnet, with very pale-pink 
feather. 

Fios. vi and vil—House-Dress, Front and Back, or 
Fine-Striped Woolen Material. Tho skirt Is plaited per¬ 
pendicularly, And the scarf-tunic horiiaontally. The blouse- 
body fits the figure closely, and the waistband is of the dies* 


Digitized by 


Google 



OUR PARIS LETTER. 


493 


material. At the back of the skirt is a double puff, and the 
back of the bodice is laid in plaits. 

Fig. viu.—Cloak, or Black Satin, with Raised Vel¬ 
vet Flowers. The bottom of the cloak has a hand of wide 
bluck fur. The cape is finished with “ sling sleeves,” and is 
lined with very dark-red Batin, aud is edged with a velvet 
band, wliich is finished with braiding. There is a bow and 
ends at the buck, of black velvet Black velvet toque, with 
a band of fur around the crown. 

Fio. ix.—W alking-Dress, or Gray Woolen, Trimmed 
with Dark Prune-Colored Velvet. The bodice is cut 
with deep basques, enclosing skle-panien, which terminate 
at the back in full and handsome draperies. Broad bands of 
velvet trim the upper port of the costume. Tine collar and 
cuds are of the velvet The underskirt is composed of two 
deep plaited flounces. 

Fio. x.—Walkino-Drees. The skirt is of fawn-colored 
camera-hair. The cloak is of black camel’s-hair, trimmed 
with wide Spanish lace at the bottom. A narrower lace 
finishes the dolman-shaped sleeves, while a narrower still is 
put in jabot style down the front and above that on the 
edge of the sleeves. Fawn-colored felt hat and feathers. 

Fio. xi.—Walri no-Dress, of Woolen Plaid. The skirt 
lias one narrow and one deep kilted flounce. The wrap is 
of the same material as the dress, with a band crossing in j 
front over the hips. The two deep capes have a standing j 
collar. Dark-green felt hat j 

Fio. xii.—IIousR-Dresr, or Check feto and Plain Woolen, j 
The skirt Is of alternate plaits of the two materials, headed j 
by folds of the checked fabric. The jacket fastens with j 
three buttons at the waist, over a checked waistcoat It j 
has rovers in front and a plaited basque at the back. This <• 
would also make an admirable street-dress, or would also be \ 
very stylish if made in eilk. j 

Fio. xiii.—H ouse-Dress, ok Dark-Green Satin and } 
Brocii£. The short skirt and the bodice are of the satin. } 
The tablier, which is in three straight pieces, and the plas- j 
tron on the bodice, are of tlie broch* satin. The skirt is j 
bordered with & plaiting, and in the slashes of the tablier j 
are lengthwise plaitings of the satin. The pointed bodice, j 
which laces at the back, has folds of the satin arranged on j 
the edge of the basque. j 

Fio. xiv.— The Marie Louise Bonnet, of mast!o-colored j 
plush aud inoir6, with feathers to match. The bow at the ! 
top and the strings arc of moir6. 

Fig. xv.—Brown Plush Bonnet. The crown is soft. 
The how at the back and the wide strings aro of brown 
watered ribbon. In the front of the crown there IS a brown 
biro. 

Fio. x vi.— Siberian Beaver Bonnet, or Ivory-White 
Color. The satin strings and the curled feathers ore of the 
same shade. 

General Remarks. —Great care should he taken in these 
days, when individual taste governs one’s wardrobe, that 
appropriateness of color and mixture of material should be 
studied. Such latitude is given, that glaring colors and 
eccentric loopings and puffings are too often seen, and the 
wearer arrives at an audacious originality at the expense of 
becomingness aud true elegance. It is perhaps for this 
reason the * some of the best French dressmakers have 
revived the close-fitting, slightly-draped, and severe-looking 
tailor-made suits, and that skirts falling in long plain 
folds but of rich materials, are preferred by the best 


gather tho top of the sleeve into the armhole; but tills gives 
a high-shouldered appearance to the figure. All shoulder- 
seams aro short, so that the sleeve is set in quite high up. 

Braid is extensively used on all kinds of dresses: on the 
cloth walking-dress, as well as on dinner and evening- 
dresses ; on the latter, gold and silver braid is employed, 
especially on soft white woolen dresses. 

The Moli&re flounce is very much liked. It has the lower 
part caught in underneath, and falls over loose. It has some¬ 
what the effect of a puffing, and is used in a soft, pliable 
material; it U pretty and new. 

Tartan eilk seems to have regained favor. This is, of 
course, warm and rich-looking; but it Is dangerous to em¬ 
ploy, as it can be made to look so vulgar. A very pretty 
dross, liowever, has been made of a silk tartan over a black 
velvet skirt. The draperies were on the bias, so that the 
straight lines of the plaid became diagonal ones. These are 
much softer and pleasanter to the eye than the original hor- 
isontals and perpendicular* of the “ Scotch plaid,” as usually 
worn. Only rather tall perrons should wear these plaids, as 
on a little round woman, one always thinks of the latitude 
and longitude and the terrestrial globe. 

Brown with green is a new.and favorite mixture, and 
braiding is introduced wherever it is possible; a waistcoat: 
of green satin is covered with perpendicular rows of green 
braid. The most wonderful embroideries of birds and 
flowers and beads aro employed. A good economical and 
useful introduction are Brandenbourg robings for the fronts 
of dresses, and the new Hungarian galon, whioh is firm aud 
gimp-like, but mode of wonted cord and applique; it is 
quite original, and Is to be bad in silk and wool. Many 
bodices have rovers. AU sleeves are narrow, and very full 
on the shoulder*. The tabs, in which basques are cut are 
often divided by potnpon fringe and fau-like trimmings of 
lace. Skirts are wide and important-looking at the hack. 
Panior draperies often eud in long waterfall back-breadths, 
which have the merit of not crushing like pufls. Occa¬ 
sionally loops of contrasting material border pointed 
bodices, and in that case the sleeves aro of the same, but do 
not match the bodice. Heavy cords, finished off with gimp 
ornaments, cross the front and sides of many of the gowns, 
which have ]>anol trimmings. Cords and tassels are em¬ 
ployed to fasten up the draperies at the back. The general 
effect of the costumes is less clinging and glove-fitting than 
last year. The skirts are wider, and the puff at the liack 
larger. The full effect is usually given by the cut and the 
rich folds of the materials used. Small horsehair pods are 
sewed in the hack-breadths only. The Princess dress is a 
favorite stylo. 

Winter cloake are usually long and wide, and richly 
trimmed with lace, fur, braiding, or velvet. But for these, 
and other additional matters, wc refer to our “ Paris Letter,” 
below. 


OUR PARIS LETTER. 

Rue dee Petits Champs. 

Braided cloth suits and jackets are very mnch the rage at 
present. Just now one sees them everywhere: the close, 
tight-fitting, tailor-made jacket, closed with frogs, and either 
elaborately braided or else trimmed with straight rows of 
wide worsted braid. Some of the jackets that are shown are 
long and half loose; but the tight ones aro the most in 
vogue. Dark-blue and black aro the favorite colors for these 
suits. 


dressed women. But the tailor-made suits are not so j Dressier costume* are made of cloth, trimmed with velvet; 
tight-fitting as to give a cramped appearanco to the ' the velvet Is put on in very wide bands, and very large vol- 
flgure: nothing looks worse than to see a woman appear j vet buttons are sometimes placed down each side of the 
as if her corsets or her dress were too tight; and in tlie j skirt-front. The wrap to be worn with such a suit is a linlf- 
present day, when the sleeves are worn so very tight, it is j fitting paletot, bordered with wide bands of velvet, and 
very hard to avoid that look. Many dressmakers slightly ! having a very large sailor collar of the velvet. These suits 
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aro shown in the fashionable colors of the season, namely: 
nuihoguuy-red, electric-blue, and dark-green. 

The new corded materials, such as Trocadero and Otto- 
niune, are very popular; they are not only rich-looking and 
wear well, but they drape even more gracefully than a cush- 
mere. They aro now shown, not only in solid colors, but 
with the cords in alternate shades of the same color, such as 
twine-color with dark-brown, wine-red with scarlet, etc. 
These newer styles are made up with plain cashmere for 
street-suits. 

Velvet continues to be the reigning material of the season; 
and enters into nearly all the handsomo toilettes that Worth 
is bringing out this year. A train and corsage of velvet, with 
a skirt-front of embroidered satin or of small-figured brocade 
in some strong contrasting hue, forms a ileh combination 
for evening-dress. Worth bleuds three or more colors in 
these dresses, with his usual consummate and artistic taste. 
Thus, a chestnut-brown velvet waist and train will liave a 
skirt-front of pale-bine satin, relieved with gold-yellow, 
raspberry-red velvet (a new and most lovely color) is com¬ 
bined with white satin, worked with gold and with gold- 
yellow plush, etc., etc. 

Worth is also using watered silk extensively, in combina¬ 
tion with tulle, for boll-dresses for young ladies. Scarfs of 
brocade, lined with colored satin, are draped artistically 
upon skirts of white or colored tulle. These scarfs come in 
a set pattern, woven for the purpose, the prettiest being very 
pale-tinted roses, scattered over a pale silver-gray satin 
ground, a border of ruses edging each side of the ma¬ 
terial. Very magnificent dresses are made by combining 
crimson velvet with black satin brocaded with crimson 
flowers, snch as roses or large-sized fuchsias. 

Gilt pendants are a good deal worn on demi-tollettes; they 
aro either filigree-balls or large cut beads, put on so as to hang 
loosely. Sometimes the gilt beads are combined with Jet 
ones of the same size, six or eight beads forming the pend¬ 
ant. These are put ou dow n the front of a dress, or else 
are dotted over the fullness of a slightly-draped front. 
Used judiciously and with good taste, they light up n dress 
very much. Pendants formed of pearl beads are also used a 
good deal on ball-dresses. They are placed down the front 
of the skirt. 

Worth is now trimming the skirts of ball-dresses in plain 
heavy materials, such as watered silk or plain satin, by 
placing up the front two graduated strips of volvet, between 
which are set three folds of satin. The satin and velvot 
contrast in hue with the color of the dress Itself. Thus, a 
dress of violet watered silk was ornamonted in that stylo 
with bands of purple velvet and folds of cream satin, the 
centre fold being set with pendants of pearl beads. The 
draped side-breadths were slightly raised, so ns to show a 
plaited flouuce of cream-white satin. The low-necked and 
short-sleeved corsage was trimmed with draperies of purple 
velvet, covered with point lace. 

The bocks of evening-dress corsages aro now cut very 
deep, and are elaborately made and trimmed, bo as to relieve 
the plainness of the long full trains. Deep tabs, wide square 
coat-tails, and long tubular-shaped ends, ore all employed. 
The latter aro finished with long heavy tassels, four being 
the number usually employed. They do well ou the corsage 
of a block velvet drees, trimmed with jet, the long rich tas¬ 
sels being in jet. The edges of overskirts, corsage-basques, 
and jacket-skirts, are very frequently cut iu deep rounded 
tabs. A Princess drees in black velvet, or in pale-pink, blue, 
or cream-white cashmere, made short, aud with the edges of 
tiie skirt and sleeves cut into these tabs, has a full flonnee 
of cream lace and surah set under the edge of the skirt; 
and full undersleeves of cream lace finish the sleeves. A 
jabottage of cream lace goes up the front of the dress, which 
is intended for morning-wear. A fichu of cream lace is 
draped over the shoulders. These morning-dresses hardly 


I come under the denomination of wrappers; but are iuteuded 
more for the reception of informal calls. 

Silk stockings, in solid colors and with embroilcred 
| insteps, are still in vogue. The embroidery in delicate* 
\ arabesques is newer than the sprays of flowers. For evening- 
> dress wear, the slipper and stocking must match the dres> ( 
| I repeat what I have often before said, relative to black 
> stockings, namely: that they should never be worn exce] , 
with black dresses. Slippers are worn cut very low ove 
the instep, and adorned with ribboh bows. The Charles IX 
■hoe is still popular. 

In Jewelry, slender chains of diamonds are arranged for 
] bracelets and necklaces. In the latter Instance, there are 

I two rows, the first loose enough to encircle the collar of a 
high-necked dress, and the second one about half as long 
again. These two chains are caught together in front with 
a small diamond cluster. This elegant ornament is unob¬ 
trusive enough to be worn In deai-toflette, and is quite 
handsome enough to be worn in full dress. 

A similar diamond band, encircling the arm and studded 
with pearls, forms an exquisite bracelet. These chains are 
composed of small diamonds, set closely in silver squares 
that are hinged together, so as to be perfectly flexible. 

Luct H. Hooper. 


CHILDREN'S FASHIONS. 

Fio. i.— Roy's Suit, or Daak-Gkun Cixjtu. The trou¬ 
sers are short and tight. The cloth jacket is trimmed with 
a narrow band of black Astrachau fur. Dark-green felt 
hat. 

Fio. h^-Cloak, for a Little Girl. It is of brown 
cloth, and can be trimmed with brown plnsh or velvet. It is 
double-breasted, and has a small cape and collar. Browu 
felt hat and plumes. 

Fio. hi.—Ulster, for a Youkq Girl. It is of gray 
cloth, opens diagonally over a dress at the same color. The 
capo is plaited, as well as the waist, which is fastened by a 
waistband. Grey plush hat, faced with blue. 

Fio. it.—Black Plush Hat, for a Little Boy. It is 
trimmed with a band of chinchilla-ftir and ornamented with 
cords and knots made of the fur. Black plush collar. 


[ 0 US PURCHASING AGENCY. 

After many urgent request*, tee tome time ware established a 
Purchasing Agency , and encouraged by the substantial recogni¬ 
tion that has followed our efforts to meet the wants of permits 
wishing the best selected goods from the eastern markets, at the 
lowest PRICES, tee again call attention to our unsurpassed ad- 
vanUiges for supplying everything used m the house, to the 
entire satisfaction of all who favor us with their orders. Special 
attention is given to every article bought; and the list includes 
Ladies', Gentlemen's, and Children's Wear , Wedding Outfits, 
Infants' Wardrobes, Wedding, Holiday, and Birthday Presents, etc. 

The advantages gained by all persons wending their orders to 
our Purchasing Agency have been appreciated by the large number 
who have been served since it has been established, in the saving 
of money, time, and trouble. 

Samples furnished, only on receipt of 25 cents. Circulars art 
free to any one writing for them, containing full particulars , and 
mode of doing business. September all are served, not only onr 
subscribers, but any one else in want of goods or wearing apparcL 
Address all communications for our Purchasing Agency to 

MRS. MARY THOMAS, 

P. 0. BOX 1620, PHILADELPHIA , PA. 
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Wei De Meyer’s 


CATARRH 

CURE 


™ best thins known »> 

WASHING^BLEACHINa 

IN HARD OR SOFT, HOT OR COLD WATER, 

SAVES LABOR, TIME and SOAP AMAZ¬ 
INGLY, and gives universal satisfaction. 

No family, rich or poor should be without it. 

Sold by all Grocers. BEW ARBol imitations 
well designed to mislead. PEARLINE is the 
ONLY SAFE labor-saring compound, and 
always bears the above symbol, and name of 

_ JAMES PYLE, NE W YORK. 

. _ _ A Send two 3 ct. stamps to C. TOLLNER, Jr., 
A 1? TlV Brooklyn, N. Y., for a new set elegant 
Chromo Cards and Catalogue of Latest 


Or. Wei De Meyer’s Catarrh. Cure 44 Is worth 
ten times its cost." 

Rev. C. J. Jones, New Brighton, S. I. 

Dr. Wei De Meyer’s Catarrh Cure “/* truly 
a cure for Catarrh" 

Rev. Hannibal. Goodwin, Newark, N. J. 

Dr. Wei De Meyer’s Catarrh Cure “ Cured me 
effectually qf Catarrh." 

Rev. C. H. Taylor, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Dr. Wei De Meyer’s Catarrh Cure will be for¬ 
warded by mail or express at our expense on 
receipt of 81.00 for One Package or 85.00 
*IT Six Packages, also sold by Druggists. 

Dr. Wei De Meyer’s “ Illustrated Treatise ” 
on the causes, conseqnen es and cure of Ca¬ 
tarrhal Diseases, will be moiled free on your 
request. 

D. B. Dewey, & Co., 182 Fulton St., N. Y. t 


.♦♦y’o Organs 27 stops, $125. Pianos, $297.60, Fnc- 
° tory running day and night. Catalogue free. 
Address Daniel F. Beatty, Washington, N. J. 
LARGE all now Chrouio Cards for 1883, with name, 
10 cents. Try me. J. B. HUSTED, Nassau, N. Y. 


ONPAREIL 

VELVETEEN 


THE ONLY REAL SUBSTITUTE POR 


W r e would respectfully notify the public that none of these goods aro genuine unless stamped with the trade mark 
on the bock of every second yard, a facsimile of which is herewith represented. 


DYE AND 


COLORS. 


From IIARPERS’ BAZAR.—“ Another velvet season is one of the certainties announced thus early by the 
merchants. The best service is given hv the close short-pile velvets, such as the NONPAREIL VELVETEEN, which is 
not easily inarml or creasod. The NONPAREIL VELVETEEN is found in all the stylish new shades, and when 
made tip, with the pile turned upward, it cannot be distinguished from silk velvet. The difference in the prioe 
makes a garment cost about one-third as much ns if made of Lyons Silk Velvet. 

To be Purchased Throughout the United States from nil First-class Retailers. 

Wholesale Only} SHAEN & FITHIAN, 55 Leonard Street, New York. 

Beware of imitators, who, to sell inferior goods, are now claiming qualities for their Velveteens which they do 
bui possess. 
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LADIES 


Everythingin Dry Goods. Cfl RISH 
Wearing Apparol ami ' 

Housekeeping Appoint-■■ ilrmr iifn«=2»^P 
merits sent by mail, expressor freight, accord¬ 
ing to circumstances—subject to return and 
refund of money if not satisfactory Cata¬ 
logue, with details, mailed cm application. 

JOHN W ANAMAKER, J’iuladlli-iiia. 

We hare the Urgent retnll Stock to ttie VnltM State*. 


Cachemire Oriental, 

“ Abyssinien 

“ Norma, 


ARE tHH BEST LYONS BLACK SILKS FOR WEAR, 
NOW IN GREAT FAVOR WITH THE LADIES. FOR 
THE PA FT TEN YEARS CONTROLLED EXCLU¬ 
SIVELY BY MESSRS. A. T. STEWART & CO, BUT 
NOW FOR SALE BY ALL FIRST-CLASS RETAIL 
DRY GOODS HOUSES THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY. 


A. PERSON, HARRUVIAN & 
CO., New York. 


POLE AO ENTS FOR 
WIIOLKS.CLE only, 


Large Chromo, Mutto, Roses, Ac., new stylo cards, name 
on, 10c. G. A. SPRING, New Haven, Conn. 


EVERY LADY 


Should semi for Struwbrhlge A Clothier's Catalogue, which 
contains ono hundred and twenty larg'e pagtw, nearly 
one thousand illustrations, and four pages of now music. 
Is especially valuable to those who shop by mail, or arc 
interested iu home art. Send fifteen cents for copy of wunc. 


S3 BY MAILI 

Otcx Tbrre.qnftrtcr* of ft Million In StorV. 
■ w * AU Looght for cash, and Bold ftf.lowc»tcltj price*, 

jlreno Good*. Silk*, Shawl*, Trimming*, Iloatery, 
L’pholnterj, Fnmy Goods, Ladle*’ Dresses, Wraps, 

5 'iidcrwear, Ties, Laces, Gents’ FurnUbtng Goods, 
nfantV, lloys* nnd Girls’ Outfits, Ac. Sample*, in for - 
xuatioo, and 4 ‘ SHOPPING GUIDE” free on ap|Ulcfttioa. 

COOPER A ('ON ARD, 9th A Market 8U, PhUada. 
lease aay where jou *»w thia Advertisement. 


They received the highest award at pabip ex¬ 
position, WORLD’S PAIR IN LONDON, CKNTENNLAL, 
AT PHILADELPHIA, aild AMERICAN INSTITUTE PAIR, 
MEW YORK. 

This cut is a correct representation of our It. n. 
quality. If you cannot find thlamost desirable Cor¬ 
set where you are accustomed to purchase, we will 
send it for OVE DOLLAR, postage free. The bc*t 
value in the world for the money. Our celebrated 
O, extra quality, $1.50. F. crossed bone, $*.2.25. 
Send for descriptive Catalogue of other styles. 

THOMSON, LANGDON & CO., NEW YORK. 


Can now grasp a fortune. Outfit worth 
£10 free. RIDEOUT A CO., 10 
Barclay Street, New York. 


MOTHERS! FATHERS! CHILDREN! 


Send vonr Name and Address In full for a Speeimen Copy of an entertaining Christmas 
Catalogue.* Sixteen rages of Original Holiday Reading, Beautiful Poems, Amusing and 
Pathetic Stories, and Instructive Articles, with Choice Illustrations. 

SHARPLESS & SONS, 

Chestnut & EighthSts^, Philadelphia, Pa. 
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For 13S3 is an elegant book of 150 pages, several colored plates of Flowers 
and Vorjetables, and lOOO Illustrations of the choicest Flowers, Plants and 
Vegetables, and directions for growing. Send on your Name and Postofhce address, with 
Ten Cents, and we will send you a copy, postage paid. This is not a quarter of its cost. Paper and printing 
and matter arc not surpassed for excellence by anything in the country, and the Illustrations are in the highest 
style of art. \ic publish both an English and a German edition. 

JAMES VICK, Rochester, 3V. Y. 


SAWYER. 


IMA 


300 BEAUTIFUL ILLUSTRATIONS, 

With a richly colored plate of flowers, and a descriptive 
priced list of 2,000 varieti a of Flower nnfl Vfgktable 
seeds, Bullw, Plants, etc,, with much useful infoi inatiou 
up »n their culture, lot) niiges. Mailed to all enclosing6 
co its to pay postage. Monthly Hint* for theOruden sent 
free on application. Ditfp^wilh colored plate, 10 c nt8. 

B. K. BLISS & SONS, SI Bar dlay Street. Nov York. 

S UPBilFLUOOS - HAIR; Madame Wambold’s Stifle 
permanently romovos Superfluous hair without injuring 
tlio Bkin. Semi for a circular. Mudauie Wamlxdd, 34 
8 twyer Street, Boston, Mass. 

R A MH'hrotnos cleratil design \B<mquet,Goodluck sc. name 
vl/on, in case, 10c. E. II. Pardee,Newl!&ven Ct.,Branch P.O. 


% 


A Beautiful Ohromo 
* ) t ’ Motto Series, no 2 
A fine Album of Samples 

OarlVew Designs for 1888 

C ftfHRCV.O<ARI>8 In seven colors, comprising sets 
UUonsunimer Scenes. Winter Landscapes. Mr. rinei 
Views, German, French. Italian At Oriental \ icn- 
ettes, Panel C ards in Gold* Silver, Birds. Florals 
Mottoes etc., 50 designs, with your name in neat type iUc. 

- A BOOK OF SAMPLES FOR 1HK*- , 

containing all the most stylish cards now in use, Foreign 


This beautiful tbree- 
shelf Bracket Design, size 
13x21, and a htrgo num¬ 
ber of minlaturo designs 
for scroll sawing will l»o 
post-paid, oil receipt 
cts. Or send six i ts. 
for Illustrated Catalogue of 
Scroll Saws,Fancy Woods, 
Mechanics' Tools, Fancy 
Hinges, Clock Move¬ 
ment», Revolvers, etc. A 
complete stock, and groat 
inducements offered. 
Address 

A. H. POMEROY, 

Hartford, Conn. 
AiT*State where you saw 
advertisement. 

10c. A fucks 

Haven, Ct. 

New Picturesque, Bind & 
ame on, 10c. always please. 
W. Austin, Fair llaven,Ct. 


EXTRA 

FINE STOCK. 


and Dor^sflc Chromes, Bevel-edge. Katin Fringe, 
OeV.er \rjth our private terms to agent* all sent for 30cts. 
a vents for clubs, or liberal cash commissions paid. OAXTON 
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CHECKERING 


PITIES 

Medal®' 


NEW YORK 1881 


■S THE BEST IN THE WORLD.” 

Before buying elsewhere, write for New Illus¬ 
trated Catalogue and Price List, Just published. 

Mention this Magazine. 

CHICKERINC & SONS, 

waufrooms : 

130 FIFTH AYE, N. Y.; 153 TREMONT ST.. Boston. 

SANTA GLAUS COMBINATION 


Six useful and valuable articles for 4Scents, or less 
than one half the usual retail price. The greatest 
bargain of the season. This Combination or Cabinet 
contains six articles, as follows 

No. 1. Combination Pencil, the latest Parisian 
Novelty, eight articles In one as foltows: 1 Penholder 
and Pen, 1 Lead Pencil, 1 Slate Pencil. 1 Blue Crayon, 
1 Red Crayon, 1 Ink Eraser, 1 Threc-Inch measure (di¬ 
vided Into sixteenths of an inch), 1 Metre or French 
Measure, the whole fitting closely into a handsomo 
case no larger than an ordinary lead pencil. 

No. *A. sportman’s Whistle,a very loud, nicely nickel- 
plated call whistle, which can be blown only by one In 
the secret. A genuine puzzle and vnluable whistle. 

No. 3. Pocket Match Safe. The neatest, prettiest, 
and most convenient match safe made. It Is hand¬ 
somely nickel plated. Has corrugated bottom for 
striking matches, and Is a perfect beauty. 

No. I. Imported Tooth Brush. Made in London, of 
first (reality white bone and bristles. Any one, tunic or 
female, having any regard for cleanliness, the preserva¬ 
tion of their teeth, or their personalappearance, should 
use good tooth brush like the one here offered. 

No. 5. Focket Comb and Case. Made of tine horn, 
tough and durable, In a neat ease, cannot soil the 
poeket. Suitable for ladles or gentlemen. A handy 
useful article. 

No. 6. Horse Shoe Magnet. A scientific toy that 
should bo in the possession of every child In the 
country. It Is very strong, and will readily pick un 
keys, pins, needles, screws, nails, etc., in fact any small 
metal article. 

This Combination contains useful novelties suf¬ 
ficient to supply a whole family with Christmas pre¬ 
sents. Persons not wanting all the articles can sell 
those not wanted for more than the cost of the whole. 
Understand we do not offor you a single article, but the 
complete Combination , containing all the above-named 

•w.inlaa tV/vm Na 1 In Wa A .AnnMlv nanlroH nn/1 mail 


standing have boon cored. Indeed, bo strong 1b my faith 
In Its ellfcacy, that I will send TWO BOTTLES FREE, to- 
gethor with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease,!* 
any sufferer. Give Express and I*. O. address 

DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Tearl St., New York_ 

O ELECT your Visiting Cards from our Beautiful Sample 
^Package, only 10c., and see the quality and price before 
purchasing elsewhere. TODD A CO ^ CHntonvillo, Conn. 

K/h Beautiful Chromo Cards with name, 10c. Send 3 
■" names and thirty cents, and wo will send a fourth 
pack free. KOVAL CAllD CO., North ford, Conn. 


863 BBOADWAY, 

New York. 


■ ■will send 1 ? put Jp in metal 

iNmnNilNrT boxes, by express, a pack- 
ago ot our unexcelled 

CONFECTIONS- 

Address as abot's, between 17th and IStli Sts. 

MTB0T8 & GIRLS A 8m i OusillT I 

Chromo Ctrd«,(10c. »J*d) W #1. . .. 

on E*tr» Br>*rd. Mwtee Hccncft, Ocean Views, Bird Mot¬ 
toes, Mo»* Rose A Landscape Series, n»m«»Won, m 

latest style, (ad netO tvpe I. Gel oar Album of choice** S&mpic* 
to take order* with, only Ji» r *e. Scud fie. fer our reduced price lUl 
nnd oeteloyroe of Elegant Watche*, Jewelry, 8Uver PUtw W are, 

I Novelties Ac. iriven aa premium* or largnlCMh cotnniuwa* (w4 

Agent*. STA R PRINTING CO., No rthiord, Coun. 

HOME ART WORK. 

THE ART INTERCHANGE. 

Iinyhbt 18TS AalIlastrato47mtal c Mh«atrfi.00ayea*t 
Mlmbm, PastageFrea. 

SAMPLE COPY FREE ntmrut. 

InvalnabU Hint* for Home Decoration, Painting In Otis, Water 
Colors, end on China, Embroidery end ell Art Work. Patten* 
Supplements working else. Full directions. Discount to Clubs. 
Also Manuals on all Art Work tub loots St eta. each. Send stamp 

jbrList. Address THE ART INTERCHANGE. 
Mention this paper. 140 Haseaa Street, Sew York. 

Moore’s Throat and Lung Loz¬ 
enges, l'ora Cough, Cold, or Sore 
Throat, 2oc. per large box; but as 
a Kpcrinl offer during the Holi¬ 
days I will send 3 boxes for 60c. 
in stamps, in order to make them 
more thoroughly known. Once 
tried, they become a family rem¬ 
edy. Agreeable in taste, and a 
certain cure for Whooping Cough. 
Cards and Picture Books. Dr. C. 

| I've had one. C. Moore, 78 CortlaadtSt., N.Y. 

WV> i —H0LD*EN*9 NEW BOOK - ON 

I 1 o BIKDS, 128 paged, €0 Illustrations. 

U JL1 vA All facts on Birds. By mail, 25 
cts., stamps. Free lists. German 
Singing Ganarles, warranted,, $2; beet, f3. 

G. 8. HOLDEN, 

387 8ixth Avenue, near Twenty-Fourth Stret, N. T. 

JA Large New Cliromo Cards (1883 series) Gold and Sil w, 
tE” Assorted, name on, 10c. Naamu Cord Co., Nassau, N. Y. 


Birds 


Digitized by 
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OVER 300,000 IN ACTUAL USE 

And nil riving perfect nnt Infliction. 

AGENTS WANTED. 


Will wa?h Cleaner, Easier, and with Less Injury to 
Clothes than any other In the World. We challenge 
any manufacturer to produce a better Washer. 
Every Mnchine Warranted FIVE Years, 
and Satisfaction Guaranteed. The only 
Washer that can be clamped to any sized ~—T 

tub like a Wringer. Made of malleable 1 

iron, galvanized, and will outlast any two wooden J 
machines. Agents wanted. Exclusive Terri-^ 
tory. Our agents all over the oouutry are making 
from $75 to $200 per month. Retail price, $7. 
Sample to agents, $3. Also our celebrated 


KEYSTONE WRINGERS AT LOWEST WHOLESALE PRICES. 

Circulars Free. Refer to editor of this paper. Address F. F. ADAMS & CO., Erie, Fa., 




■''ONLY ^ 

10 CENTS 




FOR THE PERMANENT CURE Of 

CONSTIPATION. 


► No other disease la so prevalent in t-Ms ooun- 
\ try as Constipation, and. no remedy has ever 
f equalled the celebrated KIDNEY-WORT as a 

* cure. Whatever tho cause, however obstinate 
| the case, this remedy will overcome it. 

P11 E? A THIS distressing complaint { 
I ■ ■ is very apt to be complicated 

. with constipation. Kidney-Wort strengthens 
I the weakened parts and quickly cures all kinds I 
' of Piles even when physicians and mnd irt nes 

* have before filled. 

' RHEUMATISM. S!, 

| DERFT7L CURE, as it is for ALL the painful' 

diseasesof the Kidneys, Liver and Bowels. 

, It cleanses the system of the acrid poison that | 
cau-es the dreadful suffering which only the , 
victims of rheumatism can realize. 

I _ THOUSANDS OF CASE8 < 

of the worst forms of this terrible disease have ■ 
been quickly relieved, and in a short time ( 

PERFECTLY CURED* ! 

tFlt cleanses. Strengthens and gives New ( 
Life to all tho important organs of the body., 
The natural action of the Kidneys is restored. i 
The Liver is cleansed of all disease, and the \ 
Bowels move freely and healthfully. - 

tWlt Acts at the same time on the KIDNEYS, ( 
LIVER AND BOWELS.JLI SOLD by DUIGUISTS. < 
$1. LIQUID or JULY. Dry can be sent by mail, 1 
WELLS, RICHARDSON *■— - - • • - 1 


YARN?ifbcK?Ncl,’ CARPET S |{ACs! < R?B- 

BONS. FEATHERS, or any fabrioor fancy article, 
easily and perfectly oolared to any shade. Black, 
Brown, Green, Blue, Scarlet, Cardinal Red, Navy 
Blue, Seal Brown, Olive Green, and 20 other best 
colors, warranted Past and Durable. Each package 
will color one to four lbs. of goods. If you have never 
used Dyes try these once. You will be delighted. Sold 
by druggists, or send us 10 cents and any color wanted 
Bent post paid. 24 colored samples and a set of 
fhney cards sent for a 3o. stam] 

WELLS, RICIIARDSOX 


CO., Burlington, Vt, 


r I ARDS! Both French and American, for collections, etc. 
I A delightful study for all. Samples of 17 new sets 
_A CME CARD C Q„ Little Falls, N. Y. 


CO., Burlington, Vt. (57) 


Blpr,«t Terrain, 
•vor known. 


^ I ar-HPECUI. BARGAIN. 

Celebrated for fine tone, finish. Italian aMnJpf flne^ 

ln C J,^ ar * P 2 nc ,c i nR bow * with |vor y a "d silvered fVog, 

In violin box. book of Instruction, with 658 piece* music. 

Sal i*f®ction guaranteed, or moncj' re- 
funded. A better outdt cannot be purchased elsewhere for $10 
bend stamp for large Catalogue. Q. H. W BATES A. rn 
Impor ters and Manufacturers. 106 Sudbury 8L, Bo Squ^M m/ 

\ A New and Very Clioice Cliromo Cards, name on, 10c. 
)\J Samp le Book, 25c. Crown Pbintinq Co. Northford.Ct. 


IN ^0 Latest Chromo Cards, Beauties, Nanio on, 10c. 

AA1 Sample Book 25c. F. W. AUSTIN, New Haven, Conn. 




150 CHOICE EMBROIDERY PATTERNS. 


150 Beantifni Embroidery Patterns and Needle-wnrk De- 

Tiriur a 0 i?„L D ^ s,Kns f ? r Borders . Corners, Centers Ac., for 

Tidies, Rugs, Mats, Table Covers, Lambrequins Ac, Also Birds, Flow- 
an and other Embroidery,on cknvass, 
Burlap, heit. Silk Aa with diagrams showing how to makeallthestltch- 

^ esedes * KnsarG now and beauti¬ 
ful, every lady should have them, We send the entire lot for 15c Cat- 
alogue of 1000 usef ul articl es free . PATTEN A Co. 4? Barclay fit N Y 






















PARKER’S 

GINGER TONIC 


In Sheep. Russia and Turkey Bindings. 


The regulating action of 
this delicious Tonic upon 
the digest iveapparatus and 
its raj id absorption into the 
blood give it a wonderful 
curative power. It stimu¬ 
lates every organ to health¬ 
ful activity, expels all hu¬ 
mors u nd i u v i gon* l esc v ery 
fibre, without intoxicating. 
Thero is jtositivcly no medi¬ 
cine so efficient in curing 
dyspepsia, headache, < Uou- 
matismand dI-ord<rs aris¬ 
ing fmm dftnfnfehed vital¬ 
ity. li von ere suffering 
from bad cough. o\erwork, 
t oranydisens-e.riirker'tGin- 
ger Tonic will give yon new 


A LIBRARY IN ITSELF.” 

rtfM the latest edition with 118,000 
Cl X Words, (3000 more than any 
other English Dictionary.) 

I W Biographical Dictionary which 

LLXj it contains gives brief facts con¬ 
cerning 9700 noted persons, 
in Illustrations— 3000 in nnm- 
L40X ber, (about three timeses many 
as found in any other Dict’yy.) 


Thel*est, clean eet an dun st 
economical hair drawing. 
Never foils to restorevouth- 
|ful colorand beauty to gray 
or ruled hair. 


HOLIDAY GIFT 


Most acceptable to Pastor, Parent, Teach¬ 
er, Child, Friend ; forlloliday, Birthday, Wed- 
ding, or an y other occasion. 

If is the best practical English Dictionary 
extant.— London (Quarterly Rticicxc. 

It Is an ever-present and reliable school 
master to the whole family.— S. S. Herald. 
G. A C. MERRIAM A CO., Pub’rs, Springfield, Mm*. 


!A>o. 4|1, at dealer* la medic inea. Large saving buying $1 slaa. 


QA Fine White Gold-Edge Garde, nemo on, lO cents. 

Sample Book, 25 cents. An Elegant Christmas or 
New Year Card, 10 cts. F. M.Shaw A Go. Jersey Clty.N.J. 

ft A Chromes* Latest Designs, no two alike, 10c. 13 packs 
OU fl. Elegant premiums given, 11 hud rated list with each 
order. Album of &unples, 25c. E. D. Gilbert, HiggummvCt. 

YATTP WAMI7 on 60 Large Handsome Gliiomo Curds, 
IUUIV ItnlUL pic. They are entirely new, xmiuo ex¬ 
pressly for our 1883 trade. 13 packs for $1.00. Agents Book 
of Samples, 25c. Franklin Printing Co. New Havea^Ct. 

ft 111 A! Morphine Habit Cured In lO 
I E r I 11 5wl to 20 Days. No Pay umil Cured. 
Ml I W ■¥■ J. L. Stetuens, M. D.. Lebanon. Ohio* 


PENCILS, HOLDERS, CASES, ETC 


LADIES! 


A GOLD TEN AND RUBBER HOLDER, containing 


Ink for several days* writing. Cun bo carried in tho pocket. 
Always ready for use. A luxury to persons who caro to 
preserve their individuality in writing. 

MABIE, TODD & BARD, 

180 Broadwuy, New York. 

Send for Price-List. Our goods are sold by firat-claasdealera. 


Ncutro-Pllloms on!g Pair Solvent known. Per- 

nuineiU'.y di**Utc»Buy tCImoub hair ,root and branch 
in hrtn.[nalCB,u^th juipa,[n 1 dUc<M)rationorii\jMry. 
i icoputru’a Secret develops the Hunt to propor¬ 
tions of perfect nature. 6afo and certain. Scud 2 
•tamps for particulars. Thi Wilcox CntMtcxL 
Pr.sPAaanoy Co.,602 Spruce 8t.. Philadelphia, Pa. 


4M A Leading Lomlon Fhys- 
N A £4 11Irian establish™ an 
EL B ® IB “ R" OftJecin New York 
|| I v X lor the Care of 

|j EPILEPTIC FITS. 

01 B& 01 From Am Journal of Medicine 

Dr. Ab. Meserole (late of London), who makes a spe¬ 
cialty of Epilepsy, bos without doubt treated Bnil cured 
more cases than any other living physician. Bin success 
has simply been astonishing; wo nuvo heard of cases of 
over so years’ standing successfully cured by him. Ua 
has published a work on this disease, which ho sends 
with a lurge bottle of his wonderful euro free to any suf¬ 
ferer who may scud their express and P. 0. Address ,, We 
advise any one wishing a euro to address 

Dr. AB. MESEKOLB, No. 90 John St., New York. 


OR “NO TENSION” SEWING MACHINE. 

Perfect Work by the most Inexperienced. 

Have you tried It in your own home ? 

Willcox & Gibbs S. M. Co., 658 Broadway, N. Y. 

1437 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa._ 


tt'Jj “ - U W U Gan be madeat home by any active 

J man or woman, boy or girl. 

You will not be obliged to leave yonr own town, or be 
nwuy from borne over night. Anyone can conduct tho 
business. It requires no capital. 

We will start you with an Outfit worth 


If vou are employed during the day, you can make from 
SI to $3 during an evening. Bonn* of our Agents report a 
profit of $25 In a eingle day. Write at once for full l«ar- 
ticulars to £• G. HIDEOUT & CO., 

lO Barclay St., N. Y. 


ADTPOSTDIA 

d tiers thin, lean and 
mder persona stout 


,EAN 


“Thrr.iracie of modern med- 
i.-lne.' .Scaled particulars 6c. 
Wtlcox Chemical Co. i 

GG<i Spruce St., Philiida.. Pa. 1 


LADIES 


Your Linen with Clark's Indelible 
Pencils. Sold at all stationers. 

foil,, iuilamngition, all Kidney Com- 
llcilllpafb*.* , IN. per bottle. 


SKINNY MEN. “Wells’ Health Benewor” restores 
health und vigor, cures Dyspepsia. $1. At Druggists. 


'1 

1 
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MASON & HAMLIN ORGANS 

NOT ONLY UNEQUALED, BUT UNRIVALED. 


M ORE THAN ONE HUNDRED STYLES of these famous Organs are now regularly manufactured, from the 
smallest bIzo (Style 100), with sufflciout power and compass (S^C octaves), ai yk BEST ^CAiLITY, for popular, 
•acred, and socular music generally, at ONLY #22.00 (net cash pric6) up, by tonal! additions In price, to $900.00 for 
flie largest size (Stylo 1,200, with three manuals and fall pedals), for one of which this Company bad the honor to receive 
an order, within a few weeks, for the personal use of Dr. FRANZ LXSZT, who has long tested the MASON A 
EAMLIN ORGANS by the use of a smaller size. 

THE FINER DRAWING-BOOM STYLES are not merely UN1SQUAL1ED, but quite UNRIVALED 
by any other instruments in the world. They are furnished in a variety of cases, of SOLID BLACK WALNUT, ASH, 
MAHOGANY, and EBONIZED, with ONE, TWO, or THREE MANUALS, FULL PEDAL BASE, etc., etc., at net 
prioei, from $200.00 to $900.00 and up; the greatest variety being from $200.00 to $400,001 

POPULAR STYLES, FOR CHURCHES, SCHOOLS, DWELLINGS, and all uses, are In «reat 
variety, from $22.00 up. 

THE SUPERIORITY OF THESE ORGANS IS PROVftp BEYOND QUESTION, by tho 
fact that at EVERY ONE OF THE GREAT WORLD’S INDUSTRIAL EXHIBITIONS FOB 
SIXTEEN YEARS (at Parle, 1867; Vienna, 1873; SantlagvCTtfW; Philadelphia, 1876; Paris, 
1878; Milan, 1881), they have boen found worthy of tho HIGHEST HONORS. No other American 
Organs have been found equal to them at. EVEN ONE such, comparison.' * 

These Organs are sold for Cash, or easy payments. A NEW ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE (40 pages, 
4to), is recently issued, describing a number of new styles, aud will bo sent free.. , 


THE MASON & HAMLIN ORGANJVND PIANO CO. 


154 Tremont Street, BOSTON. 

46 East Fourteenth Street, NEW YORK. 

_ 149 Wabash Avenue, CHICAGO. 



tttANITif/ 

MUSIC AUD MUSICIAN COMBINED. 

The Most Wonderful Musical Instrument 
In the World. IT PLAYS EVERYTHING: FROM 
81MPLE SONG TO A DIFFICULT WALTZ OR OPER¬ 
ATIC SELECTION, and a little ehild can 
operate It. BlAck walnut ca«e, gilt trimming* .very 
finely finished and ornamented. The IM.JPJUO V ED 
OKU AN IT A it A b rivs veby rowgaroi. ii£L- 
1 . 0 wa, Fall Sized Cabinet Organ Heeds, AN 
IMPROVED AUTOMATIC SHUT-OFF, and a mostin- 
geniou* Double Expression Swell, bywhichthe 
tone la greatly varied. Great effect* are obtained from thia 
inurnment, owing to the peculiar position of the reeds and 
construction of expression box. Tho OKGANITA 
is almost as loud ns a Cabinet Organ—very 
melodious, and will play dance music 1 md enough for 
any medium sized hail. REMEMBER I It plays 
anything ansi everything: Jigs, Waltzes, Quad- i 

rule#, Cotillions, and all the Popular aud Sacred Music. 1 _ 

Wo give a selection of music with each one, and almost any tunc can bo boucht 

f.irit 'I'li. Inn. >■ ■ a»r!n nrn/>pf,-irntn.l i. .1.... .. * ■ 


produce* tbs music. 


for it. The tune issimnly a strip of perforated paper, that is plnved through tho instrument and 

ic. EXTRA MUSIC CAN ALWAYS DE ORDERED AND SENT BY MAIL. It. 


- ... - r „ - t— -j--- ---- —... attractive shape, simple con¬ 

duction, and the various improvements ItpoascMOa, place It at once far in advance of all competitors. Prico, in black walnut 
case, with selection of murie, only bH.OO. Over 400 tuucs now ready. Extra music only 4c. per ft. 
The tunci vary from 3 to 8 t’ca*t. 

SPTlfJT A T. TO A H-TIUTS WV want an agent Inicvery town, and have concluded to offer 
X\J iiVJljINlO. a sample OROAY1TA for DOLLAU.S to those who will 
■how It and t ake orders; or with 2A or with lOO ft.. SH. Money refunded U 

not ua represented. MASMACIII SETTS OKGAX t o., 37 Washington /it., lfostoa, Jftlusb. 


| JOSEPH ri llott's 

"* steel 4 * pens. 

Cold Medal, Paris Exposition, 1878. 


The Favorite Numbers, 303, 404, 
332, 351, 170, and his other styles. 
SOLD by ALL DEALERS throughout 
the WORLD. 


100 


Scrap Pictures, 10c.: 100 Transfer Pictures, 10c.; I 
ft Christmas Cbrds, 10c.; Christum* Mom, 10c.; 2 
Birthday Cards, 10c.; 12 Perfomted Mottoes 10c. ; 

5 Chromos 6x8,10c.; 3 011 Ohromos 9 x 12. 10c.; 

3 Engravings 9 x 12,10c.: 4 Panel Pictures, 10c.: all forftOc. 
Post-paid. J. Wi FRIZZELL, Baltimore, Md. | 


DRUNKENNESS 

EASILY CURED with TI1E DOUBLE C ULOUIDB 
OF GOLD. LESLIE E. KEFLEY, M. D.. Surgeon C. ± 

Books Free. 


A. R. B., 7>wioHr Ilu 3,000 c 

Digitized by VjOOQLC 
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MOUTH! 


PEARLS 


WOMAN CAN\/ HEALTH OF Wl 


(sympathize witkSTis the hope or] 


“THE RACEi 


LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S 

VEGETABLE COMPOUND. 


a:-:o:-:o: — :ol # !©:-:o:-:o:- 

i BEAUTY & FRAGRANCE 

a;-:o:-:o:-:of * lo:-:o:-:o:-:c 

ARE COMMUNICATED TO THE MOUTH BY 


A Hare Care for all FEMALE WEAK- 
Including L«ucorrha;a, lx- 

reinlar ini Ptlaftil Menstruation* 
Inflammation and Ulceration of 
the Womb* Flooding, PRO* 
LAESU0 UTERI, Ae. 

S2W Pleasant to the taste, efficacious and lmmadUta 
fax its effect, It Is a great help in pregnancy, and za> 
Meres pain during labor and at regular periods. 

FKTSlCUHStJHBIT A1DFBMCIHI IT FUBLT. 

tyFoa AuWlumBB of the generative organs 
of either sex. It Is second to no remedy that ha* eras 
been before the public j and for. all dis ea s e s of |ha 
EtoSBTSltlatho O rs gfo* Memedyiath* World. ^ 
ETKIDNEY COMPLAINTS ofFIthcr Sex 
Find Great Relie f In If Use. 

LYDIA RFUnCRAlPS BLOOD PURIFIER 

will eradicate every vestige of Humors from the 
Blood, at the same time win give tone and strength to 
the system. As marvellous in results as the Compound. 

tyBoth the Compound and Blood Purifier are pre¬ 
pared at S33 and S35 Western Avenue, Lynn, Hass. 
Price of either, $U Six bottles fbr ft, The Compound 
Is sent by mall In the form of pills, or of loaenges,on 
receipt of price, $1 per box for either, Mrs. Plnkham 
freely answers all lstters of Inquiry, Endoeo t cent 
stamp. Send for pamphlet. ItettosIMsApm 

l yLinu B. Pnmuurs Lmm Pxzxs cure Constipa¬ 
tion. Mllooe n am and Torpid i ty of the Liver, m oents. 
ASTSold by aO Dnf|lsts. << ei CD 


w Mrdicatkd Cream ” is the only knows harmless, pleasant, 
and absolutely BURK and infallible cure. It positively 
and effectually removes all clean, completely and for 
ooon is a yew days only, leaving skin clear, smooth mid 
unblemished always or money refunded. For those who 
have so blotches on the face. It beautifies the oomplexion 
as nothing else in the world can, rendering it Clear, Fair 
and Transparent, and clearing It of all muddineaa and 
coarseness. It is a true remedy to cure and not a paint 
or powder to cover ap and hide blemishes. Hailed in 
plain a-rapper for SO cents, in stamps, or two for 60 cents, 
by Geo. N. Stoddard, 1226 Niagara Street, Buffalo, N. Y. 
l*amphlet gives 2 ’6 true and genuine testimonials. 

Air Exactly as represented, and the doctor reliable; 

has been in Drug business in Buffalo over 16 y ears. _ 

t> -r^ A 48-page illustrated book, and a set of 


I 3 I . 1 . owr new Fun and Escort cards, sent to 
[\ P P your address on receipt of 3c. stamp. 
L V A-/1—V Thu above are given away to introduce 
goods. Don't miss this chance. 

WORTH BROS., 723 Sixth Street, New York City. 


Acknowledged the best pack ever produced. No one else 
has them. Send us 10 cts. for our New Price-List and 
Illustrated Catalogue, and we will prin t you r name 
on lOO of the handsomest cards you ever saw FREE, in¬ 
cluding Feather Series. Verse Cards, Unique 
Marine Views, etc,, all In brilliant colon, on heavy 
cardboard. Watches, Gold Rings, Silver Wart. 
Novelties, eto*, given as premiums. Agents’ Complete 
Sample Book, 25 cents. Inducements to Agents nn- 
equaled. Printers and Dealers supplied with blank 
cards. STEVENS BROS., No rtnford, Conn. 

£ A NEW and Elegant Hand, Bouqnet, Pond-Lily, Horse- 
OlF shoe, Lily of the Yull9y,etc. Cards, name on, 10c. Sam¬ 
ple Book Free with $1 order. Star Card Co., Clin ton ville,Ct. 


GKBGI E. LMOHV 

WASHINGTON, D. C.",,: ; 

Send sketch or model for Preliminary Examination 
and Opinion as to Patentability. No charge fbr same. 
Send for Pamphlet. JBctablUfaed in 1865. 
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THE BEST X’MAS GIFT 


If father is getting bald, and mother Buffers constantly with headache and neuralgia; if sister is prematurely gray, 
or brother is troubled with dandruff, or lover is a martyr to toothache—we will guarantee to cure all these very 
common afflictions if you will act upon the following advice: On X’mas, present each and all of your relatives— 
show no partiality—with one of Dr. Scott’s beautiful Electric Brushes. They are splendid, pure bristle, elegantly- 
carved brushes, enclosed in a handsome cartoon box, and are remarkably well adapted for X’mas presents. Remem¬ 
ber that they are no toy, but good useful articles, adapted to any person, and do good service for years—they fit 
nicely into Santa Claus’ stocking. Thousands of the best families in England and America use them, and speak 
in the highest terms of their w'onderful cures. Last year, we were so crowded with X'mus orders that we had to 
__disappoint a few; therefore order NOW, in good time. ^^am 

__ I We offor new inducements this season. The price is I __ _ 

THE HAIR BRUSH I * 3.00 each, but tofarolHt. wanting thre.bru.hCT, | THR FLESH BRUSH 


POSITIVELY OURE8 
Nervous and Bilious 
Headach**, Neuralgia 
in 5 minutes, Dandruff, 
Diseases of the Scalp, 
Falling Hair, Baldness, 
Arrests Premature 
Grayness. 


QUICKLY CURE8 
Rheumatism, 
Nervous and Malarial 
Complaints, 
Palpitation, Paralysis, 
Constipation, 
Kidney Troubles, 
Impaired Circulation. 


New Chromo cards with name 


Harmonette 


r.AKllx uv 10c. Blank Cards to Printers 
1J M 1 \ if i> 50c. per M and upward. Agents wanted. 
v 8eud Cor Catalogue A 1 doz. samples, 6c. 

Game of Authors, 20c.. Clinton Brothkks & Co., 


NEWMTJBICAL WONDER ONLY 
In Handsome WalnutCaM^ia am 

Simplest in the World.\fz. 

Et erf ant. Melodious. Z B 

erful, 16 Notes. Plays 
any Tune. M uhic 4c*a foot. More 
) Condensed and Cheaper than any 
Other. Musical Wonder 1 'dialogueFree 
Mass. Organ Co. 

57 Washington Street, Boston, Ms — 


publishers of Chromo Cards, Clintonville, Conn. 


TYI^Os 50 flfcut MW ChroaoCsrda lOe. 14 pk*.$l 
1 llKArU. uake 50 per ceaL Please sead SOr Tor Agent's 
KAIbBB of samples. Premium List hr. Blaak Cards at 

rholesale. MIKTIIKOKI) CARD WORKS, Worth ford,* ,mn. 


ft a YQUR JN AME on 25 Snowflake Cards, Kfet 

W f New Chromo, 10c.; 25 Gold Edge, 15c.; If 
Beveled Gold Edge,15c. 1 12 ObloDg Beveled Gold 
^^-^Edgc. 1.5c. ; 12 Simper Cards, 16c.; 25 Acquaint¬ 
ance Cards, 10c.; 25 Mixed Cards, 10c.; 40 Tran¬ 
sit rmt, 10c.; 20 Homes hoe Chromos. 10c. Agent's 
Outfit, 15c. We have the largest variety of any Card 
House in America. Blank Cards for sale. Address 
HUB CABD (X)., 149 Milk Street, Boston, Mas* 

K of handsomely 1 criticn cards, 30c. Circular 
free._Prof. Mai> a rase, Box 2106, N. Y. City. 


BOOKS! MUSIC! PLATS! 

Articles needed for Amateur Iheatricals, etc., etc. A full 
descriptive catalogue sent free, by mail, on application to 
DiWITT, Publisher, 

Mention this magazine. 33 Rose Street, New York, 


1882 CARDS 


Your choice of 40 Gold, Silver, Bird, Motto, or 50 Good Luck, 
Fruit, Flower, 5c., or 25 Handsomest Chromo Cards Sold for ]0c. 
Send 3<*. stamp for oar Illustrated Premium List of Imitation Gold 
and Nickel Cased Watches,8olld Gold and Boiled Plate Jewelry. 
Books, Knives, Novelties, 5a Agents’ Sample Book No. 1, 25c . 
No. 2, $1.00. G.P.BROWN Ms CO. Nartkferd, Conn 


ARB COINS WANTED.— 8end 12c. for catalogue 
j showing prices paid. E. F. Games, 8t. Louis, Mo. 


Pool’s Signal Service Barometer 

9 OR STORM GLASS AND THERMOMETER COMBINED, 
WILL TELL YOU I 

It will detect and indicate correctly any change In the weather 12 to 48 hours 
In advance. It will tell what kind of Btorm is approaching, and from what 
direction— invaluable to navigators. Farmers can plan their work 
according to its predictions. Saves 0O times Its cost in a single season. 
Hasan accurate thermometer attached, which alone 1 b worth the price of tho 
combination. This great WEATHER INDICATOR la endorsed by tho 
moet eminent Physicians. Professors nrCT 111 TI1C \AJflDI n I 
and Scientific men of tho<iay to be the DkV I 111 I fit WUnLU ! 
The Thermometer and Barometer are putm a nicely finished walnut frame, 
with silver plated trimmingH, etc., making it a beautiful as w ell as useful or¬ 
nament We will 8uud you a sample one, delivered free, to your nlnoe,in good 
order, on receipt of Si* or six for $4. Agents are making from $5 to $20 
dally selling them. A trial itill convince you. Order at once. It Kells nt 
SIGHT! Just the thing t< ■ sell to farmers, merchants, etc. Invaluable to 
everybody. U. 8. Postage Stamps taken if in good order, but money pre¬ 
ferred. Agents wanted everywhere* Send for Circular and terms. 
AddressaJIordersto OSWEGO THERMOMETER WORK8, 


Hi**™ 
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R. H. MACY & CO. 


GRAND CENTRAL FANCY AND DRY GOODS ESTABLISHMENT. 

14th Street, 6th Avenue, & 13th Street, New York City 

We present, this month, a view of our Fine Chino, Glees, end Bronze Department. It 

located on the second floor of our establishment! corner of Sixth Avenue and Thirteenth Street, ai 
covers an area of 6,U25 square feet. It is impossible, in the limited space of the above cut, to give 
comprehensive idea of the magnitude of this department, and the immense variety of goods that it contain 

Representing, as it does, works of art from all the famous Potteries of Europe, the connoisseur w 
be pleased and interested by paying it a visit. 

Here may be seen the choicest specimens of China from the Royal Potteries of Meiss< 
and 8fevres, and the celebrated English Potteries, including Minton, Copeland, Wedgewood, and Jol 
Rose’s Salopian China, also from Kiota, Safsuma, and Canton; a most beautiful assortment of Gla 
from Venice, Paris, Stuttgart, Stourbridge, Vienna, and the best domestic manufactories. 

Our collecting of Faience is very beautiful, and includes selections from the productions of Longw 
Gien, Croatia, Nuremberg, Luneville, Vallauris, and Limoges;' also antique and quaint wares fro 
Austria, Copenhagen, Bordeaux, Sarregpemineg, Flanders, and Japan. 

Our richly-cut Tnbto-GIftSH, which is cut on the premises by skilled artists, from the pure cryst: 
metal specially imported by us from the celebrated Cristalleries de Baccarat, Paris, merits special attei 
tion ; and as we are the only house in the city employing glass-cutters and engravers, we are enable 
to offer superior advantages, both in quality and price. 

We have recently imported a very superior line of French Marine and Bronze Clocks, which f< 
beauty of design and finish are unequaled; the works are of the finest quality, and guaranteed. Ah 
a choice selection of French Bronze figures and groups, Brass Candelabra and Sconces, etc., which v 
are offering at very attractive prices. 

Our trade in medium grades of China and Glass Ware has grown to suoh proportions, that we hw 
been compelled to enlarge our salesrooms, aud we now have one room, 25x287 feet, entirely devote 
to the sale of these goods, which embraces everything requisite for Dining-Room, Toilet, and Kitche 
service. 1 .. - 

We shall be very glad to. send you (gratis) a Catalogue of all our goods, and, should you send us a 
order, we will give it prompt and careful attention* ^ 

* n* WumMi 1 Fin*, A.dBh-CO. 

J. B. Wheeled, j 
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